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existence that Christmas found them 
with plenty of money. They were out 
to buy some one, aside from each other, 
a present. Tabasco was to receive a 
box of the most expensive candy, some
thing he relished. Poke planned to 
buy Ha,rdrock a new pipe. In turn, 
Hardrock expected to buy Poke a silk 
shirt--something he had wanted for 
years. But their main purpose was to 
locate some children or even grown-ups 
who expected Santa Claus to pass 
lightly by. This done, they planned to 
do the Christmas business up in their 
usual first-class style. "Just where a 
couple of sour doughs and a mule fig
ured as Santa Oaus and his reindeers 
is more than I know/' Hardrock mut
tered, continuing to study the thicket 
and ponder on the problem, "but luck 
may be with us. Hello! There's that 
noise again. It sounded just like some 
human being had got kicked in the 
stomach by some animal." 

"Guess we'd better meander over 
there," Poke said, "it's only a couple 
of hundred yards off the trail." He 
led off plunging through a drift to his 
armpits, and emerging on frozen 
ground covered with snow to a depth 
of several inches. A fringe of snow
laden spruces concealed what was tak
ing place beyond. But it was only a 
fringe and almost immediately he was 
looking down upon a natural arena. 

He jerked his thumb toward the 
scene, then looked back at Hardrock. 
" Poor devil's missed too many boats!" 
Now, in Alaska this is a way of say
ing that ·a man has remained in the 
territory too long chasing gold and has 
gone crazy. 

"Kind of a queer form of insanity," 
Hardrock said, not without sympathy. 

A young man was attempting to har
ness two caribou to a sort of sleigh. 
It was a heavy sleigh, but the creatures 
could have dragged it had they de
sired. However, they were strong, 
vigorous caribou in the prime of life, 

and very obstinate. It was the heel of 
a caribou that had caused the sound 
similar to a man being kicked in the 
stomach. 

The pair approached. "Some men 
play checkers for sport; others clip 
coupons from bonds, and some fall in 
love, but bustin' caribou to harness is a 
new one." Hardrock observed as he 
stopped. 

The young man looked up. "I'm 
not doing this on a bet," he growled, 
"I'm doing it because a girl wants me 
to." 

"Wars have been declared for the 
same reason," Poke said. "Why don't 
you tell this girl to go jump in the lake. 
Any girl that'll make a man harness 
caribou to prove his love ain't worth 
having." 

"I'm in love," the young man con
fessed, "and you know how it is-" 

"I don't know how it is from per
sonal experience," said Hardrock, who 
was a confirmed bachelor; "but I've 
seen plenty of sad cases. Let's hear the 
story while you and the caribou are 
resting." 

"Big Nugget's never had a real 
Christmas," began the young man, 
"since the stamp mills have been work
ing steady and the men have brought 
in their families and the big clean-up 
is over with, Miss Maude Kirk, she's 
the bookkeeper at the mill, said we 
should have an old-fashioned Christ
mas. They held a meeting and she was 
made chairman of the Christmas Com
mittee with the power to ask for help 
whenever she needed it. She figured 
we could put it over together and said 
if I'd rig up a Santa Claus sleigh with 
a couple of caribous $he'd do the col
lecting of presents and money. She 
collected the money and-- Well, if 
I fall down she won't speak to me. It 
won't be because she don't love me," 
he continued, explaining the situation, 
"but it will be because she's disap
pointed in my inability to make good on 
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a duty assigned. I started with six 
caribou. I killed two to keep from 
being killed myself .  Their horns are 
hanging up in that tree. Two got away, 
and that leaves these two. It seems 
like they are the toughest in the bunch." 
He sighed sadly, for Christmas was 
rather close and progress seemed to be 
lacking. I'll see what I can do." 

What he did was plenty, but it was 
not along practical lines. One can't 
be practical with a caribou. It was his 
idea, sound enough, that they should be 
broken to a heavy sleigh, then hitched 
to a light vehicle later on. A day be
fore Christmas he planned to make a 
trial trip, as one would with a steamer 
or  plane, to  be  sure everything was in 
working order. This was to take place 
at midnight so that there would be no 
spectators about to frighten the caribou 
-or laugh at Santa Claus if things 
went wrong. 

Having heard the young man's tale, 
Hardrock expressed his sympathy and 
left him to his task. He rejoined Poke, 
to whom he recounted the story, and 
the partners found their interest 
aroused to such an extent that they 
made it a point to look over Maude 
Kirk and decide whether she was worth 
the  trouble young Mr. Ken Morgan 
was taking to keep in her good graces. 
"What do you think of her ?" Hard
rock inquired after a long, lingering 
look at her blond head and rosy cheeks. 

"I'd train a caribou for her any day 
in the week," Poke answered . 

"You're a cussed piker," Hardrock 
snapped, "I 'd train a whole band of 
'em." 

Having arrived at this decision, the 
pair approached the young woman and 
throwing back parka hoods, because 
they did not have hats to remove, Poke 
said: "If there's anything you need, 
M iss Kirk, to help Santa Claus along, 
j ust count on me and Hardrock. He'd 
make a good Santa." 

"No doubt," she said, "but I have 

the best man picked o,ut for Santa 
Claus. His name is Kenneth Morgan. 
Perhaps you know him ?" 

"Heard of him," Poke admitted. 
"He's one of the most determined 

boys I know, and he's working on a 
reindeer plan I thought of. I just 
know he'll succeed." She was all en
thusiasm. 

"Well, of course," Poke began, with 
the intention of  making things easy 
in case Ken Morgan fell down, "he 
might fail--'! 

"Oh, but he won't! You don't know 
Ken. He's the type that accomplishes 
everything he undertakes. There is 
a grimness about his determinati on that 
thrills me. Ken will succeed at any
thing he undertakes. He can't fail." 

"Well, if you need any more money," 
Poke suggested, "me and Hardrock's 
got our poke strings untied." 

"Well--" she said thoughtfully. 
A poke of dust landed on her desk. 

"And there's more where it came 
from," Poke added. "Vve've got so 
much money we're almost not respect
able." 

She outlined their plans for Big 
Nugget's first Christmas. "As you per
haps know," she explained, "they've 
melted down the first gold at the mills. 
It is in bricks, eighty thousand dollars' 
worth. Every one is happy because 
they've enough ore blocked out to keep 
running for ten years. It means that the 
homes of the workmen are permanent 
and that steady prosperity is ahead. 
So you see, it will be a real Christmas, 
with no worry of lay-offs or where the 
next meal is coming from. And we 
can afford, this year, to give some of 
the foolish little things children like 
rather than the practical clothing and 
books. The storeroom is filled with 
gi fts shipped in from Outside. The 
company built a community house with 
a chimney big enough for Santa to 
come down. Now, we plan to have 
Ken act as Santa Claus and drive right 
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up with a sleigh load .of toys. Every
boy will see him and the children have 
been told that he's coming." 

"Pretty slick!" agreed Poke. 
"Slick," echoed Hardrock. "I hope 

nothing happens to spoil the kids' fun. 
It's tough enough to be a grown-up and 
be disappointed. Me and Poke will be 
around i f  you want us." 

The old poem, "The Night Before 
Christmas," was running through 
Poke's mind when he left his room at 
the road house just on the outskirts of  
Big Nugget and started down trail. 
Hardrock was behind him. It was 
midnight and the camp was quiet. In 
the distance could be heard the roar 
of the stamp mills. Twenty-four hours 
a day they ran, but a twenty-four-hour 
shut-down was promised for Christmas. 
Only the watchman would be kept on 
the job. And even he was promised 
relief so that he could see half of the 
Christmas program. 

"Stop mumblin' that poem," Hard
rock growled, "it ain't the night before 
Christmas-it's two nights. Listen, it's 
about time for Ken Morgan to try out 
his caribou!" 

Presently the light fall of hoofs was 
heard. I t  seemed to be literally rain
ing hoofs. "Either he's hooked up a 
band of caribou," ·Poke said, "or else 
he's coming." 

" He's coming!" yelled Hard rock. 
"And look at him come !" 

The caribou were stampeding. Their 
flying heels sent a steady stream of  
snow clods into Ken Morgan's face. 
They broke from the trail, tore across 
a field , knocked down a fence, and up
set a dog kennel, which fortunately was 
empty. 

"What do you think ?" Poke inquired. 
"It  don't look so good for Ken," 

Hardrock answered. " I f  that pair of  
synthetic reindeer act like this on a 
quiet night, what'll they do with crowds 
around, bells on their harness and, 

maybe, several malemute dogs yapping 
at their hoofs ?" 

"Got any bright ideas ?" Poke in· 
qui red. 

The little Irishman thought hard. 
"Of course, a mule ain't a reindeer, but 
I was thinking, i f  the worst happened, 
that we might hook Tabasco onto the 
sled and--" 

"Huh!" Poke snorted. "Always pull
ing for that mule!" 

"That mule's always pulling for 
me," Hardrock retorted, with conscious 
humor. "And whether you like it or 
not I 'm going to have Tabasco handy 
toward the end of the trail-in case 
something happens to Santa Claus." 

"And just to get even for that near· 
humor you pulled about your mule 
pulling." Poke returned, "I'm going to 
say that if they can make men into 
Elks why can't a mule be made into a 
reindeer ?" 

"Bull" Hyde and "Shorty" Richmond 
were new arrivals at Big Nugget-so 
new in fact that no one, particularly 
the marshal, knew of their presence. 
They were holing-in a mile from the 
camp, having established a temporary 
camp on an island in the river. A 
husky man could wade that part of the 
channel between the 'island and the 
shore, but as no one had any business 
on the island and no one was wading 
the stream as a winter sport they were 
safe enough. They waded it each night, 
but they were not hanging around Big 
Nugget on any sporting proposition. 
They were there on business and, not 
believing in Santa Claus, were making 
plans to do their Christmas shopping 
rather late-on Christmas Eve to be 
exact. 

"Eighty thousand dollars in gold is 
more'n we can pack around in our 
pockets," Bull growled, "and the hard 
part of this ain't goin' to be the gettin' 
but the gettin' away."  

"Yeah," Shorty agreed-he stood six 
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feet two and for that reason was called 
shorty-"but if we've got the fastest 
dog team in camp, how're they going to 
catch us? It should be snowing and 
-- Humm! Suppose the gold weighs 
four hundred pounds, that's a rough 
guess, but near enough. The dogs will 
snake that along fast. If we get to 
the mountains we can stand off an 
army. Beside, didn't you tell me that 
the whole town would be at the Christ
mas doings ?" 

"Yeah! We've only got one watch
man to handle and he'll be thinkin' 
more about Christmas than about the 
eighty thousand. Got the soup ready?" 
The "soup," of course, being the ex
plosive that was to open the strong box. 

"The soup's ready! The dogs are 
ready and so are we; now if Christmas 
just arrives on time this job will be a 
push-over." 

Bull and Shorty had accomplished 
considerable since their arrival in the 
North. Several jobs in the States had 
aroused the police to white heat, and the 
pair had headed Not:th where they were 
not known. Like most city crooks, they 
regarded N orthem people in general 
and Northern peace officers in particu
lar with contempt. Also, they were 
amused by the enthusiasm with which 
the camp was preparing for Christmas. 
"You'd think they'd never had a Christ
mas before," Bull growled. Which was 
about ninety per cent true. Christmas 
had been merely a December day for 
most of them. Their all had gone into 
the hardrock mine at Big Nugget, and' 
now the mine had rewarded them. Bull 
and Shorty figured there was plenty 
more in the ground, and while wait
ing for the excitement in the South to 
die away decided they could make a 
good haul by declaring themselves in 
on the .first dividend. 

Ken Morgan gave Maude Kirk a 
pleading look. "Please run down to 
the community building, Maude, and 

wait for Santa Claus to arrive-I'll 
handle the caribou; the sled is loaded 
with the presents and everything is 
ready." 

"But Ken, I want to see you start 
off. I'm so proud of what you've ac
complished. Just think, dear, you've 

. taken those wild creatures and tamed 
them!" 

"If I was only sure of it," Ken fer
vently told himself. Then aloud, and 
with defeat in his tone. "Well, stand 
right down at th� corner and watch 
me dash past. Then you can go into 
the community house the back way 
while I go through town, as per plan." 

Very gently, oh! so gently, Ken har
nessed the caribou to the loaded sled. 
For the past two days he had always 
worn the Santa Oaus costume when 
around the caribou, so that they would 
not be frightened to death at his appear
ance on Christmas Eve. From the har
ness came a low jingle of bells as he 
adjusted it. A very light flurry of 
snow was in the air; sounds carried far, 
but this evening it seemed unusually 
quiet for the big stamps were silent. 

"On Prancer! On Dancer !" he 
called. The deer broke into a trot. 
"Cling! Cling/ Cling! Clingt>' The 
bells jingled merrily, and the animals 
seemed to be entering into the spirit of 
the occasion. Ken smiled. Just around 
the next corner Maude was waiting. 
What a long struggle he had gone 
through to bring this about. "Cling! 
Cling! Cling I Cling!" 

A malemute dog lifted his nose and 
caught a scent. Many generations 
back his ancestors were wolves and had 
chased caribou. When on the trail he 
had caught the scent many times, but. 
efforts to respond had always been 
quelled by an alert driver. Now he was 
free. He came forth with speed and 
manner comparable to a trout after a 
fly. From down the trail came two 
other· dogs. They obeyed the latent 
instinct of attack-two in front to 
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worry the creatures, the third behind 
to hamstring and render the prey help
less. 

"Oh, Lord !'' groaned Ken. Then, with 
his voice filled with rage, he yelled, 
"Mush ! "  The dog continued his on
rush. The caribou leaped aside and 
left the trail. They raced through a 
back yard; knocked down a fence; came 
out through the front yard, and into the 
street. In the distance Bull looked at 
Shorty. "Santa Oaus is on time," he 
said. "I turned a couple of dogs loose 
and-- Listen to them bells ring ! 
The caribou must be stampedin' plenty.'' 

Maude Kirk heard them coming. 
She looked eagerly up the trail, but 
they came not from up the trail, but 
across the trail. "Ken!" she screamed, 
"be careful ! Don't drive like that !" 

"Aw, go to the devil !" snapped Ken. 
He had been tested to the limit. He 
had made an attempt to lower his voice, 
but in the rage of the moment he had 
not lowered it enough. Maude had 
heard his retort. 

"Kenneth Morgan--" 
Crash! The deer had struck an 

obstacle and spilled the sled. The har
ness broke ; presents were scattered all 
over the snow ; caribou and dogs dis
appeared in the distance ; the madly 
jingling bells grew fainter and died. 

"Kenneth Morgan," she cried, "I 
hate you! You've failed miserably ! 
A fter all the time you were given you 
had to fall down on your part of the 
program. I should think you'd be 
ashamed of yourself. And then on 
top of it all you cursed me. Oh, don't 
think I didn't hear what you said. The 
garb of politeness you've so carefully 
worn in my presence slipped from your 
shoulders and I saw the real man re
vealed. Thank Heaven, I saw it in 
time !" 

"Yes," he retorted, "and I lived to 
see what impractical ideas a woman can 
have. It was your fool plan that I 
train a couple of caribou and play Santa 

Claus. I'm through!" He ripped off 
the gaudy, fur-trimmed garments and 
hurled them on the snow. "Be your 
own Santa Claus." 

Smarting under his outburst of 
words, she had but one answer. "Quit
ter ! A quitter is one who starts some
thing, then fails to finish it. It seems 
to me, Mr. Morgan, you fill the speci
fications perfectly." 

"Aw, dry up !" he growled, and 
stalked off . 

. Hardrock Shipley and Poke Tupper 
stepped into the situation the moment 
the girl was alone. They had witnessed 
much that had taken place and heard 
everything. They were followed by 
Tabasco, the mule. 

"In trouble, sister?" Hard rock in
quired. 

"You're no diplomat," the girl · 
snapped, "or you wouldn't make any 
such fool remark as that." 

"Yeah," Hardrock agreed, "I ain't 
no diplomat. I 'm a hardrock miner, 
and it  ain't in the cards that the two 
should go together. And you're no 
diplomat either or you wouldn't have 
made a mean remark when a feller had 
done his best. Now, let's save what we 
can from the wreckage . Santa Oaus 
will be about ten minutes late ! "  

Miss Kirk tossed her chin u p  in the 
air and walked away, but presently she 
lowered it somewhat and grew rather 
thoughtful. 

While Poke Tupper was hurrying 
around picking up the packages of pres
ents, Hardrock was righting the sleigh 
and harnessing Tabasco to it .  This 
done, he proceeded to fit a pair of cari
bou horns to the mule's head. Tabasco 
had grown accustomed to the various 
schemes upon which his owner em
barked. Nothing surprised him any 
more. If he did not like it, he kicked 
things to pieces. I f  he did not want 
to take the trouble to kick, he stood 
for it. For this very purpose Hard
rock had worked the mule until he was 
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m a meek mood. \Vhen everything was 
ready, Hardrock donned the Santa 
Claus outfit that the angry Mr. Morgan 
had j ust hurled aside. "Giddap Ta
basco !" he ordered. Poke twisted the 
mule's tail, and they were off. 

The North has seen some rare old 
sights but this was the first instance 
on record that a mule, sporting a pair 
of caribou horns, had been seen driven 
by Santa Claus. Poke was about to 
follow at a rapid pace when he stopped 
dead in his tracks and chuckled. 
"Things are about due to happen! 
Here comes 'Old January' Becker with 
a skinful of Christmas cheer!" 

Becker was the type of drinker that 
is always swearing off-a week from 
some Tu�sday. Finding his cheer in 
the bottle, he was practically the only 
person in camp not attending the Christ
mas tree at the comn'lunity hall. He 
had paused to take what he termed a 
" fair to middlin' snort" when the j ingle 
of bells caught his ears. He stopped 
and stared. He had never seen a mule 
with horns, nor a caribou with a head 
the length of Tabasco's. He rubbed his 
hand across his eyes and took a second 
look. Then he shook his head violently 
to clear his vision. "There ain't no 
such animal," he muttered, "and there 
ain't no Santa Claus! Dang it! What's 
the matter with my eyes!'' 

He stepped into the road for a better 
look and was almost run down. There 
was no further doubt in his mind. He 
hurled the bottle of moonshine as far 
as he could. "They always said I never 
knowed when to quit, but I always 
claimed I 'd quit when I had a good 
reason. When a man sees a horned 
mule and Santa Claus, it's time to quit. 
I'm going home to sleep it  off." 

And, not to break the spell, Poke 
Tupper remained out of sight until the 
old fellow had passed. 

Poke followed the same short cut 
that Maude Kirk had taken. There
fore, he arrived at the community hall 

just ahead of Hardrock and Tabasco. 
The partner had figured that the chil
dren would take most anything for 
granted, even a horned mule. Not hav
ing seen either Santa Claus or a herd 
of reindeer their doubts could not take 
form. The mayor of the camp was 
making a speech. "It is indeed Christ
mas," he was saying, "Christmas not 
only for the children, but for us grown
ups who because of our long-deferred 
hopes were beginning to doubt the ex
istence of Santa Claus. But we know 
he does exist, not only in our heart-s, 
but in fact. Up at the mill there are 
eighty thousand dollars in the strong 
room, and on January fi rst we will de-

• clare our first dividend. We-ah, here 
is Santa Claus!" 

Who knows just how much a mule 
knows ? Perhaps Tabasco was enjoying 
the situation in his own way. The 
doors were flung wide and into the 
room loped the mule. He came to a 
stop, and Hardro�k Shipley, his red 
fringe of beard concealed by a great 
white one, laughed merrily. 

"The cuss can be good-natured when 
he wants to," Poke muttered, "that 
laugh proves it. I f  he's not more cheer
ful from now on around the cabin 
I 'll take it out of his hide." 

He began calling the names of the 
different children and in the midst of 
the affair Hank Jennings softly left 
the room. He was to relieve the mill 
watchman so that the latter could see 
half of the entertainment. He broke 
into a run, because he was a strong man 
and in perfect condition. The sooner 
he got there, the sooner Matt Hough 
could see the fun. He expected to see 
Matt standing in the doorway, ready 
to run, but the door was open and there 
was a smell of stale gas in the air. 
There had been an explosion. 

Hank turned on his flash light and 
the white finger darted about and sud
denly came to a stop. "Matt!" he 
called. 
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"Hank! They shot me. Robbed the 
box. Eighty thousand-·- Asked 
'em to tie up my wound. They laughed, 
Hank-they-killers." He had spoken 
swi ftly, marshaling all his strength, as 
if fearing he would not live to finish 
his story. He had attempted to aid 
himsel f and had partly succeeded. 
Hank fixed him up,. then ran for the 
community house. 

He did not shout the news . No need 
of throwing cold fear into those 
gathered on Christmas Eve. A few 
picked men might overhaul the robbers 
and bring the loot back. He spoke to 
the doctor first, then to the marshal. 
"Safe's been robbed. Matt about 
killed. I found their tracks when I 
came back. Dog team, loaded, two men 
running." 

But some one had overheard the 
words. From mouth to ear the news 
traveled. It was like a dark cloud 
sweeping over a flower garden bathed 
in sunlight. The light of happiness in 
the adult faces grew dim and died. 

The marshal spoke sharply. "I'll 
need men not afraid to die. It's un
doubtedly Bull Hyde and Shorty Rich
mond. If so, they are killers of the 
worst type from Outside. I was sent 
word to be on the lookout, but not a 
strange face has appeared and so----" 
He hurried away with a half dozen 
men at his heels. This would be a 
finish fight. Some of those who left 
that Christmas tree might never see an
other. 

Poke Tupper felt some one tugging 
at his arm. It was Ken Morgan. He 
was still fighting mad from the com
bination of disappointment, failure, 
and Maude Kirk's stinging words. 
"Listen, Poke, lend me your gun. I 'm 
going to take the trail. Most of those 
fellows are married. I 'm not. No
body here gives a hang about me any
way." 

"You're too hot.headed, son, but I 
like you," Poke answered. "Coolness 

is the only thing that will beat that 
pair. I've heard of 'em." 

"But i f  they get away to the moun:. 
tains--" 

"Exactly. And you can bet they've 
got the fastest dog team in these parts," 
Poke answered. 

"There's one thing faster-your mule 
if you can make him go !"  Ken Morgan 
said. "If we crowd 'em--" 

Poke waited no longer. He stepped 
close to Hardrock. "Santa Claus, come 
a-running !"  

Hardrock caught something in the 
tone. He followed the pair outside. 
"I could tell there was something wrong 

• by the people," he said, "what is it ?" 
Briefly, Poke explained. "The kid's 

got a plan," he concluded, pointing to 
Ken. 

Ken Morgan talked fast and, as he 
talked, he borrowed a gun from Hard
rock Shipley and led the pair outside. 
Santa Claus nodded his head at the 
conclusion of Ken's speech ; then he 
hurried into the building. "Good 
night, children," he called, "I'm going 
to get some more presents." Under his 
breath he muttered, ·�something for 
the big folks." He waved gayly, then 
leaped into his sleigh. 

Bull Hyde stopped the dog team. 
"Listen !" he said. 

Shorty Richmond listened. Steam 
hovered over the dog's backs, for the 
pace had been fast. 

"It's the caribou !" he said.  "Them 
dogs will run 'em till one or the other 
drops. Coming this  way."  

"Yeah," said Bull, "but we can't 
take chances ! "  They pulled aside ; 
then, with guns drawn, they waited. 

Tabasco burst from the eddying 
snow, flashed across their vision, and 
was gone. "They've shaken the dogs," 
Bull said, "but that sleigh is still with 
'em." 

"There was only one," Shorty an
swered, "the dogs probably pulled 



WHEN SANTA HIT BIG NUGGET 11  

down the other. Let's go. For a min
ute I thought it was a posse." 

"No chance. Even if they have found 
the watchman, which ain't likely, it'll 
take 'em time to get organized and 
started. Let's get to the mountains." 

They had gone a quarter of a mile 
farther when a voice rang out sharply: 
"Hands up, and no funny business!" 

Bull Hyde's gun was in his hand. 
He fired at the sound of the voice, and 
the next second some one rammed a 
red-hot rod into his arm. 

Shorty Richmond's hands went up 
instantly. 

From the brush came Ken Morgan. 
He was still fighting mad. "I'll show 
her," he muttered, "I'll show her. I 
can't train caribou, but I can go out 
and die and not have it worry me none. 
I'll show her." 

Hardrock Shipley and Poke Tupper 
pulled up the mule almost at the same 
moment. "We've lost Ken off the 
sleigh. Better go back." 

"We've lost the trail, too," Hard
rock said. 

Tabasco, snorting and puffing from 
the pace, swung around. A few mo
ments later Hardrock ag<l(in stopped 
the mule. "Jumping Junipers," .he 
cried, "the kid's got 'em!" 

They came up. "Well, Ken, what's 
your orders?" 

"Shake 'em down for guns while I 
keep 'em covered," he answered. "I'd 
planned from the first to roll off the 
sled the first time the dog team turned 
aside. I figured they'd get off the 
trail to see what the noise was about." 
He was still fighting mad. "They did. 
I waited until they_ came along. I 
wanted to get 'em singlehanded or die. 
I'll show her!" 

Poke and Hardrock placed the gold 
bricks on the sleigh. Then they lashed 
the prisoners on the load. Hardrock 
pulled his Santa Claus suit off and put 
it on Ken Morgan. "Now mush," he 
said, "we're right behind you." 

And they were right behind him un
til he drove up to the community house. 
Then he stepped aside. Ken Morgan 
walked to the platform. "Merry 
Christmas!" he said, and his voice gave 
Maude Kirk the thrill of her life. "I'm 
bringing you a couple of prisoners and 
eighty-thousand dollars in gold. Good 
night!" He stalked past Maude. "I'll 
always be a quitter," he muttered, "I'm 
quitting now before they start to thank 
me." 

Hardrock and Poke rescued Tabasco 
several minutes later. They stood 
watching the community house. Happy 
people were beginning to return home. 
"I guess, Poke, about everybody in the 
camp is happy to-night. Kids and old 
folks believe in Santa Claus." 

"Everybody but a couple," Poke an
swered. A young man and a girl had 
just passed each other. Their shoul
ders had stiffened, their chins had gone 
up, as they passed. 

"Something ought to be done about 
it," Hardrock said. 

"You little red-headed runt, what do 
you know about love ?" Poke asked 
cruelly. 

"I ain't never been a husband, but 
I've been a pardner off and on for a 
good many years. Married life is a 
pardnership----give and take." He 
walked over and caught Ken Morgan's 
arm. "You're coming with me, young 
fellow. You've just found yourself to
night and you'll go a long ways with 
the right kind of backing. I'll have the 
backing in front of you in about a 
minute." He dragged the young man 
over to the girl. "Maude Kirk," he 
said, "you get that chin down; I'm do
ing you a favor. Here it is Christmas 
Eve and you two youngsters in love 
with each other and acting this way l 
Neither one of you is a saint and you 
can be glad you're just plain humans 
and make mistakes. Ken, you had no 
business telling her to go to the devil. 
Maude, when he told you that you de-
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served it because you'd jumped on 
him after he'd done his best. In a 
way, it was a good thing for both o f  

you, but i t  won't be unless you meet 
each other half way. Now, for'd 
march." 

And youth and maid stepped forward 
at the same moment. "That's better," 
chuckled Hardrock. "Merry Christmas, 
kids!" 

"Merry Christmas, Hardrock,'' said 
Ken Morgan. 

"Merry Christmas, Hardrock," 
echoed Maude Kirk, "and here's a 
present for you!" Witl,l that, she kissed 

him squarely on the mouth. Hard
rock blinked, rubbed his lips to s� if it 
was real, decided it was, and grinnM. 

Poke Tupper swore. "First time I 
ever saw a peacemaker get the best of 
it. Hey, you little red-headed•runt, 
Merry Christmas !" 

" Same to you, you long-legged 
wampus," retort'ed Hardrock, with, 
what was for him a surprising degree 
o f  affection. They looked toward the 
mule. "Merry Christmas, Tabasco!" 

Tabasco li fted his upper lip. 
"Hereeee/ Onk! Onk! Onk!" he re
plied graciously. 

BIRDS OF THE WEST AND NORTH AMERICA 

The American Goldfinch 

THERE is quite a resemblance between the goldfinch, which is also known as 
the thistle bird and the yellow bird, and the canary. Many persons have 

attempted to pair the two but with generally unsuccessful results. Goldfinches 
fly in deep, curved lines, alternately rising and falling, after each propelling 
motion of their wings, uttering two or three notes with each ascension. In this 
manner their flight is prolonged to considerable distances when migrating, which 
is accomplished during the daytime. 

When a party of these birds are awing they occasionally are hailed by one 
of their kind who may be perched upon a near-by limb, bobbing his black-capped 
little head, and making it evident that he wishes them to stop and chat_. The 
invitation is immediately accepted, and with cries of acknowledgment the gold

finches fly about their .newly acquired relative who sways and pivots before. them 
with a great deal of pride, evidently trying to impress upon them the beauty of 
his plumage and graceful manners. They are very sociable and seem to prefer 
to live and sing and frisk about in small flocks rather than in couples. 

Goldfinches have the faculty of raising and lowering their notes in pleasing 
cadences that sometimes are as soft as humming bees and again as strong and 
throaty as the song of a canary. They can be quite successfully caged, like canaries, 
and quickly become reconciled to captivity. 

They have a great fondness for gardens, because here they may obtain 
delicious seeds, especially oily ones, which are their favorite diet. Thistle seeds 
are perhaps the greatest attraction, and they may be seen burrowing their eager 
little bills into the thistle, throwing a shower of milk-white down about them in 
an eager and intent desire to satisfy their appetite. Nor are they easily disturbed 
when enjoying these noxious weeds. Sometimes the finches fail to discriminate, 
and destroy lettuce and flower seeds, and so are disliked for that reason, but it is 
believed that their fondness for destructive weeds quite counteracts any damage 
they may do. Their nests are built of strips of bark and root fibers, lined with 
thistledown and cow hair. 

The goldfinch belongs to a group famous for its docility and aptitude to 
learn, and has been known to do a number of tricks when trained for this purpose.· 
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CHAPTER I.  

BULL BUCKS A BULLJINE. 

�a�� HE lone-hand, red, two
year-old bull cocked his 
ears apprehensively. That 
cavalcade approaching 
meant j ust trouble to him. 
But he did not commit 

the folly of charging away through the 
brushy growth. Instead, he stole away 
like a deer through a cedar thicket. 

"Now, if yo' jump him, don't let 
h im get onto them rails," Bill Moseley 
warned Harkness, one of his riders. 
"He's been seen, an' he always gets 
away. He's a sleeper, all right." 

"Funny how he got missed, first as 
a calf,  then as a yearling," Harkness 
said. "Some one nicked h is ear, but 
he hasn't got airey a brand on him." 

"Well,  once in a while, some get 
missed. It's cut-up land in he'e, and his 
mammy probably had a streak of So
nora red in her. That kind grows 
wild calves sometimes, just like deer 
for stealth. We'll go along. Meet yo' 

near that whistlin' place for the Two 
Bar, If yo' jump him, keep him a-com
in' toward the round-up. He's gold 
on the hoof, sleepin' out this a way till 
he's got size and weight like an ele
phant." 

So Scott Harkness detached himsel f 
from the Long T Cross outfit and pro
ceeded down the ·ridge to the slot be
tween two rolls of land, where he ex
claimed in delight to his Baldy hoss: 

"He sure was bedded down right 
he'e, Baldy. Now, we'll take the sign 
and worry him out. Those other fool 
punchers cain't run sign for a li'le mite, 
Baldy. Don't yo' see it ?" 

Of course, Baldy hoss didn't see it. 
But he knew how to read the waves of 
human influence that came from rein, 
knee, and hand. Leaning far over in 
the saddle, Scott read the sign aloud to 
Baldy: 

"Yes'r, he stole away, easy and slow
like. Those kind. are the most cun
ning. Took his time, too. Just stole up 
between these two rolls of land, then 
went up the right-hand one. Right on 
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top, he went out o f  sight, like a flash, 
behind that next ridge. Now we're 
over it, too. Take her easy, Baldy 
hoss, we don't want t' make him think 
he ain't fooled us."' 

So Scott worked out the sign. Here 
and there he heard cows clattering 
away-other cows. They were the 
usual kind, yielding easily to human 
dominance. He hardly gave them a 
thought. They were part of  the job, 
to be sure, but they acted just l ike 
cows. They would take care of them
selves. Baldy hoss, famed as a circle ex
pert, would take care of them, anyway, 
if any of them showed signs o f  want
ing to get away, instead o f  moving to
ward the big flat where the round-up 
was appointed for that afternoon. 

Finally, after riding slowly for sev
eral miles, Scott sighted a thick patch 
of scrubby growth on a flat about hal f 
a mile distant. Beyond that the ground 
was free of good cover for a long way 
ahead. 

"He's in that motte," Scott told 
Baldy boss, "but we'H pretend we're 
ridin' by. We'll angle toward the cor
ner of it, as if we aim t' pass it by, and 
then we'll jump right into it on the 
run and get him going. If he gets into 
the open, I'll lay a rope onto him. He'll 
never go toward the round-up without 
being skull-drug, and if he gets t' the 
round-up he'll be a nuisance. J'll rope 
him down right he'e and brand him 
after he's hawg-tied. It'll break the 
law, but what's the law when breaking 
it don't steal any one's bee f ?  He's a 
Long T Cross critter by right o f  emi
nent domain and a hot spur-shank will 
brand him by hand as good as a Long 
T Cross stompin' iron." 

By this time Scott was well across 
the open space. Baldy hoss angled for 
the corner of the scrubby growth. Just 
as it seemed they were about to pass 
it, Scott l i fted Baldy boss and he  
crashed into the motte, startling a num
ber of birds into wild flight, a coyote 

into a frenzied lope, and the red bull 
into a terrific burst of speed. He had 
been watching, but with hal f an eye. 
The rider seemed to be fooled-to be 
going on his way, deceived and out
figured. Now he had crashed into this 
seemingly safe refuge. 

The bull emerged from the motte, 
tail up, head down, all four feet slam
ming the ground hard, all four legs 
working like piston rods. 

All this was duck soup to Baldy hoss. 
He knew the game. He flashed after 
the red bull . The red bull displayed 
surprising speed. He was lean and 
long-geared. He did not turn and 
stand to fight, or dodge, or b"awl. He 
just kept going, straightaway. He had 
the speed and stamina of  an elk and 
the strength of  a buffalo. 

"Go git him, Baldy boss," Harkness 
urged. Baldy boss was doing well. He 
was gaining. The chase, at that speed, 
couldn't last long. But the bull had a 
good start and he meant to get away 
from where he was, and in a hurry, 
too. 

The red .bull disappeared into an
other motte, a bigger one than that 
which he had been concealed at first. 
Baldy wasn't far behind then. He felt 
the check on the rein, light as  it was, 
and drew down to a light lope. 

"Fence o n  the other side this motte, 
Baldy boss," Scott crooned to him. 
"That'll stop that fool bull ." 

But it didn't ! A crash told of  some
thing hurled against the fence. Scott 
reached the place to find the sagging 
wires, the two broken posts, that told 
that the red bull knew where the weak 
spot was in that big pasture fence. It 
was the fence that kept the Long T 
Cross cattle off the open range that was 
traversed some way ahead by the rail
road. The red bull had found the 
weak spot. 

"He knew right whe'e t' hit that 
fence. Well, we'll go after him," Scott 
told Baldy boss. 
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To tRat end he swung down and 
stepped on the fence, which had enough 
slack to permit him to get the wires 
to the ground when he put his full 
weight on the broken post. Baldy boss 
stepped over and Scott swung 1o the 
saddle. The red bull was far away 
now. · Baldy boss went after him 
grimly. He gained rapidly, for the red 
bull was tiring and wanted to skulik 
into some thicket and rest. The other 
riders had let him have breathing spells 
when he had played at hide-and-seek 
with them, but •this rider seemed to an
ticipate his every movement. 

The red bull lumbered up a final 
ridge and topped it, sliding down it 
right onto the railroad track. 

This was the crisis of that red hull's 
life. He had an ingrained instinct for 
flight, but to-day he was r'iled to the 
bottom. All his favorite strategems 
had been as nought as against the cun
ning of the oncoming rider. He had 
fled and turned and dodged and ducked 
till he was tired of it. Now he re
solved to fight. Bearing down upon 
him was a railroad train, the whistle 
sounding, the bell clangingly insistent 
that he depart. 

The bull lowered his head, gored the 
ties, and charged. 

The cow-catcher struck him on_ the 
frontal plate. just between his horns. 
The train did not seem to lose momen
tum, although a. crash v1brated from 
engine to tender and tender to express
baggage car and thence along the line 
of passenger coaches. 

The bull was hurled off to one side 
and came down with his neck broken 
neatly. 

The fireman, leaning from the cab 
window, �·elled. The engineer had set 
tht' brakes. The train came to a grind
ing stop. Passengers began to pile off, 
asking foolish questions that trainmen 
answered with the bored air of the 
long-suffering employee paid to be po
lite to patrons. 

Scott Harkness and Baldy boss 
topped the ridge and viewed the re
mains disappointedly. Baldy snorted ; 

- Scott said to him : 
"Now that bull, he done made it pos

sible for him t' be missed out of that 
round-up again. It got t' be a habit 
with him that he couldn't break, even in 
death. Let's go down and file a claim 
for the death of one high-pedigreed 
bull. No railroad ever killed a com
mon cow, if yo' can believe what the 
damage claims have written on them, 
and Long T Cross isn't going t' be 
bashful, either." 

So, while the passengers and crew 
looked at the corpus delecti, Scott rode 
down, frowning indignantly as the � 
gry conductor faced him. 

CHAPTER II. 
BALDY IS STOLEN. 

SAY, what d' y' mean, rounding up 
on our railroad?" the conductor de

manded. "Yo' almost wrecked this 
train." 

Scott sagged over so that most of his 
weight was on his right stirrup, and 
proceeded in silence to sift makin's out 
of a little sack onto a bit of brown 
paper. 

"Making this train be late, too," 
the conductor added peevishly. "I've 
got to put this in my report book." 

By now Scott had the smoke going 
well. He pinched out the match head 
and threw the match down. Now, 
from his lofty seat, he spoke: 

"That was a ten thousand dollar 
prize bull yo' killed," he drawled. 

"Is that all? We kill common bulls 
like that every day. Was there ever 
a bull or cow or calf killed by a rail
road that was worth a mere hundred 
dollars?" 

"No, because the railroads pick out 
all the choice ones. That bull belongs 
t' the Long Cross T. He was going 
about his lawful business when yo'r 
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old· bulljine bu<:ked him into beef
steak." 

"You can present your claim through 
the regular channels," the conductor 
bawled. "As soon a:s the engineer 
looks over those pony trucks to make 
sure all the. wheels are on the rails, we'll 
move." 

Scott edged Baldy off to one side. 
The passengers eyed him curiously. 
For the moment he was a bit apart 
from them. He saw a girl stealing 
down the steps of the last <:ar-the 
Pullman. She came along the track 
quickly. When she came . opposite 
Scott she looked up at him and smiled. 

Her face was rather long, oval; the 
eyes were dark, swimmingly luminous 
with excitement, and her cheeks were 
deeply flushed. A man leaned out of 
the Pullman window and shoU'ted. 

She said to Scott in low tones : 
"Is it far from here to Shortwell ?" 
"Say twelve mile, miss." 
"Right south, isn't it?" 
"Yes'm," and Scott's heart began to 

pound suddenly at the appeal that 
3ashed from her dark eyes. She started 
toward the center of interest, where 
the dead bull was being inspected. 
Scott got down and started after her. 
He now saw the man who had shouted 
from the Pullman window down on the 
right of way, coming toward him. 
Baldy snorted when the safety valve 
suddenly popped, and started to crow
hop, but quit it because there was no 
real weight to buck against with Scott 
off the saddle. Scott came back to 
Baldy. 

"Fooled yo'rse'f that time, old
timer," Scott told him. 

Baldy subsided with a grunt. The 
girl rounded the engine. The man who 
had shouted after her kept right on to
ward the front of the train. 

"Probably she's his only daughter, 
wealthy and haughty. Shucks, Baldy, 
she wouldn't ever. look at us again. 
We're just two interesting animiles 

she's seen on her trip t' the Gold coast, 
and when she gets to snivelization �ain 
she'll tell about seein' a really-truly 
cowboy and broncho; eh, old fox?" 

The man went around the top end of 
the train. 

· "Easy t' see he's bent on catching up 
with her," Scott said to Baldy. 
"Look-it, that's her footsies, on the 
other side, coming down along the 
train. Golly's sakes, I'll look at yo' off 
fore hoof now, for. some reason." 

He bent as if looking at the hoof 
in question, but his eyes were on those 
twinkling ankles and pretty feet wink
ing along on the other side of the car. 
He followed them till they were lost to 
view. Then came the big feet of the 
male pursuer. The girl came around 
the back of the train and looked up 
the track. She 6oarded the Pullman 
at the rear. Soon she leaned out of a 
window, looking up along the line of 
cars. Other people were boarding the 
train. The engine bell began to clang. 
The conductor gave his warning: 

"Awwwwl a-huh-board I" 
The man boarded the rear of the 

Pullman, as the girl had done. The 
gir·l had disappeared from the window. 
Scott was now erect again, beginning 
to think about Baldy and what he might 
do when the train got rolling again. A 
preliminary clank from the engine 
warned him. Baldy was uneasy. Scott 
mounted and headed him up the in
cline to the ridge. The engineer 
seemed to be having some trouble get
ting started. 

"Woosssh I" said the engine, as she 
spurted steam on all sides. 

"Harrumph !" grunted Baldy boss, 
going right up into the air. 

Scott, occupied with trying to get one 
more glimpse of the girl, was taken off 
guard, for once in his life. He went 
out of the saddle, landing on his shoul
ders. The train gained headway. 
Baldy bucked down the ridge enthusi
astically. Scott Harkness remained 
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prone. The girl dropped off the front 
end of the Pullman, landing all doubled 
up. The car passed her and she 
straightened. Harkness struggled afoot, 
dazed, seeing a dozen trains and girls 
and bucking horses.) Baldy had ceased 
his efforts to get rid of the saddle. 
He, too, was dazed by his victory over 
Scott, so unexpected. He eyed Scott 
from a distance, with reproachful 
glance. Scott started for Baldy. So 
did the girl. Being undazed, she got to 
the horse first, grasped rein and horn 
and landed a-fork, snugging her skirts 
up high to make the skilled and suc
cessful effort in mounting. Scott 
yelled, she whacked Baldy with the 
slack of the reins, and he bolted south 
like a frightened deer. Scott half drew 
his gun, then slapped it deep into its 
holster. 

·scott gazed after the horse and rider 
and began to say hectic, weird, and 
wonderful things to the landscape. 

"A she-male hoss thief ! Set afoot 
by a girl ! And I thought pretty well 
of her, too, of a sudden. What is it all 
about ? I didn't want t' shoot a girl, 
either, even if she is a boss thief." 

The train was gone ; horse and girl 
had vanished. Scott was alone. The 
round-tip was a good five miles away. 
The bull was beef. 

"I sure feel like a jass-ack at tlie end 
of a perfect dry-stretch trip after gold 
that wasn't found," said Scott, as he 
began to limp along the ridge. He 
shouted for joy and waved his hat. 

Coming along the ridge from the 
east, was a rider who perked up at once 
and lifted his horse to a lope. He came 
to a circus stop and drawled : 

"Scott, how-come yo're afoot in a 
strange land ? Has Baldy hoss per
formed the impossible?" 

Scott's thoughts went around like 
pinwheels in his brain. Jerry Tinker 
would tell the joke, unless some of it 
were passed Otll to him. 

"I done left him tied t' the ground. 

Train came along. I think it hit that 
sleeper bull I was hazing. I got off 
t' peek over the ridge and see, and 
Baldy hoss done walked away, whip
ping up the bridle reins, like the fool 
that he is." 

"I suppose before h e  went he 
daubed that dust all over yo'r shoulder 
and bumped yo'r eyebrow ?" Jerry 
jeered. 

Scott permitted his eye to fall be
fore this rebuke. 

"Yo' ought t' see the bull," he offered. 
"All right," and Jerry started his 

horse. 
"The'e's a train due ; yo'r hoss will 

paw the sky," Scott warned. 
"Like Baldy hoss did," Jerry jeered 

again. But he slid down and started 
to the ridge. Waiting till he was well 
away from his horse, Scott mounted 
Jerry's nag and called : -

"I'm goin' after Baldy hoss, whiles 
yo' look at the bull. I'll be back right 
off pronto." 

Jerry said nothing. 
There was nothing to say, his friend 

had outguessed him. So he went to 
look at the bull, while Scott, urging 
Jerry's horse, circled out and away to 
pick up the sign of the horse thief. 

"The round-up's about four-five 
mile, in case I don't get back in time 
t' suit yo'," Scott yelled back. 

"All right; we'll settle this later," 
Jerry shouted, realizing then for the 
first time that he had been outguessed 
by his long-time friend and tormentor. 

Scott, however, was alrea dy getting 
to be hull-down on the horizon, which 
was the next line of ridges. 

CHAPTER III. 
SCOTT IS SURPRISED. 

T HUNDER BALL, Jerry's horse, 
wasn't Baldy, but he had good 

points or he would not have been in 
Jerry's string. He knew Scott well, 
had carried him often, and knew that 
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no liberties were to be taken. Some 
urgent business was at hand. Thun
der Ball kept an eye out for the cow 
that might be jumped or the calf that 
needed hazing. Seeing none, he set
tled down to a long stride that was 
effective in putting distance behind 
him. 

Scott had no trouble in running the 
sign of the strange horse thief. He 
talked to Thunder Ball the while : 

"She'll get hers ! Old Baldy was 
plumb stampeded when she forked him 
that a way. No skirt ever slatted 
against his hull before. He was plumb 
tired, too, after that run chasin' that 
foolish bull and that buckin' streak. 
Of course he'll get his i-de-as later and 
buck her off. I'll find her hung up in 
a bush or pickin' cactus thorns out of 
her skirts and then it'll be duck soup 
for me. I didn't want Jerry in on any 
picnic like gettin' her back. I can make 
it take her all the rest of the day t' get 
t' the round-up. She had no business 
stealin' my hoss that a way, either. 
But say, Thunder Ball, the way she 
crawled onto that broncho was sure a 
caution for rodeo queens. What did 
she want Baldy for ?  And she a she
dude, hoppin' off a train that a way ! 
She must be crazy. She asktd how far 
to Shortwell? And she's start.ed in that 
direction, too. She'd never ride twelve 
mile, on a bet. If she does, she must 
have a mighty big reason." 

He saw where Baldy had asserted 
his manhood against feminine domina
tion and had proceeded to buck. The 
buck had begun at the foot of a ridge. 

"We'll find her over in the next dip, 
all spraddled out and cryin' for hellup. 
I hope she don't get hurt much. Baldy 
won't get ornery once she's off the hull. 
He'll go t' nipping grass." 

He topped the little roll in the land 
and looked for the piled-up lady in the 
dip. Instead he saw where Baldy's 
sign had gone on straight. 

"Shucks, she rode out the buck ! And 

maybe my stirrups don't anywhere near 
suit her, either. .I plumb forgot t' no
tice if she's long-laigged or not ; all I 
saw was her face and eyes and hair." 

The sign was plain for all to read. 
The girl had just gotten Baldy together 
out of his spell of kettle-raw bucking 
and started him south again. The sun 
was high now. Scott had started after 
the fool-idea-ed bull early ; all that had 
occurred since then had gone by rap
idly enough. A goodly share of the 
day yet remained. Scott had no notion 
of ietting a horse thief, even if she 
were good-looking, get away with 
Baldy, not to speak of his - saddle, 
bridle, rope, and all the other stuff that 
Baldy carried. 

She may have confederates off some
where in the open country, was Scott's 
thought, but he put that aside, because 
how was she to know that a horse was 
to be beside the track at tha,t particular 
time and place ? 

"She didn't look like a boss thief, 
but that big fellow that followed her 
up and' down around that train sure 
did," Scott soliloquized, as Thunder 
Ball settled down to a nice hand-lope. 
The inborn caution of the true horse
man lest he set himself afoot by ex
hausting his horse came to Scott. He 
knew that Baldy boss would outspeed 
Thunder Ball, if well managed, and 
he was sure by now that Baldy hoss 
was being well managed. 

"Of course, Baldy's not fresh, but 
the girl knows how t' ride, too. She'll 
maybe run him off his feet." 

But not far along he found she had 
stopped and tightened cinches and let 
Baldy hoss blow. The bits of dried 
lather on a small shrub told that 
Baldy's neck had been rubbed off with 
a wisp of dried grass, and the marks 
of her two heels, well set together and 
deeply impressed, showed where she 
had used all her strength against the 
cinch and thus forced her heels deep 
into the dust. 



THE MYSTERY OF INDIAN MO UND 19 

"She sure surprises me," Scott had 
to confess ; "first by craw lin' old 
Baldy's hump that a way ; then by rid
in' him at all ; then by settin' out his 
buck, which is none too easy, and then 
by showin' she can dismoun1: and cinch 
up fresh and get a-gain' again and 
Baldy hoss not putting up any skits on 
his own. She sure surprises me a 
whole lot, every move out o f  the box, 
she does." 

The trail still kept to the south. The 
ridges had disappeared and more level 
country was at hand. If the thief 
knew the country she could not hav.e 
kept a better course, always due south, 
allowing for the slight difficulties o f  
the route. 

Presently Harkness struck · into a 
path, the beginning o f  the main Short
well trail from that region. The tracks 
o f  Baldy went right down the trail. 
No one else had been along there that 
morning. 

"Will she stay in Shortwell ?" Scott 
asked himself. "Every one in that 
town !Will know she's on a Long T 
Cross hoss and will take her for a 
visitor. No, they won't ; they'll wonder 
what she's ridin' a man's boss for, 
astraddle, when she's not dressed for 
it. Some one will know my hoss. I f  
she was a sure-enough hoss thief, 
she'd ride around the town. It's a 
queer layout, anyway." 

He kept Thunder Ball rolling down 
that trail. He hoped he would meet 
with some one that he could question 
as to the identity of the strange woman 
rider of the stolen horse, but he saw 
no one. The trail leading from the 
Long T Cross region into Shortwell 
was not the main trail-that came in 
from the west and ran so'uthwest from 
the town. This was j ust the main 
ranch trail, used by the few people 
north of the trading center arid county 
seat. 

Harkness came into Shortwell on a 
pretty keen lope. And he came with 

his eyes both in use and his ears well 
open. 

Down the street, before a squat 
adobe, was Baldy hoss, ears down, 
head down, sides heaving, tail tucked 
in. Thunder Ball came to a halt beside 
his friend and Scott leaped down, 
vaulted over the hitch rail, and jammed 
himself through the door o f  the adobe 
building, over whose door was a sign : 

COUNTY RECORDER A ND CLERK. 

Behind a long counter at the rear of 
the room a man with a pen behind his 
ear was just finishing some business 

. with the horse thief. She was saying, 
a bit tremulously, it seemed to Scott : 

"The paper i s  now filed, regularly 
and officially ?" 

"Filed, stamped and timed, miss, and 
on record." 

"I  thank you, sir ; keep the change, if 
you like cigars." 

"Which I sure do." 
By this time Scott was halfway to 

the horse thief. She wheeled about and 
faced him, at first puzzled, then she 
began to smile most engagingly and 
walked toward him : 

"I'm afraid I did something pretty 
raw." 

"I'm afraid yo' did, miss. Why the 
hurry ?" 

"I-I had to be here before some one 
else." 

"Well, if it was as bad as that, I'd 
let yo' take my hoss." 

"I didn't have time to ask. How did 
I know you'd let me take a horse ?" 
Her dark eyes were swimming with 
mischief and excitement. 

She walked with Scott outside. She 
went to Baldy hoss and began to stroke 
his neck. 

"He's a good broncho, all right." 
"But yo' sure rode him, buck and 

all." 
"I had to, cowboy." 
"And not rigged for it, either," said 

Scott, with a glance at her much rum-
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pled skirt, which she at once began to 
smooth out a bit, but w ithout lessening 
the number of latitudinal wrinkles 
thereon perceptible. 

"No," she agreed blushingly, "not 
dressed for it. A riding dress would 
have made it easier to make that flying 
mount." 

"You never learned to mount and 
ride that a way back East." 

"Who said I did ?" 
"You was on that limited from 

Omaha." 
"Well, it stops a lot o f  times between 

Omaha and the coast, doesn't it ?" 
"I suppose so," replied Scott, gulp

ing down his surprise at her cool way 
of meeting all his questions. 

"Why, of course, cowboy, if it didn't 
stop once in a while the train wouldn't 
pay expenses. H it only took passen
gers from Omaha to Los Angeles, that 
wouldn't be enough to pay the wages of 
the trainmen, let  alone coal and oil for 
the engine." 

"I'm afraid yo're making a josh onto 
me." 

"I'm sure you're enjoying it, though, 
cowboy.'' 

She turned and looked at the clock 
in the window of the store next to the 
recorder's office. It  marked one 
o'clock. 

"That stage from Perry will be in in 
an hour ?" she asked. 

"Yes, i f  it isn't later than that." 
The girl started as if  to go down 

the street. Scott spoke restrainingly, 
and she paused. 

"Yo' seem t' be pretty well wised on 
everything around this place. Live 
close by ? I ain't never seen yo' at any 
dance, have I ?" 

"I never was here before." 
"But yo' seem t' be wise on every

thing, directions, time o f  the stage com
in' in, and so on." 

"A body might have heard of all 
those things, mightn't they ?" she 
asked, with a disarming smile. 

"Yes--" 
"And if you want pay for the use 

of your horse--" 
"I ain't in the livery business." Scott 

was offended. 
"Well, thank you for the use of him. 

He is such a dear." She gave Baldy 
boss a pat. Baldy by now had gath
ered himself together and was taking 
notice. H e  nipped at her hand ; she 
drew it back quickly. 

"Hey, yo', Baldy," Scott earnestly 
warned. Thunder Ball took notice, too. 
He nipped at Baldy hoss and kicked. 
Scott had his attention taken up for 
a moment, to the enjoyment of several 
people then passing. W·hen he had 
gentled the two misused steeds, he 
looked for the lady. She was just 
disappearing in a quick-draw eating
place down the street. Scott smiled 
sourly to himself, then saw the bright 
side of it : 

"As long's I'm in town, I 'll get me 
some makin's and gun�feed and laze 
around a spell. I've got a good excuse : 
had to chase my boss all over creation. 
Jerry will walk t' the round-up and lie 
for me. It'll  come out some time that 
I ran that bull onto the tracks and had 
my hoss stole. Some one on the train 
must've seen it and will tell it  t '  some 
one that'll tell some one that lives 
around close by. Wonder what kind 
of a story I can tell t' explain how come 
I 'm in town with Jerry's hoss and my 
own and Jerry not in sight ?" 

Scott bought what he wanted and 
proceeded to sit on a bench where he 
could see the length of the main street. 
He knew he should· have gone away. 
He had no plan for punishing the girl 
for borrowing his horse. H e  wanted 
to see her again, though, for some rea
son he ·could not well define to himself. 

Presently the girl came out of the 
eating pla-ce and strolled carelessly up 
the street toward Scott, Baldy, and 
Thunder Ball. She seemed to be at 
peace with the world and somewhat 
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amused, for she srriiled from time to 
time. Several men made tentative ef
forts at bowing, but they straightened 
back at the cool, level glance she gave 
them. 

Scott, on the bench, she passed with 
a nod, and started back down the street. 
At the far end, a dust cloud �egan to 
take form-away out where there 
were no houses to line the roadway. 
From this soon there emerged the la
boring, lumbering stage. Men began 
to take notice of it. One, close to 
Scott, voiced the opinion to a friend 
lounging in a doorway : 

"Well, if 'Mesquite' ain't a-comin', 
hell for leather !" 

"Fi'st time he's been ahaid of time 
since who-come-across." 

"He's hardly ever on time, let alone 
ahaid of it. If it wasn't so late in the 
history of mankind, I'd say, offhand, 
that the Apaches was after him." 

The girl was strolling back toward 
where Scott was. The stage came on. 
The lounger said to his friend : 

"Why, Mesquite ain't stopping at the 
stage office down below; he's comin' 
right up this way." 

The girl passed the recorder's office, 
then turned, as the stage came to a 
stop before the adobe structure. The 
door was jerked open and a big man 
flung himself out and into the record
er's office. He slammed 1he door with 
much force after him. The girl strolled 
bac�, smiling and seemingly having a 
good time all by herself. A dozen men 
hurled themselves· at the stage to ques
tion Mesquite Hank on the strange be
havior of the stage and the reason for 
stopping at the recorder's office, ins-tead 
of at the usual place below. Mesquite, 
with the importance of a man with a 
secret in a small town, pretended he 
did not understand. He got out his 
plug and proceeded to bite off a chew 
and adjust it in his capacious maw ; 
then he discovered that there was a fly . 
on the off wheeler's back tha''t' needed 

flicking off ; then he had to talk to the 
startled mules to get them out of the 
prancing fit caused by the unexpected 
popping of the whiplash as it smashed 
the fly. All this time the curious ones 
were shooting questions at the old 
stage driver with speed and accuracy 
but with small results. 

CHAPTER IV. 
SCOTT H IRES OUT. 

B EFORE Mesquite was ready to taik 
the big �an came booming out of 

the recorder's office, visibly annoyed. 
He had a large, legal-looking paper in 
his hand, and the red seals on it showed 
plainly as he sla·tted it against his leg. 
He glared around, saw the young 
woman who had stolen the horse. 
She was now close at hand. He started 
toward her, his face purpling with 
mounting rage. He shook the red
sealed paper before her face : 

"You did a smart thing, Virginia, 
filing your paper like that !"  

"I thought so.  But my paper was 
filed first." 

"You'll be sorry !" 
"Perhaps." 
The big man: bolted into the stage, 

and slammed the door in the faces of 
the curious. Mesquite whirled the 
mules around and the stage started 
down the street. The curious started 
after it, to get the end of the scandal 
or whatever else was to be had. The 
girl remained, smilingly triumphant, 
before the recorder's office. Then she 
walked to where Scott Harkness sat 
and spoke to him : 

"He _ didn't seem pleased ?" 
"I'll tell a man !" 
"Well, he wasn't. He's my uncle, 

that is, my stepuncle, Silas Jaynes, of 
Omaha. We're not related by blood 
in the [e(J.St," she said with emphasis. 

"Never heard of him. Hope I won't 
again," said Scott amiably. 

"I had a paper that he didn't know 
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I had. He had one that I knew he had, 
and I knew also that he intended get
ting off the limited at Perry, so that h e  
could come here, t o  the county seat o f  
San Bias, and put i t  o n  record. I kn ew  
that Perry was twenty miles from 
where I stole your horse and that by 
riding due southt I could get to the 
county seat first and file my paper. I 
did it." 

"Oh, that explains a lot. But sup
pose yo' didn't get a chance -t' steal my 
boss ?" · 

"I was determined to get to Short
well first and file my paper first, some
how. When I saw that horse, the idea 
came to me that I'd ask you for it, or 
get you to take the paper to Shortwell 
for me. But he saw me get off the 
train and followed me. I thought I 'd 
get away from him by walking up and 
around the train. But he kept right 
after me and so that chance was lost. 
I kept right on through the Pullman, 
to the head end. The vestibule wasn't 
closed. I slipped out j ust as your 
horse bucked you off. I decided in a 
flash that I would take the horse. I 
ducked low, so the car would pass 
without any one in it being able to see 
me easily. As you started for the 
horse I did the same. I got there 
first. You know the rest." 

"Which I sure do," Scott grinned, 
"but yo' could've had the boss with
out stealin' him." 

"Oh, that wasn't stealing. I just 
borrowed him. I saw you weren't hurt 
much. Being bucked off doesn't kill a 
real cowboy." 

"No'm, or we'd none of us live long. 
Isn't that yo'r fat friend comin' this 
way again ?" 

He pointed down the street. The 
big man was coming toward them. 
With •him was another man. 

"That's Sheriff Price with him," 
Scott announced. 

"Oh, the sheriff of �his county, eh ?" 
"Sure. .. 

She sat on the bench bes1de Scott in 
silen�e. 

Over at the hitch rail at the record
er's office Baldy boss and Thunder 
Ball nipped at each other playfully. 

"I guess your horse has recovered 
from that bard ride I made on him ?" 
t'he girl asked. 

"Oh, Baldy, he gets over things like 
that easy." 

· 

"That's ·good. Does his master ?" 
"Why, yes, I 'll tell a man." 
"What do you suppose that sheriff 

is coming for ?" 
"I ain't done anything-recently, 

that is." 
"Neither have I, except to borrow 

your horse!' 
"No harm in that, as long as I know 

all about it." 
"No, no harm in that tfhat I can see. 

But you don't know my stepuncle." 
"I don't admire to, miss." 
The big man was pointing at her now 

and the sheriff came forward with him, 
his face somewhat red with embarrass
ment. 

"I'll have t' arrest yo', miss," he 
almost stammered. 

"What for ?" demanded Harkness, 
standing up like a ramrod. 

"Waste your breath," the big man 
said bitterly ; "what is it of your busi
ness ?" 

"I can speak for royse'£," Scott de
clared, 

"I'll do what speakin's necessary," 
Sheriff Price headed him off sharply. 
"I'm high gun in this town as long's 
I wear this silver star." 

"I'm not disputin' that, but I asked 
a question," Scott replied·. 

"She give you the right to ask it ?" 
the big man asked rudely. 

"I'll do all the talkin'," Price cut him 
short. "Yo' charge this young lady, 
Miss Virginia Blarcome, with stealin' 
certain papers from yo' when she left 
the train between stations about twelve 
miles north of this town." 
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"I deny that I took anything o f  his," 
Virginia declared ; "I  left the train so 
I could cut across country and get a 
paper of my own on file before he got 
here. It is the deed to the Lone Star 
Diamond Ran-ch, left to me by my 
father. Jaynes held something over 
my father and got a deed from him, 
but in his last hours father w'hispered 
to me that now that he was dying he 
did not fear Jaynes, and he had me get 
him a blank deed and smuggle a notary 
into his room. H e  lived with me in 
Omaha, where I had worked as a 
stenographer for a big packing firm. 
He had retired from all ranch activities 
several years back, as some of the older 
men around here may remember, and 
rented his place. I h ave never seen 
the ranch since I was a small girl. 
Mother was not a range woman and 
got lonesome in the big, ope'r1i country 
and asked father to let her go to 
Omaha, where I was brought up. H e  
visited u s  and when mother died he re
mained with me. Jaynes appeared 
suddenly and asserted some secret 
power over my father, and father se
cretly gave Jaynes a deed that was not 
to be filed till after father died. But, 
as I've said, father gave me a deed and 
his will condirms it. The will is with 
a friend in Omaha. Jaynes thought I 
didn't know what h e  was coming down 
here for, but I did, for father warned 
me, and I determined to file my deed 
first. I've done it and that gives me 
title, as I understand the law." 

"Yes, it  holds, but things may hap
pen," Jaynes snarled. 

"I feel that you're capable of a great 
many things," Virginia replied steadily, 
"but meanwhile the ranch is mine. I 
don't know what a man o f  your wealth 
wants with a ranch. You have banks 
and street railroads and a lot of other 
valuable things back East, but from the 
day you visited my mother, when I was 
a little girl, you've kept trying to get 
that ranch. Father wouldn't sell. You 

dogged him about it ,  offering small 
sums in cash, but he wouldn't sell. 
Then you schemed to get it by forcing 
father to deed it to you, but father gave 
me the second deed-and that's on 
file." 

"I 'll law this out," Jaynes exploded 
in great wrath. "I'll sue to have your 
deed set aside. l\1y deed says it  was 
given for a sum of money and other 
valuable considerations. A man can't 
sell and deed the same property to two 
different persons and have it  hold in 
law. The courts will decide which of 
the two deeds is  legal. The recorder 
won't take mine, as he says he can't 
take two deeds on the same land. I'll 
law him, too, and get a mandamus to 
force him to  take my deed. Sheriff, 
arrest that girl." 

Price cleared his throot and stared at 
Virginia steadily. The girl smiled at 
him. 

"If it was a case of gun play, I 'd 
know just what t' do," Price grumbled, 
"but, shucks, arresting a pretty gal 
don't seem right !" 

He looked at Jaynes, who scowled 
harder than ever. A murmur went 
through the crowd wh1ch was increas
ing every moment. Scott started to 
shoulder his  way forwar·d, as a number 
of men had surged between him and 
the sheriff and Virginia and Jaynes. 
But she solved the difficulty by offering 
her arm to the sheriff : 

"Please escort me to the j ail, Sheriff 
Price. You are only doing your duty. 
I will meet this charge in court." 

"You can get bail, no doubt," Price 
replied, visibly relieved. "Come along 
and I 'll  h�ve the Mexican cook rustle 
you a nice lot of fried holes, bacon, 
and coffee. We just cleaned out the 
calaboose and no one's been in it for 
six months, so yo' won't suffer the li'le 
while yo're in it arranging for bail. " 

The crowd started after the sheriff 
and the girl. Jaynes, however, re
mained behind. Scott Harkness had 
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eyes only for the girl for a time. He 
found Jaynes eying him appraisingly. 
The big man spoke, his voice honey
sweet : 

"Hello, young fellow ! She put i t  
over you pretty neat ?" 

"Meanin' who ?" Scott asked, glad 
to have an opponent then. 

"That tomboy. Why, that trick of 
hers, stealing that horse----" 

"Borrowing, friend," mildly cor
rected Scott. 

"Put it  that way, if you like. Now, 
can we have a few words ?" 

Scott glanced keenly at the floridly 
handsome big man. The jut of his 
jaw and the heavy, straight-lined brows 
told of dominating force. Scott asked : 

"Is there anything in it, for me ?" 
A cunning smile crept around the 

big-lipped mouvh : 
"Sure, a nice big-denomination yel

low hoy." 
"All right. No one is about. Let's 

sit right here," and Scott sat down on 
the bench again. Jaynes followed suit, 
but glanced all about before he opened 
the subject : 

' 'I 'm trying to get every hold I can 
on that girl." 

"Yeah ? I don't blame yo' ;  she's a 
cute trick." 

"Isn't she ?" said the big man, his 
eyes glittering. "She fooled me for a 
time with that fake deed she's filed. 
But I'll even up yet," he cried sav
agely. 

"T·hat's right ; don't let her run in 
the rope too much. It might get t' be a 
habit," Scott replied, his face express
ing keenest sympathy for Jaynes in  
h i s  predicament. 

"I like to hear you talk that way_ 
young fellow. Now, to come to the 
point of it all with you. I want you to 
swe.ar out a warrant against her for 
horse stealing." 

"But she just borrowed the hoss. 
He's right at the hitch rack." 

"But she took him, w ithout your 

leave. You pursuoo her and now take 
back what was stolen. If you want it 
so, you can make it  a case of horse 
stealing, and that's a pretty serious o f
fense out in this country I 've heard 
and read." 

"I know a worse one," Scott said 
blandly, leaning back a bit, and balling 
the fist on the side opposite to that 
against which Jaynes snuggled ingra
tiatingly. 

"What's that ?" eagerly cried the lat
ter. 

"Putting up jobs  on a lone girl ," said 
Scott and swung that balled-up fist 
over neatly. It collided with Jaynes' 
jutting chin and he fell limp on the 
bench. Scott got up and walked away. 

A crowd of men began to gather. 
Jaynes was carried away. Scott wan
dered about town, his head going 
around l ike a pinwheel inside, trying 
to think up some way o f  helping Vir
ginia out of her trouble. He finally 
wound up before the jail. Sheriff 
Price stepped out and put his hand on 
Scott's broad shoulder. 

"Well, I 'll have t' arrest yo', too," 
he said. "Jaynes has sworn out a war
rant against yo' for assault and bat
tery." 

"Yo' goin' t' lock me up in the'e, 
whe'e she i s ?" Scott asked happily. 

"Sure." 
"Turn o n  yo'r wolf, sheriff. Lead 

the way in." 
"But yo'll be in  the steel pen and 

she'll be in the main room, just off my 
office, with Mrs. Price comin' t' gossip 
once in a while." 

"Well, everything cain't be just as 
yo' want it, sheriff. Lead me into jail 
and make me happy." 

"How about those two bosses ?" 
"Please have 'Chihuahua' Pete, at 

the wagon yard, take care o f . them for 
me, same as he does for the other Long 
T Cross bosses." 

"Sure. It seems queer t' lock up a 
man for as•sault and battery, when the 
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man assaulted and battered has got two 
good fists. The country must be de
generatin' fast." 

Scott was led inside, a very cheerful 
and willing prisoner. He saw Miss 
Blarcome, who s-tared at ·him inquir
ingly. 

"I thank you for coming to see me," 
she said. 

"Oh, I really had t'," Scott laugh
ingly remarked. 

"Had to ?" 
. "Yes, old Jaynes leaned too awful 

hard with his chin against my fist and 
he claims that I assaulted him." 

Her eye;. blazed with interest : 
"You mean you-well, hit him ?" 
"Oh, no, like I said. He leaned 

a·gainst my fist too hard." 
"I'm glad. I ought to say it was not 

right to fight, but in a case like Jaynes' 
I--" 

"Exactly, miss. I 'm in, a prisoner, 
same as you." 

Sheriff Price, with a pretense o f  
force, hustled Scott into the regular 
steel pen for prisoners and lef.t him 
there. Scott could chat through the 
bars with Virginia, who, on .a comfort
able seat, was as much at ease a·s i f  she 
had been in her own home. 

"\Vhat're yo' goin' t' do about bail ?" 
Scott asked. 

"I don't know. This is the first time 
I 've been in jail. Next time I 'll know 
more about it." 

"Any friends around these part s ?" 
"No, unless yo're one." 
"Oh, I am-say, call me Scott, won't 

yo' ?" he pleaded. 
"All right, Scott. What's the rest 

of i t ?" 
"Scott Harkness of the Long T 

Cross. That is, I was of that ranch, 
but most likely goin' away as I did, 
right in the round-up season, I'm out 
of a job by now. But that doesn't sig
nify much." 

"How would yo' like t' work for 
m e ?" Virginia suggested smilingly. 

"Say--" Scott couldn't express 
his l iking. 

"I don't know wha·t is at our old 
home ranch now. Dad rented it for a 
small yearly rental. I haven't seen i t  
for years and he hadn't been back there 
for a long time, either. The rent came, 
sometimes, and then it didn't. Dad let 
the tenants stay on, on their plea o f  
poverty, although I've understood the 
property was a good one when dad ran 
it on his own account." 

"Did he sell off the stock when he 
left it ?" 

"Yes, rented just the land and build
ings. The money from the stock he 
banked and that kept him. He claimed 
he used to run five hundred cows on it, 
and that with the land went certain 
water rights. It is all so long ago that 
it is misty in my head now." 

"Excuse a personal question, miss, 
but how did yo' learn t' ride, i f  yo've 
been away from bosses as long's yo' 
say ?" 

" I  haven't been away from horses. 
I could ride as a tiny girl and when I 
grew up in the East I kept a saddle 
pony. I made extra money in Omaha 
as an instructor in a small riding acad
emy. It gave me a lot of pleasure to 
gentle the half-broke range horses that 
the owner of the riding school bought. 
He paid me well for gentling them for 
the use of women customers. · I have 
ridden everything from a Shetland 
pony to a range outlaw, and I like it, 
too." 

"I'll bet those skirts bothered yo' 
some." 

"Wberu I stole your horse ? They 
did, but I am used to riding astride. 
Your stirrups were just about right for 
me. I 'm pretty long from the ground 
up--" She broke off, blushing. 

"Well, yo' ain't short, none. I 
wouldn't figure much on a girl that was 
too short--" 

"You seem to figure on short no
tice ?" a bit coldly. 
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"Well, if yo've got t' figure, the 
shorter the better." 

"What're you going to do about the 
case Jaynes has against you, M r. Hark
ness?" 

"I don't know that name. Sounds 
too old-fashioned." 

"Well, then, Scott." 
"That's better a heap sight. Oh, if I 

get called up before the justice of peace 
and fined, I'll pay the fine. I'm guilty 
and it was worth a ten-dollar fine just 
t' hit him once." 

"I'm puzzled about my case. I took 
nothing of his." 

"I wish I was on the jury ; I'd make 
them all think the same way." ' 

''Yes, but this time it's a case of 
something else. Jaynes is persistent 
and he will try 'his best to make some 
kind of a charge stick, although what 
he expects to gain is more than can be 
seen now." 

CHAPTER V. 
TWO HATREDS JOINED. 

AS for Jaynes, he watched while Scott 
Harkness was jailed, and then went 

to the Cattlemen's Favorlie where he 
proceeded to engulf a huge T -bone 
steak, smothered in onions, and a lot 
of trimmings. As he ate, gobbling his 
food, his little eyes were piggishly ac
tive. Strolling into the public room of 
the hotel, he bought a handful of the 
best cigars and began to join in the 
talk, handing out cigars to several 
hangers-on. These were taken with 
the greediness customary to those who 
are getting something for nothing. 
Jaynes entered into the small talk, but 
did not once refer to his own affairs. 
He joked and laughed and soon had a 
number of new friends who were an
swering all his questions about the re
gion, the ranches, and the number of 
cattle each ran. He seemed well posted 
on ranching matters, although he 
avoided specific details about his own 
past experiences along that line. 

Gradually, as one skilled in handling 
human tools, Jaynes narrowed his circle 
of confidence to two or three and from 
them got full details about the Lone 
Star Diamond. One man who had an
swered his questions easily from the 
first, he signaled out for special atten
tion. The group broke up, but this one 
man remained, although Jaynes craftily 
suggested several times that he wanted 
to go out and look up a lawyer, if there 
was one in town. 

"Well, the lawyer here is a plain 
crook," the long-winded fellow in
formed Jaynes. He had a curious way 
of looking at one aslant. 

"If he knows law, that's all I ask," 
Jaynes replied, lowering his voice a 
bit. 

"He knows so much law that he's 
never bothered in his crookedn�ss," his 
companion went on. "Mart Cuthel is 
his ow111 best friend." 

"Where is his office?" 
"Right down tlhe street, over the 

chink laundry, in that li'le board shack. 
Smelly up the'e, over Gin Lee's wash
tubs, _too. People say that Gin washes 
dirty linen below honestly and Cuthel 
washes dirty linen upstairs but with
out regard for honesty." Now for the 
first time the speaker met Jaynes' gaze 
and his gray-green eyes, catlike, 
showed pupils that contracted ...curi
ously. He quickly looked away. 

"What is your name ?" 
"Trotter, AtJJSe Trotter." 
Jaynes continued to study the man, 

remaining invitingly quiet the while. 
Trotter fidgeted, then leaned over and 
whispered : 

"I don't suppose you've got much 
love for that cowboy that hit you that 
nasty wallop ?" 

"No man would, understand that." 
"No, a man wouldn't. Well, I hate 

Harkness and that's whatever. He did 
me and some friends dirt not long 
back." 

"In what way?" 
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"I'm not saying. But he's too offi
cious. Hired out to an outfit that 
claimed they were losing stock that was 
sold to town butchers. . He pretended 
t'hat I had something to do with it. 
Nothing was proved. But it made a 
mean situation for some o f  our bes•t 
citizens."  

Jaynes winked and leered : 
"And I suppose that those town 

butchers had to buy their beeves off the 
real owners after that ? Hard lines, 
brother." 

"Say, you talk like a range man--" 
"I  may have been, once. Come to 

my room. We may have something o f  
mutual interest t o  talk over." 

"I think so. I hate Harkness and 
so do you. I 'll show you a way to 
get even with him." 

"Just get even ?" 
"Well, it will satisfy, I think, u nless 

you're hard to satisfy. Harkness has 
been too numerous since he came here 
from Texas several years back, and 
some o f  us think it's time he was taught 
a lesson. I'll help you all I can. Of  
course, I'll expect a little expense 
money." 

"The sky's the limit, provided I get 
what I want." 

"You'll get it. I won't be alone in 
this, either. My friends are nervy and 
we've got a little organization that's 
got a long, long arm. We've been wait
ing for a chance at Harkness, and I 
think it's come, right now." 

"So do I. Let's go to my room." 
In the sparsely furnished room, 

Jaynes motioned for Trotter to sit in a 
chair close to the window. Jaynes sat 
so that he had Trotter's face in the 
light, while his own was half in gloom, 
as he teetered his chair on its hind legs, 
this turning it into a makeshift rocker. 

"Now, Trotter," Jaynes said impres
sively, "how far will you go to get even 
with Scott Harkness ?" 

"A long way." 

"Why don't you go at i t  man-fash
ion ?" 

"We.II , he's too fast. He's got every 
one around here buffaloed. And he's a 
Long T Cross man, too. That outfit 
would not let it  pass if he got killed in 
a way open to suspicion." 

"Trotter, what sort of a man is it 
that's the tenant on the Lone Star Dia
mond place ?" 

"Strayern is h i s  name. He's got 
three sons. The mother is dead. 
Strayern and the boys batchit and run 
a mighty dirty joint." 

"Is he honest ?" 
"Well, they average two or three 

calves for every cow, some folks say." 
"That's a pretty good average, it 

seems to me. They'd ought to get rich 
at that rate." 

"No, they're just mean, sly, and 
never scheme for more than to-mor
row's tobacco and drink and snuff. 
Lazy and shiftless. The old man is the 
worst." 

"H um-m-m-m I" Jaynes rubbed the 
bump on his jaw that Scott had put 
there with his balled fist. "I suppose 
when I take possession there, as I in
tend doing, helll want to make 
trouble ?" 

"He's o ften said that he'd been let 
stay so long without paying rent that 
he considered he owned the place by a 
sort of squatters' right." 

"I guess old Blarcome was pretty 
easy with him ?" 

Trotter did not reply to that. He 
was looking out the window. H e  ex
claimed : 

"There's Lawyer Cuthel, now." 
"Motion to him to come." 
Trotter leaned out of the window, 

at which Cuthel glanced at the sound 
of its being raised. He changed his 
course at once upon catching Trotter's 
beckon and soon they heard h is  rasp
ing tread on the stairs. He came in 
slyly, glancing from right to left. In 
Jaynes' big paw the white, slender hand 
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o f  the newcomer seemed lost. His  
voice was low and rasping, and when 
he sat down his faded black suit 
seemed to scrape on the chair. 

"Mr. Jaynes, do not be too hard on 
Shortwell, because of the ruffianly be
havior of this person, Harkness," he 
at once said. "Harkness represents a 
rough element in the range country out
side. In the town we shall know bet
ter how to appreciate your worth." 

"Oh, that's all rig'ht. Cut down on 
the big-sounding words," Jaynes said 
rot;tghly. "I want to consult you on 
what I should do in a certain contin
gency."  

"Ah, yes," whispered Cuthel, · rub
bing his thin, dry hands together ;  "but 
what is the contingency ?" 

"I had what I thoug'ht was a good 
deed to the Lone Star Diamond place, 
near here. Know about it ?" 

"Where Strayern and his cubs live ?" 
"That's the place. Owned for years 

by one B1ar<:ome. He owed me money. 
To secure me, he made me out a deed 
of the place. We are distantly related. 
He died in Omaha. I came on, with 
his daughter, and intended to fi1e the 
deed giving me possession. She got off 
the train about twenty miles east o f  
Perry, stole a horse, cut across country 
to Shortwell, and filed a deed to the 
place. She has hinted that she has a 
will, left w i th a friend in Omaha, that 
giveSI her the place by will, as well. 
Your recorder wouldn't take two deeds 
to the same place, from different per
sons. What shall I do ?" 

"You can do nothing. The first deed 
filed will hold, unless you can show 
fraud." 

"But will you begin a suit of ouster ? 
Anything to keep the thing in the air, 
so she won't get possession ?" 

"She is in jail now, as I've heard." 
"Yes, and if I can keep her there, 

she'll remain." 
"I'd like to think this over. It has 

many knotty points." The lawyer 

made a sign to Trotter that Jaynes did 
not catch. "I'll see you again this 
evening." 

"All right. Think it over. I can 
pay well," said Jaynes, and at that the 
lawyer's tongue rasped over his thin, 
dry lips. He got up and left the room. 
Trotter, watching him from tbe win
dow, told Jaynes that he had gone to 
his office. Soon Trotter and Jaynes 
went downstairs, and Trotter excused 
himself on the ground that he had im
portant business to transact. Jaynes 
again spent some time in the public 
room of the hotel, nursing his bruised 
jaw and trying to make friends with 
the men lounging there. 

Trotter, once free of Jaynes, went 
down the street. He dodged furtively 
up the stairs to Cuthel's office over the 
Chinese laundry and let himself 
through a mere crack o f  the battered, 
weather-beaten door. Cuthel, behind a 
whittled, rickety desk, greeted him with 
a grim smile :  

"Trotter, what is that rich man so 
interested in a small ranch for ? I 
never heard that old Blarcome got rich 
off it. ' '  

"That's what I'd like to know about." 
"Trotter, this may turn out: better 

for us than the game that Scott Hark
ness spoiled on us.'' 

"Yes, I can see that. Jaynes wants 
that place. He'll go any length to 
make his point." 

"He's the type that will do that, but 
he won't go himself.'' 

"No ?" 
"No,  he'll want some one to do· the 

real work." 
"WeJ.J, I'd as lief be the on.e as not." 
"And i f  he gets where we can get a 

li'le hush money afterwards for what 
he asks ?" 

"Well, hush money talks loud when 
we spend it, Cuthel." 

The lawyer laughed soundleSoSly, 
rubbing his dry hands together. Then 
he said whisperingly : 
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"I wonder if Harkness ever met that 
girl before t• 

"I don't think so. She just hap
pened to take his horse when the 
chance offered ; that's all." 

"Well, he's a handsome rat and she's 
pretty. Brought together I.ike this, in 
romance, they'll not waste time falling 
in love. Young fools do tha.t some
times. I've been thinking things over 
since I left Jaynes. He hasn't much 
show, with that deed on file prior to 
his own. I'm going to pack him full 
of ideas that will lead to delays till we 
can see what he wants with that ranch. 
We'll make a sound like we were help
ing him till we can see our way 
clearer." 

Trotter chuckled. Cuthel laughed 
soundlessly, then h e  spoke again : 

"How do you stand with Sheriff 
Price ?" 

"Well, he don't cotton to me none 
yet, after that sketch that Scott Hark
ness put on against our crowd, but h e  
isn't openly hostile." 

"Go visit him at the jail ; get him to 
smoking good cigars, and draw him out. 
I'll meet Jaynes at eight o'clock in his 
room in the hotel. Pretend to sympa
thize with the girl and find some fault 
with Harkness, to keep up appear
ances. If you seem to like Harkness 
of a sudden, Price will smell a rat and 
won't talk." 

"That sounds to m e  all right. We'll 
meet at eight," said Trotter, as he left. 

A little before eight o'clock Cuthe1 
appeared at the hotel. He made a sign 
to Jaynes, who soon detached himself 
from the knot of talkers downstairs 
and went with Cuthel to his own room. 
Here they sat down, without a light. 
Cuthel whispered. that he expected 
Trotter with news soon. They heard 
him coming up the stairs and spoke to 
him to let him know they were in the 
room, although no light showed. Trot
ter entered and found a chair. 

"I've had Trotter down at the jail, 

trf.ng to worm out information for our 
use," Cuthel whispered. 

"That was a good idea. What did 
you find out ?" Jaynes asked. 

"That that girl has ·hired Scott Hark
ness as a hand, and that she intends 
to take possession as soon as they get 
out." 

"Hired him ! They won't get out, if 
I can help it," Jaynes burst out angrily : 
"I'll have the law on him, plenty and 
strong." 

"This Harkness is quick on the trig
ger," Cuthel whispered, and at once 
Jaynes calmed down. 

"Well, I've smelled smoke myself," 
he snarled. 

"But this is a case where smoke 
won_' t  do it all, not in open, public 
style," Cuthel whispered again. ' 

"What do you mean ?" asked Jaynes 
savagely. 

"Why are you so interested in that 
small ranch ?" Trotter inquired·. 

"That's my business. Sentiment, 
call it. My stepsister lived there once. 
I visited there." 

"Oh, yes, family sentiment; I won
dered at the reason," Cuthel said ; "but 
that explains it, all right." 

"Sure does," Trotter commented 
warmly. 

A . wild, wolf yell sounded outside 
on the street. 

"That's old Strayern," Cuthel whis
pered; "in for one of his benders." 

A wolfish chorus now sounded. 
"That's his three sons," Trotte·r 

added. 
Again and again and yet again the 

human wolf pack sounded in their ears. 
Jaynes strode to the window and 
opened it quietly. Before the hotel, 
goggling at the brightly lighted win
dows, were four men on shaggy ponies. 
The four were long, lantern-jawed, 
with long, rippling, black whiskers. 
They each had a long gun in their 
saddle sheaths. And they had two big 
guns each-short ones. Their ponies 
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were hardy beasts and they were hard 
themselves. They went down the 
street whooping and yelling. 

"They'll buy some supplies and· get 
out. They never do any real harm, as 
long's they're not molested," Cuthel ex
plained. "Sit down, Mr. Jaynes. I've 
got this pretty well thought out by 
.now." 

Jaynes shut the window carefully 
and sat down again. Cuthel whispered 
cautiously : 

"What do you think those Strayerns 
will do to any one that comes to oust 
them ?" 

"Fight," Trotter replied. 
"They're mighty bad men," said 

Cut>hel in his mysterious whisper. 
"Are they killers ?" Jaynes asked. 
"No one ever proved a killing on 

them yet," replied the lawyer, with a 
dry chuckle. 

"No one proved it ?" 
"No." 
"But they've been suspecred ?" 
"Sure," Trotter replied. 
"Now, suppose we let Harkness go. 

You withdraw that charge, Mr. 
Jaynes." 

"But I 'm not going to let him go." 
"He's hired himself to that girl. He'll 

try to take possession for her. The 
Strayerns won't like that." 

"But if they kill him, or he them, the 
ranch won't be. mine, will it ? How 
will I get rid of the girl's deed which 
is already on file ?" 

"Perhaps oot. But there are Trot
ter's friends, and Trotter. Now, sup
pose Harkness fights the Strayems, 
and loses, by being killed. Her only 
protector and friend here is gone. 
Suppose Harkness kills the Strayerns. 
He's in trouble again. But he won't. 
They'll shoot him in the back. That's 
their way. There's no stock on the 
place, to speak of. The girl has ro
mantic ideas about returning to the old 
home and all that. All right, let her. 
You have your ideas, too, Mr. Jaynes, 

as you've said. We'll clean up any 
ends of old Lone Star Diamond stock 
on the ranch ; the Strayerns will take 
their runts. With the place bare of 
stock, she'll not stay long. We can 
invent a dozen ways of making her 
sick of the place and ready to sell 
cheap. We'll talk it over more in de
tail." 

"Well, it seems better now that you 
put it in that light," Jaynes agreed. 
"What else have you to suggest ? But 
all inside the law, for us." 

The other two chuckled low and 
raspingly ; the big man joined in their 
amusement. 

CHAPTER VI. 
A GREEK, BEARING GIFTS. 

SHERIFF PRICE came in with 
morning coffee for Scott, who sat 

on the edge of the steel bunk, rumpling 
his hair. "Ma" Price had taken Vir
ginia Blarcome under her wing for the 
night and the girl had been only a nomi
nal prisoner. 

"I'm goin' t' get bail for that girl ," 
Price told Scott ; "she has no friends 
in town--" 

"Ain't forgettin' me ?" 
"Nice question ! You've no deeded 

land or other property, so your bond 
won't go in cou't, son." 

Scott continued to rumple his hair. 
"As for your case, yo'll be arraigned 

before Justice of the Peace Barnes and 
fined, as yo' deserve for hittin' such a 
defenseless critter." , 

"Well, it was wo'th ten dollars," said 
Scott, grinning widely. 

There came a rattle at the outer door 
of the jail. Price went out along the 
short passage. . He opened the door 
and admitted Silas Jaynes, who came 
in, his face wreathed in smiles. 

"How are the prisoners this morn
ing?" he asked. 

"All right. Miss Blarcome stayed 
with my wife last night." 

"I'm glad o f  that," said Jaynes, 
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beaming ; "I  was-well, hasty. I was 
angry because she beat me in a game 
of wits. I intended to give her the 
ranch homestead all along, but I 
wanted to do it in my own way. She 
suspected me of  trickery, I know. I 'm 
going to prove that I bear no ill will by 
withdrawing the charge against her." 

"Still, th e papers are on file in my 
office docket. She might want t'  lay a 
charge for illegal imprisonment." 

"May I see Miss Blarcome ?" 
"Yes. I 'll call her in here." 
"And I want to withdraw my charge 

of assault against that cowboy-what's 
his name ? Harker, Hooker--" 

"Harkness." 
"Oh, yes, Harkness," said Jaynes 

carelessly, as if the real name mattered 
little. "I want to withdraw my charge 
against him, too." 

"Seems t'  be  a day of  gladness," 
Price remarked. "Sit down in the of
fice and I'll see about all this." 

He disappeared and soon returned 
with Virginia and Scott, who eyed 
Jaynes suspiciously. The latter cleared 
his throat gustily before speaking : 

"Virginia, you've won. I 'm going 
back to my business. I had a sort of  
sentiment about that home ranch of 
yours. But i f  you want it bad enough 
to go there and live, my pity on you. 
I 'm withdrawing the charge against 
you and want to close this incident." 

"All right, Uncle Sile," said the girl 
warmly, "if  you -feel like that, w e'll 
let things go as you say." 

"Now, Harkness," continued Jaynes, 
looking at Scott directly and openly, 
"you socked me plenty, but I 'm letting 
that go, too." 

"I was willin' t '  pay ten dollars dam
ages in cou't," Scott drawled. "I 'v e  
got socked myse'f, and never held any 
hard feelin's, as long as I was socked 
fair." 

"You socked me fair on the button, 
young man. You pack an awful sock." 
He got up and asked Price i f  he could 

withdraw the charges without further 
formality. 

"This assault case against Scott is a 
minor matter, t' be settled before a 
justice of the peace," said the sheriff. 
"If  yo' don't appear, the case will be  
crossed off automatically. Scott can 
go his own way, right now ; I'll ex
plain t' our justice. This case against 
M iss Virginia is more serious, being a 
matter of valuable papers, but i f  you'll 
make a statement, signed and witnessed 
by me, that yo've found thos.e papers, 
or something, the circuit court will 
most likely j ust let the case slide." 

Jaynes drew out his pen and 
scratched off a few li-nes setting forth 
that he withdrew the charge against 
Virginia, signed it, and handed it  to 
Price, who witnessed it. 

"I can take that t'  our j ustice, who 
would have had t'  remand M iss Vir
ginia t'  the circuit cou't otherwise, and 
it  will give him grounds for crossin' 
the charge off his books ; and as it never 
will get higher than his local court, that 
will end it," Price rejoiced. 

"I 'll shake hands all around and go 
now," Jaynes said. 

He gave Virginia his big paw, 
grasped that of Scott heartily, and 
slapped Price on the back, going out in 
a gust of seemingly hearty feeling. 

"Now, that's what I call a man," 
Price said ; "a bit hasty, but give him 
time and he comes around all right." 

"He seems t'  have good second 
thoughts," Scott agreed. 

"Neither of you know Uncle S ile," 
the girl reminded them ; "there was a 
line in one of my schoolbooks that I 
can't just quote. Something about be
ing aware of Greeks bearing gifts." 

"Yo' think he's reniggin' with re
verse English on the cue-ball ?" Scott 
spoke up delightedly. 

"Or coppering his play ?" Price cut 
JD. 

"I guess it all means the same thing. 
So I am free ?" 
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"Yes," Price replied. 
"Mr. Harkness, can you tell me some 

way we can get out to my place ? It is 
about twenty miles, about south, as I 
remember. " 

"That's her," Pri_ce said ; " fair trail. 
, Better take a buckboard, as yo 'll have 
t' tote out plunder yo'll need." 

"I th ink we could ride out better and 
quicker and get back int' town before 
night: We'd ought t' look over the 
layout and see what's wanted," Scott 
suggested ; "that Strayem crowd yo've 
told me about as being on the Lone 
Star Diamond probably've been keep
in' a pig's nest. We may need lumber 
for repairs and a freight-ark t' carry 
things before we get through." 

"That will be better," Virginia 
agreed ; "if I can get a horse." · 

"Take my Baldy hoss ; he Jet yo' do 
pretty well on him yesterday. I'll keep 
right along on Thunder Ball. My 
friend Jerry won't worry none if he 
doesn't see him right on the dot." 

"vVell, if you'll lend me Baldy, all 
right. I won't have to pay ready money 
out then. To tell the truth, I haven't 
got much cash. Father's long .last ill
ness took most of our money; I put 
up a big front to make Uncle Sile think 
we were all right, and after the funeral 
I told him I'd come West with him. I 
knew he had that deed and wanted to 
file it ; I thought that by keeping right 
with him, I 'd have him in sight, at 
least, and I trusted to my wits to get 
my paper on file first." 

"Well, those wits didn't deceive yo' 
any," Scott laughed. "I'll go get the 
hosses and sandwiches for lunch." 

"And I 'll get a more suitable riding 
costume than the one I wore when I 
stole Baldy." The girl laughed ring
ingly. "Keep moving, cowboy. It will 
be good to be riding just for fun, on 
the open range, on a good horse. I 
came so fast yesterday that I didn't 
have time to look at anything but 
Baldy's ears. But to-day I'm going to 

look at things-mesquite, greasewood, 
brockle-faced calves, and maybe a road 
runner. I remember all those things 
from my childhood days on the old 
Lone Star Diamond and I want to see 
them all again." 

"I think yo're goin' t' stay out West, 
this time," Price said, with a glance 
toward Scott. 

"I think so, too," Virginia replied 
promptly. 

"With good deeded land in yo'r pos
session, yo'll get credit, all right, t' 
make a start," Price reminded her, as 
Scott went out. 

"Yes. Say, sheriff, is Scott-well, 
is he nice ?" 

"Oh, he'll do t' take along, anywhere. 
Why ?" 

"I just wanted to be sure. I 've hired 
him as a hand, you know. I'll have to 
get a housekeeper later, and perhaps 
another cowboy. I don't know just 
how it will work out." 

"Maybe it'll end with you for house
keeper. Scott is as good as two ordi
nary cowboys--" 

"There," cried Virginia, her face 
flamingly pretty. "I wasn't talking 
sentiment." 

"Still, a li'le of it ain't any ha'm, 
m1ss." 

"N o-I suppose-not. I'll go buy 
my riding togs now." 

Half an hour later Scott rode up to 
the jail on Thunder Ball, with Baldy 
lightly tiptoeing in the lead. Soon Vir
ginia appeared from the sheriff's o f
fice, clad in a tweed knicker suit, a 
pretty flannel shirt with a soft roll col
lar, a gay red and black neckerchief, 
and a wide-brimmed felt hat. She had 
tan riding boots, with pretty little spurs, 
and a plain belt, in which she carried 
a long-barrel, light .32. 

Scott looked her over admiringly : 
"Now, that's better. Nothin' t' do 

but ride, eh ?" 
"I bought the gun because I want to 

shoot, as I did when I was a girl. I 
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had a little .22 target short gun then 
and often killed small game about the 
place and kept down the rattler popula
tion. Once I killed a coyote that got 
into the chicken yard and couldn't get 
out because there wasn't room for him 
to get a start to j ump over the fence 
going out." 

Scott started to swing down to give 
her a hand up, but she was in the sad
dle before he could do it. Baldy began 
to display a bit of misdirected energy, 
but Virginia treated him firmly and he 
settled down, snorting with disappoint
ment. 

"Yo've found it didn't pay, Baldy," 
Scott warned him ; "now, behave." 

Virginia let Baldy try his milder 
paces up the road, testing the stirrups. 
Sheriff Price beckoned Scott to lean 
over, as he whispered : 

"Got lots of gun feed ?" 
"Yes." 
"Don't trust those Strayerns. Old 

Strayern will shake yo'r hand and hold 
it and shoot yo' with his left. Don't 
give him an inch." 

"I 'm going to pretend we're the'e t' 
look the place over, not t' take posses
sion, till I see how the land lies." 

"That's right ; don't play anything 
for a sleeper with them. Keep that 
girl out of trouble. No one will bother 
about any Strayern that gets killed." 

Scott nodded and rode to join Vir
ginia, now quite a distance up the 
street. He soon overtook her ancj. they 
rode out into the open, side by side, 
seeing nothing of Jaynes on the way 
out. 

Once away from town, Scott, follow
ing directions that Price had given him, 
swung south. Virginia began to look 
for familiar landmarks, but had to con
fess that her girlish memory was at 
fault. 

"Never mind ; we'll get the'e," Scott 
encouraged her. "Now, I'd like for t' 
know how come yo' rode out with me 
this a way and me almost a stranger." 

"Well, I asked Ma Price a lot o f  
questions about you and I ' d  hate to tell 
you what she said for fear it would 
make you vain." 

Scott did not remark upon this. He 
was shy of being praised, especially by 
a woman. He shifted the talk at once : 

"Those Strayerns are a loose lot. 
We'll not tell them at once that we're 
go in' t' take possession. We'll just 
ride out as if t' look the place over. 
Yo' tell them who yo' are and make no 
talk about rent or takin' the place. I 'll 
size them up and see what's needed t' 
make that place fit for a nice woman 
t' live in. We'll ride back this after
noon. Then I can decide what meas� 
ures need t' be taken t' get rid of  
them." 

"Will they fight ?" 
'1They have that reputation, miss." 
"But will you fight for the place for 

me ?" 
''I 'll do what's needed, miss," Scott 

spoke gravely. 
"I don't want you to get into 

trouble." 
"I said I'd do what was needed," he 

replied, a bit shortly. 
Virginia, understanding the way of  

the  men of  the West, was  silent. She 
knew that this lean, bronzed cowboy 
had taken up this j ob and, as it was in 
the line of  duty, meant to do it as well 
as he could ; and that she, as a woman, 
was out of the rough part of it. 

She became silent, glancing from 
time to time at Scott, whose l evel eyes 
were on the scene ahead as i f  he were 
estimating the chances of an adven
ture that might have a grim ending. 

CHAPTER VII. 
INDIAN MOUND. 

1 BEGIN to recognize things now," 
Virginia exclaimed, after they had 

put half the twenty mites behind them. 
They had left the plainer trail and now 
followed what seemed to be the faint 
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marks of an old cattle trace. The land 
was more rolling, some of the rolls 
breaking on the eastern edges into 
bluffs. The grass was sparse. Vir
ginia lookt!d at the cattle they passed 
and began to read brands with increas
ing success. 

" It's just like old times," she said, 
and her cheeks had taken on a high 
color. Her dark eyes were alight with 
excitement. 

"Sure must be," Scott agreed. 
The horses kept side by side easily, 

for so had Scott and his pal Jerry rid
den on many a social trip through the 
surrounding range country. 

"What for house is  i t  at the Lone 
Star Diamond ?" 

"Cowboy, it isn't much of a house , 
as I remember it. Stone, quarried 
from a sandstone ledge not far from 
the house, along the wall of the little 
bench it is on. The stone is soft when 
it  comes out to the air, but hardens 
when exposed. Zachuiste thatch roof. 
Nice matched-wood floor ; everything 
cozy inside." 

"It'll be a hawg's nest now, I 'm 
a-thinkin ',  with those Strayerns in it 
so long." 

They left the rolling land and came 
to flatter country that suddenly broke 
away over a low escarpment and then 
rode through a little notch toward the 
lower level. Now they were in a nook 
of good grassland. Virginia long be
fore this had taken the office of guide, 
knowing the landmarks surely. 

"There, cowboy," she said, pointing 
one slim gloved finger toward the 
rounding sweep of  the bench to their 
right, "is the house. I'm taking you 
down this flat because I want to go to 
Indian Mound." 

"What's that ?" 
"See that little hill or rather big 

knoll in the center of  the flat, opposite 
the house ? We always called that In
dian Mound. I made up a legend that 
a big chief was buried there, and spent 

many happy hours playing on and 
around it." 

Scott said nothing. He was observ
ing everything about them. From a 
little thicket they jumped a big, old 
steer. He lumbered away. Virginia 
shouted enthusiastically : 

"See, he's ,got the Lone Star Dia
mond on him. Dad always said that 
some stock was overlooked and Stray
ern reported at first finding a few of  
our cattle, but  dad said to  let them stay 
for seed, as he called it .  It  gave him 
comfort to think that some of our old 
cattle were here yet." 

"I'll bet i'hose Strayerns never let 
them increase any with your dad's 
brand. Theirs is  the Lazy S, which 
about describes them." 

From time to time Scott glanced at 
the house on the l ittle bench. It 
seemed snug enough, to outward ap
pearance, and he thought of how neat 
it would look if cleaned of all Strayern 
slackness inside. He wondered that 
no one of the Strayern crowd ap
peared, as they had a reputation of re
senting all intrusion on their domain. 

He noted the round corral near the 
house, the big corrals far down the 
flat, the very few cows. They came 
to the foot of the mound, and Scott 
looked at the regular formation in si
lence. Virginia led the way up and 
soon they came out on top. The top 
was flattened and afforded a bit of good 
grazing. Here Virginia swung down 
and Scott followed suit. From the top 
they could see details of the valley be
low more clearly. They ate silently, 
thankfully, for youthful health and 
good spirits had made them ready to 
enjoy the snack. 

"Roll your smoke, I know you want 
it," Virginia said encouragingly, lean
ing back with her hands under her 
head. She relaxed, while Scott smoked 
with quiet enjoyment. 

' 'I'm sure wonderin' whe'e those 
Strayerns are." Scott broke the silence. 
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"It ain't just like them t' let us squan
der all over their home pasture and 
not ask whyfore." 

"They may be off hunting strays." 
"They'd let them go till round-up 

time and then collect when they got 
sold and the inspectors gave them 
credit at the market." 

"I hope they're home, so we can let 
them know that I am here." 

"Remember what I suggested about 
not telling them right off that it's only 
a trip t' look things over. There'll 
be a fight later t' oust them, but I want 
t' handle that, man-style, and with no 
woman mixed in it ." Scott's mouth 
set to a straight, firm, white line. 

"I'll remember." 
They mounted and angled down the 

mound's side again. Scott turned and 
looked at it curiously. The girl mused 
aloud. 

"I wonder what's under it ? Is my 
Indian chief buried there ?" 

"I don't think so. These Indians out 
in this region most likely buried their 
dead in the mountains, in rock caves, 
or old cliff dwellers' ruins, if they had 
time. If they were killed in war, they 
maybe buried them anywhere, or not at 
all, although Indians generally always 
tried t' cover up their dead folks some 
way. If the'e's anything under that 
hump of dirt, it's not an Indian chief. 
It is  a funny formation, though," he 
agreed, turning for a last look at it as 
Thunder Ball and Baldy hoss rode 
across the little flat and toward the 
bench. 

They found the path, and zigzagged 
upward. The horses came over the 
brink with a final grunting surge o f  
equine force, and they started toward 
the house. All was clear on all sides o f  
the stone structure. They rode u p  t o  it. 

The door swung open ; the interior 
was dark. The sun was behind the 
house. Virginia was about to swing 
down, when Scott signed for her to 
remain 'in the saddle. 

"H'lo in the'e I" he called. "Will 
yo'r dawg bite ?" 

The silence was unbroken. Scott 
glanced about. The well sweep was 
up ; the bucket yet was moist, though, 
on the stone curbing. A wet ·spot still 
showed on a stone flag before the well 
curb. There were no horses in the 
little round corral. A pig pen behind 
it had sagging posts ; a remnant of 
chicken coop leaned, bulging ruinously. 

"Nobody home," Virginia decided. 
Scott said nothing for a moment, 

then suggested : 
"Let's get a drink now, and some 

for the hosses. They can drink out 
of my hat ; I wouldn't water whe'e 
those Strayern bosses drink ; might be 
glandered." 

Virginia still looked toward the 
house yearningly. Scott remarked 
casually again about getting a drink be
fore they looked over the place. 

"Yes, the horses need the water," she 
agreed, and turned her horse about, 
slowly surveying the scene as Baldy 
hoss wheeled. 

"No horses about ; ours didn't 
whicker," she said, as they came to the 
well curb. "Perhaps we'd better put 
our horses in the little corral while we 
look about the old place." 

She glanced at Scott then as he 
studied the surroundings with the level, 
appraising gaze of the out-of-doors 
man. His lean, bronzed face was alight 
with interest in all that his blue eyes 
beheld ; his light-brown hair rippled out 
from under the brim of his sombrero. 
The strong column of his neck, the 
delicate grace of his hands as he toyed 
with the bridle reins, the swaying of his 
body as he turned, she observed with a 
sudden, sweeping admiration that en
tirely surprised her with its rushing 
force. Her eyes danced with evident 
pleasure. 

"I dunno," Scott drawled, in a low 
voice : "I watched Baldy boss, and he 
don't like something about that house." 
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"Why, i f  any one's home they 
wouldn't harm us ?" 

"One of them Strayerns might be in
side, asleep. He might not've heard 
my hail. They're drinkers and hop
haids, lazy and shiftless, all in one. See 
that spot on the .well stones. That 
water wasn't spilled long ago." 

"They might have ridden away not 
long before we came." 

"We've been whe'e we could've seen 
them going. We've been on that mound 
or comin' toward the house longer than 
it would take for spilled water on solid 
stone t' dry in this climate." 

"Then what do you think ?" 
"While we were under the verge of  

that bench, comin' up toward this 
house, some one came out of that house 
and got a drink and · scooted inside 
again. He didn't mean t' spill water 
that a way." 

"But they can't mean any real harm, 
can they ?" 

"I'd rather be sure about it than 
sorry." 

Again his lean forefinger pointed to 
the wet spot on the well stones. H e  
glanced toward the open door o f  the 
house, that now seemed to the girl to 
hold some mysterious threat for them 
both. 

"Let's go away, Scott--" she be
gan ; "I feel a warning--" 

A flash of orange-red came from 
within the dark recess of the doorway. 

Scott pitched over Thunder Ball's 
withers, falling heavily. 

The girl's horse snorted and danced. 
Virginia tugged at the gun in her hol
ster. A huge, bearded man, rifle smok
ing in his hand, stepped to the threshold 
and shouted for her to surrender. The 
gun stuck in her belt. The bearded 
man 'and three others came bounding 
toward her. She was seized and partly 
dragged from the saddle while one o f  
them got her gun. Then she was 
straightened up in the saddle with sav
age force. The oldest of the crowd 

abused her roundly, the others seized 
her horse and started away with her. 
Baldy they caught and led away, after 
one of the sons had taken Scott's guns. 

"Tobe, you're told off t' bury that 
carrion," the old man said to one o f  his 
sons, jerking his thumb to where Scott's 
still body lay ; "don't shirk that job 
none, either. Jupe, step back and give 
the signal." 

J upe stepped off to one side, drew a 
bit o f  white cloth from his pocket and 
waved it over his head several times. 
Then he rejoined them. Old Strayern 
spoke with satisfaction : 

"I held right for his temple and the 
blood was coming out of it in a steady 
trickle, like it will when a man's shot 
in the brains. Lucky we got that tip 
from our friends what these two were 
comin' to this ranch for." 

"What was it for ?" Virginia had the 
courage to ask. 

"Never mind ; we've been tipped off 
that yo're kin o f  old Blarcome's and 
that he is a goner and yo' want t' turn 
we-all out. Yo' needn't stick up yo'r 
pretty nose at the Strayerns. I knew 
yo'r dad. He killed a man once and I 
knew about it. That's why he let me 
stay on he'e without rent and why he 
knuckled t' old Jaynes. Jaynes ran 
with a hard crowd once and I knew 
him, too. He thinks I 'm fooled, but I 
remember him. Jaynes knew about yo'r 
dad "killing Tad Rayburn and about that 
old indictment against him for it in 
Nebraska." 

"What are you going to do with 
me ?" Virginia asked. 

"Y o're going to be kept a prisoner 
till yo' sign a quitclaim deed, givin' us 
this place," ol<i Strayern boasted. 
"Tobe, turn back and attend t'  yo'r 
part of the job. Search him, an' if he's 
got anything worth while, take it. 
Stick yo'r knife in his gizzard, t' make 
sure he's all daid, too. Or use yo'r gun, 
anyway, t'  make sure he's not got some 
spark of l ife in him." 
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Tobe left them, and the girl was hur-
ried forward. Once or twice she 
looked back. 

She tried to listen for the sound of a 
shot, the shot that might be used to fin
ish what had been begun, the shot that 
would be fired to make sure that the 
first one had done its fatal work. She 
heard nothing. 

"No use lookin' back," Strayern 
j eered. "No one ever put dirt onto a 
Strayern and got much comfort out 
of  it." 

"Let me go hack and say a prayer 
at his grave ?" she pleaded piti fully. 

"Prayer ! We don't want none o f  
that i n  this deal," h e  snarled savagely ; 
"prayers are for those that live accord
in' ; we don't ." 

"But this deed-1 can't sign anything 
like that." 

"A friend that knows law has told 
us what t '  do t' get full control of this 
place. We mean t' do it, too." 

"Old Jaynes thinks we don't know 
why he wants it," Jupe laughed, "but 
we do. We spied out on that geologer 
he had sneaking around that Indian 
mound--" 

"Jupe, yo've got a mouth like a barn 
door, shet it !" old Strayern growled, 
cuffing the big son roughly as if he 
were a mere child. "No more talk out 
o' you !" 

Now they went forward silently and 
grimly along the brink of the bench. 
The girl could see the bulk of the 
mound down on the flat and the few 
cattle there. Finally they passed a little 
motte of timber, and there, in a small 
corral, were horses. The trio began to 
saddle. 

"We can make Bear Cave by three ; 
Tobe ought t' be with us by that time," 
old Strayern said. "This soft girl will 
do as we say soon as we get her in that 
big cave, where she won't have any 
hope of rescue and we can have our 
own way with her, without fear of  in
terruption." 

CHAPTER VIII .  
T H E  BODY A T  T H E  W ELL. 

AS the white cloth was waved by 
young Strayern, a -big man who was 

behind a butte about a mile northwest 
of the stone house called out : 

"That's the · signal ; they've made 
it." 

"No doubt about ?" said another who 
stepped from behind the butte. 

"I caught it clearly," the man atop 
the butte called down, "with these 
glasses." 

"Come on down, then, and get the 
horses going. I wonder how they did 
it ?" 

"Shot him, I think," said the man 
who had clambered down. The butte 
was perhaps fifty feet high, and from 
its top a good view of the country could 
be had. "I think old Strayern did it. 
But it's too far to make out particulars, 
even with the glasses. I saw them start 
away with the girl, Jaynes. I want to 
make sure that Harkness is done for." 

"We'll ride right along, then. Cuthel, 
what sort of a legal tangle will i t  be i f  
the Strayerns extort a quitclaim deed 
from her, as you suggested ?" 

"One in which the longest purse will 
win," said the man of law dryly. 
"They're ignorant of law," he went on ; 
"they think a legal paper with a lot of 
red seals means something. They 
haven't figured yet that they have to 
explain how they got that paper. And 
with this murder they've just commit
ted to be held over them, they're not 
going to come very near a court. They 
haven't figured that far into the future 
yet," he ended, with the dry cackle that 
was his laughter. 

"Still, her deed is yet on file," Jaynes 
protested. 

"We can attend to that later, eh, 
Trotter ?" 

"That's your job, Cuthel." 
"Let's get those nags out of that 

bunch of brushy stuff and ride," Jaynes 
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ordered, striding nervously toward the 
place where their horses were con
cealed. The two thus left in the rear 
exchanged glances of understanding, 
and Cuthel whispered to Trotter : 

"The girl has no kin. Her deed will 
stand. With no kin, the land will re
vert to the State, providing she leaves 
no will, and be open to sale by the 
State." 

"And if we're not able, with your 
political pull, to get first whack at buy
ing it in, I'm a coyote," Trotter whis
pered, and they exchanged nudges as 
they hastened after the impatient 
Jaynes who already was !n the thicket. 
In two minutes they all emerged, 
mounted, and rode toward the stone 
house. 

As they rode they were out of sight 
of the house at times, then sighted it as 
they came to more open spaces along 
the bench's edge. They came to the 
cleared space around the stone cabin at 
a quiet gait. 

"Right at the well !" Jaynes ex
claimed, pointing. 

The silent form there on its side, 
with the limbs curled up under the hips 
in a tragic, slumped posture, was awe
some to them. This sudden sight o f  
the results o f  their plot to kill struck 
them dumb for the moment. A broad 
sombrero covered the face of the man ; 
red stains were on the stones. 

"That's Harkness," Trotter whis
pered ; "that's his hat and gloves. He 
had a new pair. See that lone star on 
the cuffs of them. He was a Tejano, 
blast him ! That's his gray flannel shirt 
and blue pants--" 

"Wonder they didn't get rid of it," 
Cuthel rasped. 

"Lying there for almost an hour 
now !" Jaynes whispered. 

The place seemed to have a sinister 
quality about it, a touch of horror, with 
that bit of dead clay there. 

"Let's go in," Trotter said. 
"Yes, come on in," a voice boomed 

from the house ; "dad told me t' come 
back and bury him, but I ain't got 
around t' it, yet." 

"That's one of  those Strayerns," 
Cuthel whispered ; "in the house." 

The door, wide-swung, gaped invit
ingly for them. They started their 
horses toward it, swung down, and 
went in. 

Inside, they glanced about, their 
backs to the door. The big man who 
had swung the door open for them 
stepped to the threshold behind them, 
letting his hand drop from the latch 
to his low-hung gun : 

"Reach high, hombres, and keep them 
up till I say 'when !' I want yo'r guns 
first, then a talk to check up on what 
I 've learned from Tobe Strayern." 

CHAPTER IX. 
THE INDIAN MOUND'S LURE. 

f.IRE glints were in the depths of 
Bear Cave. Lounging against the 

low entrance, Jupe Strayern held his 
long rifle in the hollow of his arm. 

In the cave, Virginia Blarcome sat 
near the fire opposite old man Strayern 
and Hite, the third son. The men had 
a legal-looking paper, with big red 
seals. The girl's ankles were bound ; 
her arms were free. 

"Now, yo' sign that," old man Stray
ern was urging her ; "I 've got pen and 
ink, right here. Sign it." 

"But a deed like this, extorted under 
a threat, won't hurt me ; it  won't hold 
in court. I can go to law and overset 
it," Virginia replied courageously. 

"\Von't, eh ? We've got the word of  
a right sma't lawman that this deed will 
hold. It conveys all right and title t' 
this ranch t'  me an' my boys," old man 
Strayern insisted. 

"Who is he ?" Virginia demanded. 
"We ain't splittin' on our best 

friends. Here, sign this." 
He tried to induce her to take the 

paper. At first she refused. Then she 
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spread it on her knee and began to 
read it. 

"Waste no time readin' it ; it's all 
0. K.," Strayern cut her short. "Sign, 
right off, now ! We want title t' this 
ranch and that Indian mound." 

"Suppose I refuse ?" 
"Yo'll never go out o f  this cave alive, 

then." The voice was like the growl of 
a great bear. 

"No, and we've got other ways t' 
bring a right pretty gal t' time, too," 
Hike Strayern threatened. 

· "I refuse, though," Virginia ex
claimed, with a sudden jerk of her 
wrist flipping the paper into the fire. 
The paper blazed, the sudden flame 
illumining the interior o f  the rocky 
cave like the explosion of a flash light. 
Strayern leaped around the fire, and 

· grasped her by the shoulder. Hite 
started for her, clawlike hands clutch
ing in deepest rage. 

"What's go in' on inside ?" J upe 
shouted from his station at the cave's 
mouth. "Tobe's comin' now." 

"I'm glad he is ; he's the best of the 
lot of cubs I've got," old man Strayern 
replied. "This filly's turned broncho on 
us, and is raising a rookus." 

"Slat her, good. Tobe must be asleep 
or  drunk ; he's ridin' all slopped over 
and his hat's down over his face." 

"I thought he had a bottle cached 
somewhe'e about the house. Now, yo' 
fightin' she-cat, quit this tryin' t' get 
away." 

For the moment the girl quieted 
down. The two men holding her 
laughed. Hite passed one brawny arm 
around her shoulders and drew her to 
him : 

"I guess yo'll sigh and pine, another 
day, if yo' don't sign another paper that 
we'll have drawn up by our friend. 
He'll be at the stone house by now." 

"Yes, she'll not cut that caper on us 
again." 

"Tobe, what's the matter ?" Jupe 
called outside. 

"What's wrong ?" Old Man Strayern 
asked, alarmed at Jupe's tone. 

"Tobe, why're yo' slouchin' over in 
the saddle that a way?" 

The crash of cs .45! 
Old Maa Swa,em leaped for the en

trance. �� �ed., 
.
a heavy gun 

barrel t� .� lais hard head 
and he weJlt � Hite, in the cave, 
threw the girl ftOm. him. A big man 
came hurtling in. The fire, lighting the 
half gloom, revealed Hite against the 
wall, reaching for his gun. The new
comer threw a shot at him ; the roar of 
it rolled in the hollow cave like thun
der. Hite slumped down, coughing. 
The newcomer caught the girl, who at 
first shrank from him, then relaxed 
against his strong body as he said : 

"Virginia I I was in time ! I wore 
young Strayern's clothes, first to fool 
Jaynes, Trotter, and Cuthel, then to get 
close to fhe cave without being fired on, 
so I'd have a chance. I don't know half 
what this all means, but when we get 
these men tied up, I 'm going to find out 
some things." 

CHAPTER X. 
UNDER THE INDIAN MOUND. 

THREE wounded captives in the sad-
dle preceded the girl and her res

cuer as they started back toward the 
stone hut. The captives rode ahead. 
On the lean thighs of the captor Old 
Man Strayern's long rifle rode, the 
hammer up, a lean finger on the trig
ger. 

"And remember that this repeater 
can stream lead, when it's used right," 
Scott warned them. 

"We ain't tryin' anything," Old Man 
Strayern whined ; "and if yo'll be easy 
on us, we'll tell yo' what's under that 
Indian Mound on the flat." 

"We'll see about that later. The 
other side may offer more. They say 
yo're the chief conspirators." 

"We ain't. We'll tell everything, if  
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yo'll get us a light sentence," the old 
man pleaded. 

"Shut that claptrap now and ride," 
came the crisp order. 

Just at dusk they reached the stone 
house again. Old Strayern, in the 
lead, managed to lag back beside his 
sons and whisper : 

"When we get down off the bosses, 
we'll get a chance t' get our hands onto 
him." 

Hite replied : "My shoulder's hit, 
but my left hand is  0. K. yet. Jupe, 
how're yo' ?" 

"I won't be able t' do much," Jupe 
replied. 

"Well, I will. He run a blazer, tell
in' us he had his friends he'e and they 
would come right after him if he didn't 
show up on time. No one's he'e-get 
ready, when we light down. We'll 
manage t' bunch and fall onto him 
when he cuts the ropes t' free our feet 
from under the bosses' bellies�nce 
he goes down under one of us, the 
others roll onto the pile and use knees, 
teeth, heads t' butt with-anything." 

"Better not make any plans to start 
anything ; my friends down at the cor
ral have yo'-all covered with rifles, 
right now," the captor said decisively. 

· They looked toward the corral for 
· the first time. Three men were lean

ing against three of the posts, within 
easy shooting range. 

· 

" I  guess we cave," Old Strayern 
whined ; "it's all up, boys."  

"Best way ; now yo're talking," the 
captor said. "Yo' -all will get down, 
one at a time, and each stand apart a 
bit from the others, so there can be 
no shenanigan. And when I tell yo' to 
march, go down toward that corral, 
but keep away from my friends that're 
coverin' yo' with their guns. They 
might shoot. Each pick out a nice post 
t' lean against, too." 

The thoroughly cowed squatters 
obeyed without a murmur. In a few 
moments they were tied up, each t<? a 

post. Then the captor stepped back 
and spoke to old Strayern : 

"Cuthel, he says he helped yo' in this 
as a lawyer and friend, and that yo're 
t' blame." 

"He lies in his throat. If yo'll prom
ise t' be easy on me,· I'll tell yo' what's 
under that Indian Mound, that is, what 
I suspect. One of those expert geol
ogists was here six months ago--" 

One of the men tied above began to 
make queer noises. 

"That gag won't let yo' talk so it can 
be understood, Jaynes," Scott spoke 
sharply. "Mr. Strayern will tell me 
what I want t' know." 

"That geologist told me he was hired 
by a man named Jaynes. He got drunk 
while he was he'e. We got him so. 
He let out enough so we suspected 
what was up. He said the formation 
fitted oil--" 

The man against the fence post far
ther up choked and gurgled violently, 
as old Strayern went on with a con
fession o f  how he had been promised 
full title to the ranch if he could force 
Vi rginia to sign a quitclaim deed. 

"Who told yo' that and drew it up ?" 
"Lawyer Cuthel, that we allus de

pend on t' get us out of trouble. He 
helped us when Trotter got us into 
stealin' cattle and usin' our ranch for 
a rustlers' halfway house for keeping 
stolen stock till it was drove south--" 

The other two men above began to 
gurgle and splutter behind their gags. 
The captor drawled : 

"Now, Miss Virginia, i f  yo' can make 
the ride back t' town before it's too late, 
get ready t' start. Get Sheriff Price t' 
fotch a posse. They can fotch yo' most 
here, perhaps all the way, on the regu
lar trail, in a light wagon. The moon 
will come up soon · and it wilf be easy 
riding for a girl that can ride like yo', 
and old Baldy will carry yo', nice as a 
pin ; he's a good night-boss, Baldy is." 

With the sheriff's men, Virginia 
came back under the blankets they used 
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to make soft the wagon box for her. 
Price drove carefuily under the meilow 

- rays of the southwestern moon . .  Sit
ting on the far side · of the bright fire 
that illumined the six erect forms 
bound to the fence posts of the corral 
facing the stone house, Scott Hark
ness, his head tied up with a handker
chief sat, rifle across his knees. 

"Well, this is quite a layout for jus
tice," Price exclaimed. "Miss Virginia 
told me all about it on the way over 
from town." 

"And I've been egging more and 
more out of them, setting each faction 
against the other till I 've got aplenty 
to send them all to prison," Scott· re
plied. "They'Il ail get well, except Tobe. 
When he came t' finish me off, I was 
mighty weak, after getting the grazing 
wound across my temple that sent me 
off Baldy, but by that time I was com
ing to myself ,  and when he reached for 
me with his knife to stick me and make 
sure I was done for, I got a grip on 
him and pulled him down. I got his 
gun. I had t' kill him, sheriff." 

"Yo're word's good, son. Now we'll 
herd this crowd back t '  town and check 
up on it all." 

In the outcome it was proved that 
Jaynes, thought to be very wealthy, 
really was so involved in crooked finan
cial schemes that he was almost penni
less. In a last desperate effort to re
coup himself, he had plotted to get hold 
o f  the Lone Star Diamond Ranch, 
where, he suspected, another Spindle
top was to be found, under the Indian 
Mound. Over Virginia's father he· had 
held the secret of an old-time range 
feud and killing and had extorted from 
him the deed to the ranch. Ail the cul
prits were convicted and sentenced to 

long terms. The longest term was 
given Cuthel, who was proved secret 
head of the range thieves over a wide 
territory. The Strayerns' testimony at 
the trial forged the chains of guilt on 
the town men, but they did not escape, 
for in revenge, Trotter and Cuthel re
vealed many crimes o f  the old squatter 
and his wolf-cub clan. 

One spring morning twelve months 
later, Scott Harkness, sitting before the 
old stone house with Virginia, noted an 
unwonted excitement among the well
drillers on the Indian Mound. The 
rigging swayed off to one side and be
gan to topple ; the workers fled. With 
a roar, Indian Mound gusher No. 1 
came in, flinging high in the air a 
stream that was to be pure gold for 
M r. and Mrs. Scott Harkness. 

"Whoop ! I never expected more 
than mebbe a hundred barreler," Scott 
yelled ; "she's come in, big as a flood ! 
I've got t' split the breeze for town and 
wire for stuff we'll need and get men 
out t' make a dirt bank t' hold that 
overflow i n  a pond till w e  can get a 
pipe line in from the lower fields to 
carry it off." 

"Well, don't go crazy altogether ; give 
me a kiss before you go," Virginia 
checked him tenderly ; "and don't for
get to hire your friend Jerry and Sher
iff Price. We want them to run the 
ranch while you manage the oil end o f  
it. I always felt something good was 
under Indian Mound, even when I 
played there as a child. Didn't you be
lieve there was something good there ?" 

"Y eah-lemme go-gimme a chance 
t' fork old Baldy boss and make him 
roll his tail for town. I want t' hire 
men and buy tools and order a piano 
and rugs and-oh, everything any 
pretty wife and mother needs." 



Santa Claus Takes theAir 
32:" Frank Rich ardson Pie r c e  

Author of "Flapjack Meehan Turkey Trots," etc. 

HALF dozen men in the 
New Deal Cafe paused 
in their dining, as "Flap
jack" Meehan announced 

"Metz is coming !" It was 
evening, nearly the mid

dle of December, and outside it was 
snowing. Within, the room held some
thing akin to Christmas cheer. It was 
a large room, well lighted, and the 
odor of broiling moose steak came 
stealing temptingly from the kitchen as 
the waitresses passed through the 
swinging doors. 

In one corner there was a rather 
novel stove. It had been made from 
an oil drum. One end had been cut 
open and a door affixed ; thus permit
ting long sticks to be shoved in as fuel. 
When its sides glowed red, as they did 
now, it was comfortable in the entire 
room regardless of the cold outside. 
In the warmest corner sat "Dad" Simms 
nodding in a battered rocking-chair. 
Some day a tourist would offer a big 
sum for that rocking-chair for it was 
an antique, older even than the ancient 
sour dough who occupied it so many 

hours and dreamed here of his younger 
days. 

A lot of people made the mistake 
of thinking that Dad was asleep most 
o f  the time and dull all of the time. 
But nothing escaped his old ears, and 
those who really knew him were ready 
to swear he had one of the keenest 
minds in the North. "Metz is com in' 
eh ?" he muttered, his eyes popping 
open suddenly. "Metz, eh ?" 

"I thought that'd get a rise out of  
you, Dad !"  Flapjack replied. " He 
should be here to-morrow or the next 
day." 

"Metz, eh ?" As Dad repeated the 
words most of the diners stopped talk
ing and eating and listened. If any 
man in the North had ever done a 
noble act or double crossed a friend, 
Dad Simms knew all of the details. He 
wasn't a gossip by any means ; rather 
he was an accurate source of informa
tion. Presently Dad began speaking : 
"I don't stick up for any criminal. I f  
a man commits a crime he should be 
punished ;. and a man shouldn't say 
nothin' agin' those that's en forcin' the 
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law, but just the same they's two kinds 
of peace officers. One's the kind that 
goes out and gets his man in the usual 
way ; either by beatin' him to the dr_aw 
or gettin' the drop . on him after domg 
some clever work in roundin' him up. 
The other's the kind that don't go out 
so much because he's a law enforcer 
as because they's a reward for cap
turin' the outlaw. He don't care a 
hang about the law-aU he's thinkin' 
of is the money. Usually he works 
tricks that the average peace offlcer 
don't think much of." 

"For example, Dad ?" some one said. 
"Metz is an example of that kind 

of a officer. He works here and there, 
whenever there's a reward. He'.S never 
taken a chance in his life. He always 
figures on some kind of a scheme. I 
mind how he caught Bill Gayer. Bill 
wasn't a sweet citizen, but he did love 
his wife. It was gettin' her the things 
she needed that got Bill into trouble. 
Then one thing led to another and Bill 
kept gettin'  in deeper until there was 
a reward of three thousand dollars on 
his head and it didn't make no dif
ference whether he was brought in 
dead or alive. Then Metz showed up 
and in a week he had Gayer in a hos
pital badly wounded and the three thou
sand in his poke. He found out that 
Gayer was crazy over his wife.· Then 
he bribed one of Gayer's friends, gave 
him five hundred dollars, they say, to 
get word to Gayer that his wife was 
dying. When Gayer, just about crazy, 
came in, Metz was waiting for him. 
When those old boys what framed the 
Constitution mentioned it being un
lawful to inflict cruel and inhuman pun
ishment I figure they had cashin' in 
on mother love and the love of mar
ried people in mind. That's Metz. He's 
got so many crooks that now he thinks 
he's a kind of a Mountie-always gets 
his man. But I know what the 
Mounties-real man hunters-think of 
him. You'll notice he never gets a 

chance to work on their side of the 
border." 

"Do you think he'll �apture Grady ?" 
Flapjack asked. 

"Well, that's what he's here for. 
There's a five-thousand-dollar reward 
for Grady. Trouble with Mike Grady, 
he started something agio' the wrong 
crowd. When Mike shot Phil Sil
vester he was poppin' lead into money 
and influence." 

Most of those present knew the 
story. Grady had opened up some coal 
claims in a district that was later closed 
as a conservation measure. When the 
district · was reopened to entry, Grady 
was on the border ready to be first on 
the land. It was the only way he could 
cash in on the work he had already 
performed. And he would have won 
out, too, but for a fake row with sev
eral men that Silvester had planted 
on the trail to delay him. When Grady 
arrived on the land, Silvester was sit
ting there with a rifle across his knees. 
Grady had tackled a German machine
gun nest, single-handed, in France and 
one man with a rifle didn't seem like 
much. He shot Silvester, then gave 
him first aid. He packed him to the 
nearest cabin, then cleared out. At 
the cabin. Silvester was nursed back 
to life while a posse was rounding up 
Grady. Twice they had him cornered, 
but each time he shot his way out. It 
was noticed that he did not kill any one 
in the shooting. S�lvester, with re
venge in his heart •and money in his 
pocket, offered five thousand dollars' 
reward. Grady, broke, knew that he 
could put up a mighty poor legal battle 
with so much against him, and had 
become a phantom. His wife and four
year-old son lived· ten miles from Cold 
Deck. Watch had been kept at this 
cabin off and on, but Grady was too 
wise to visit it. Now Metz was com
ing to try his hand. And Metz usually 
succeeded. 
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Cold Deck greeted Metz curiously. 
Dad Simms ignored him, but Flapjack 
Meehan and his _partner, "Tubby" Wil
lows, gave him the courtesy usually ac
corded to visitors. "He don't do busi
ness our way," Tubby observed to 

· Flapjack, "but he ain't tromping on 
our toes none." 

"No," Flapjack admitted, "but just 
the same, the Christmas season is a 
poor time to pull a man hunt. Unless 
a man was positively dangerous, I'd 
make it a first-of-the-year job. How'd 
it be if Metz come dragging Grady in 
ironecl, or dead, the day before Christ
mas ? It'd kill Mrs. Grady, I'm afraid, 
and little Bobby Grady, young as he 
is, would never forget it." 

"But he hasn't started yet," Tubby 
answered, "and there's a lot of coun
try for Grady to hide in, and no man 
is going to squeal on him. Metz might 
have bribed one of Gayer's friends, but 
he'll be knocked into a cocked hat if 
he holds any money under the nose 
of some friend of Grady's."  

Metz was a dark, alert man, whose 
keen eyes were set a little too close · 
together. He had what Dad Simms 
called a "hair-trigger " smile. It was 
just a little too ready to be genuine. 
If he had any special method by which 
he expected to trap Grady, he did not 
mention it. He made a number of in
quiries that apparently had little to do 
with man hunting, then he dropped in 
on the editor of the Cold Deck Nugget. 
The latter was an cld-time newspaper 
man named Rainier. Unlike most news
paper men, he had made a small fortune 
in the game. A lover of the North, 
he elected to remain there ; doing what 
he could to boost the country that had 
given him comfort in his declining 
years. 

"I'm here to bag Grady," Metz be
gan, by way of becoming acquainted 
with the editor, "but there's plenty of 
time and, naturally, I want no pub
licity." This was a lie for Metz was 

a front-page hound if there ever was 
one. "It did strike me," he went on, 
"in view of the. Christmas week that 
is approaching, that we might make 
things interesting for the kiddies, the 
darling little kiddies. Why not, Mr. 
Rainier, arrange a half hour each night 
at your radio station for the exclusive 
use of the kiddies? Let them, say, go 
to the microphone and tell Santa Claus 
what they want him to bring them. The 
theory being, you understand, that 
Santa is listening in on the radio." He 
smiled. "The parents, listening in, will 
naturally enjoy hearing their children's 
voices on the aiti. It's good business 
for you and will bring no end of hap
piness. Each night, say, you can broad
cast the list of children who will speak 
the following night." 

The editor nodded solemnly. " That 
is a good idea, Mr. Metz, I think per
haps I'll carry it out. Of course, I'll 
give you credit for it." 

"Please, don't !"  Metz protested. " I  
don't care t o  cash i n  on that sort of 
thing. It's just a little idea that oc
curred to me. If I can be of any as
sistance, why--" 

"You can't tell a few bedtime stories 
for kids, can you ?'' Rainier inquired. 

Metz thought fast. " Sure, I can ! "  
"Good, figure up something. Come 

around to-morrow night. We're going 
to have a Christmas tree this year as 
usual." 

"Don't ask me to be Santa Claus," 
said Metz hastily-almost too hastily, 
in fact, for he noticed that the editor 
looked up quickly. 

Rainier answered, with a smile, 
"Well, Mr. Metz, you're hardly the 
build for Santa Claus, and we have a 
man right here in Cold Deck who's 
pretty much in demand. His name is 
Tubby Willows. Have you met him 
yet?" 

· "Yes--at the New Deal Cafe ! 
Genial , but a bit-ah-slow-witted, is 
he nQt ?" 
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"Some have made the mistake of 
thinking so," the editor answered. 

They parted with smiles. But it was 
the editor who was the most thought
ful. "One of two things," he mut
tered, "either he's the salt of the earth 
or-just what's his game ? I notice he 
didn't want to be Santa Claus."  

Metz continued to smile as  he hur
ried down the street. "So far, so 
good !" 

The New Deal Cafe, obeying the de
mands of the time, boasted a radio re
cervmg set. Tubby Willows had be
come a distance hound. All kinds of 
noises came from the set when Tubby 
began fumbling with the dials, but this 
was always done when no one was 
around. When others were present for 
the purpose of enjoying a program, 
Tubby was one of those rare souls 
who tuned in on a good station and 
let it ride instead of jumping all over 
the air. 

The local programs were always 
tuned-in on as a matter of civic pride. 
But on this particular night Tubby not 
only tuned-in with exceeding care, but 
also called in his partner, Flapjack. 
"Metz is going to broadcast, Flapjack," 
he explained, "and he don't look like 
a bird that cares a hang for kids. He 
looks .like a man who'd pat a little kid 
on the head and call him sweet names 
when company was around, then knock 
him end over end the moment they 
were alone. Of course, I may be wrong. 
Two heads are better than one, so that's 
why I'm dTagging you in to hear a bed
time story." 

"Eeek! Yeeeow!" cried the loud 
speaker, then : "Good evening, kiddies, 
this is your Uncle Dan speaking! Your 
old uncle has j ust come down from the 
north pole, and who do you suppose 
he saw there-Santa Claus ! Santa is 
working hard this year, kiddies, because 
there are so many places he has to go. 
Now, he wants you to do him a favor. 

He wants all of you to come down to 
the Cold Deck Nugget studio and talk 
into the radio and tell him just what 
you want. I saw his workshop and 
he has a loud speaker right on his 
workbench so he can hear what his 
little friends say, while he keeps on 
working on toys. Now, you can't all 
come at once, so those of you whose 
last names begin with A, B, C, D, or 
E, will come to-morrow night. The 
next night we'll take those whose names 
begin with F, G, H, I, J, and K. Now, 
think hard so that you will be ready 
to talk to Santa. And, listen, he told 
me he was coming down }o Cold Deck 
on Chris-tmas Eve to greet you-all, so 
all you kiddies plan to be at the school
house Christmas Eve. Now, I 'll tell 
you a story about the cross Q}d black 
bear and the festive skunk. Once upon 
a time there was a cross old black bear 
who lived in a hollow cedar snag. 
About a hundred yards from the snag 
there ran a fine creek. Now, at cer
tain seasons of the year salmon came 
up to this creek, and the old black 
bear, being hungry, would go down to 
the creek and knock the salmon out 
with one swipe of his paw ; then he 
would wade back to the shore and eat 
them. Most of you Alaska kidclies 
have seen bears do this. 

"It so happened that living near this 
trail was a festive skunk named Cas
per. Now, Casper was the father of 
a large family and they kept him busy 
bringing in food . Tired from many 
hours' search for food, Casper was 
coming up the trail one day when who 
do you suppose he saw ?" 

It was at this break that Flapjack 
nudged Tubby Willows. A little hal f
breed boy who sometimes played around 
the cafe was standing behind them. In 
the vernacular of the day, he was "eat
ing it up !" Every muscle was tense, 
his bright eyes were worried for he 
knew that the skunk and the bear were 
about to meet and he knew also that 
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the bear was cross. Without doubt the 
youngster was pulling for the hard
working skunk. 

"It takes a master hand and a fine 
voice to hold a kid's attention like that," 
Flapjack whispered. 

Tubby nodded. "Maybe we're wrong 
about this man Metz. Still, Dad Simms 
knows him." 

The voice from the loud speaker re
sumed. "Standing in the middle of 
the trail was the bear. He let forth 
a low growl as he saw Casper. Casper 
stopped, tail erect, beady eyes shining. 
The bear was in an angry mood. He 
was hungry, and he did not want to 
go through the thick brush to reach 
the creek. He came closer and closer, 
his teeth bared, a terrible roar com
ing from his throat. And then-what 
do you suppose happened ? Remember, 
children, Casper, like most skunks, 
would give way to no other animal. 
What do you suppose happened ?" 

The little breed boy was pop-eyed. 
"Why, the bear remembered that a 

skunk can not be bluffed and so he 
stepped into the brush and let Casper 
walk safely by." Came a pause, then. 
"Now, bow your little heads and we 
will have a good-night prayer. 'Now 
I lay me down to sleep-' " Metz sang 
in a soft, pleasant voice and the little 
breed boy, carried away by it all, bowed 
his head and with folded hands, 
listened. 

There were other listeners that night 
besides Flapjack Meehan, Tubby Wil
lows, the little breed boy, and the chil
dren. A broad-shouldered man of 
medium size, heavily bearded, and with 
eyes containing the alert light of the 
hunted, crouched close to a small set, 
earphones clamped tightly over his 
ears. A small fire burned in the center 
of the shelter he had made, and the 
smoke circled through a hole in the 
top, Indian fashion. The shelter it
self consisted of boughs and sod hastily 

thrown up. Falling snow covered i t  
all ; and there was not a track leading 
to the place, for the man only left this 
refuge when snow was falling rapidly 
enough to cover his trail. A half  dozen 
ptarmigan hung from a peg in the 
wall ; near by were a ,dozen frozen 
moose steaks. 

"The kids' hour," he muttered, "how 
I love it ! I 'd give ten years of my 
life to hold little Bobby in my arms 
for a minute-ten years for a minute 
and worth the price ! Listen-there's 
the bedtime story. What a big-hearted 
man Uncle Dan must be ? Bobby lis
tening i n !  I know it I I made the set 
before I got into the Silvester mess ! 
Bobby will be worried about that skunk. 
Uncle Dan has made even a skunk at
tractive. If the lad only knew that 
things come out all right for kids. If  
things only broke right for grown-ups ! 
Ah ! The bedtime prayer. I taught 
Bobby that prayer and I know he's 
shutting his eyes and I can see Grace 
looking down on him with that look a 
mother always has for her children. 
And I 'm away from it all !" He closed 
his eyes tightly, but the tears trickled 
through. 

He reflected on the past. He was 
morally right in every step he had 
taken. Silvester had tricked him out 
of the coal property. Broke, he could 
not have ousted Silvester by process 
of law. Yes, he made a mistake by his 
direct action, but they'd taught him 
that in the army-to go get 'em. He 
had made a mistake when he shot his 
way through the posse. But he had 
taken good care not to kill. His bullets 
had kept them ducking ; they had 
hunted cover. It was the sort of fight
ing he had learned Over There. And 
he had nicked a deputy marshal. In 
that, he was wrong. As for the rest, 
he had no regrets except that it kept 
him from Grace and Bobby. He had 
served a hundred sentences in the sep
aration. And how they had hunted him 
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at times-like a dog ! Silvester money 
back of it. He knew that, for he had 
in his possession a notice : 

FIVE THOUSAND DOLLARS 
REWARD ! 

Five thousand dollars will be paid for the 
arrest of William Johnson Grady, wanted for 
attempted murder. This is applicable to others 
as well as police officers. 

p •• IL SILVESTER. 

And what could a man who was 
dead broke do against Silvester money ? 
I f  he could get out of the country, 
why-- But every port was watched. 
He could only dodge and trust for a 
favorable break. Anything to avert 
Bobby's seeing his father dragged from 
the wilderness in irons. And yet what 
wouldn't he risk to hold the little fel
low in his arms for a moment · and to . , 
wh1sper to Grace that all would be well 
some time. They were going to permit 
the children to tell Santa Claus what 
they wanted. Perhaps he would hear 
Bobby's voice. Yes, he was sure Grace 
would see to that I His lad's childish 
voice, filled with faith, leaping the track
less, snow-bound land, finding his 
father's ears-something man had not 
succeeded in doing. Not to-morrow 
night, but the next, would they reach 
those children whose names began with 
G. T'he hours would drag. 

In Cold Deck, Metz had returned to 
his room. It was a warm, steam-heated 
room, built to accommodate the tourists 
who came through the country. The 
old-timers avoided steam heat when 
possible. It seemed as if they caught 
cold in rooms so heated. Metz re
laxed. Presently he rang for food. 
There was a vast contrast between the 
surroundings of Metz and Grady this 
night. Presently Metz wrote ; 

DEAR SILVESTER : I have investigated thor
oughly. I find that Grady is somewhere in 
the back country with little chance of be
ing captured until spring unless strategy is 
resorted to. Things are progressing favor
ably. I find Grady is wrapped up in his son. 

I have also learned that he is a radio fan 
and 1 half believe some one is keeping him 
posted by radio in some manner. To-night 
I pulled the kid stuff. I'm kindly old Uncle 
Dan, and before I left the studio messages 
were coming in approving of my stuff. Yes 
S ilvester, things are looking up. Incidentall;, 
the entire country is watching my efforts to 
capture Grady, as the matter has previously 
attracted some attention because of the un
usual details. 

I half expected to have Willows and 
M�ehan as rivals. They have quite a repu
tation as man hunters, but they seem not in
terested. 

With best wishes and assuring you that I 
will soon tum over our man to the author-
ities, METz. 

Metz sealed, addressed, and mailed 
the envelope. 

The following day he sauntered into 
the New Deal Cafe for lunch. Tubby 
was overhauling a Santa Claus outfit. 

"Getting ready for the Christmas do
ings, Mr. Willows ?" 

"Yeah. Can't disappoint the kids " 
said Tubby, and went on with his work. 
Metz, however, l ingered and learned 
further details, particularly the time 
of Santa's arrival. Then he seated him
self and motioned to a waitress. 

Grace Grady and little Bobby had 
listened in just as Bill had figured they 
would. She had heard the announce
ment that children could send their 
voices to the north pole where Santa 
Claus would be listening in. "Can I, 
mama ?" Bobby had asked instantly. 
Gradually the news had been broken 
to the lad that Santa might not be able 
to find the humble cabin out of Cold 
Deck. Now the lad saw a chance, 
young as he was, to avoid such a dis
aster. Grace Grady suffered as only 
a parent can suffer on such occasions. 
"Can I, mama ?" the boy repeated. 

"Yes," she said at last. Her thoughts 
had suddenly taken flight, moved with 
the swiftness of radio itself and cen
tered on the man wandering somewhere 
in the white vastness that was the moun
tain range between Cold Deck and the 



48 WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE 

Pacific Ocean. "I wonder if  he would 
hear ; if his set is working. He once 
said that if anything went wrong to 
broadcast it and he would come in. 
Would it cheer him to hear Bobby's 
voice ? Yes," she suddenly repeated, 
"we'll go, Bobby. It won't be our turn 
to-morrow night, but the night after." 

"And will we see Uncle Dan ?" 
"Yes, we'll see Uncle Dan," the 

mother promised. 
Metz was ahl smiles when Grace and 

Bobby timidly entered the studio. The 
boy's big eyes filled with wonder and 
curiosity as he looked upon the "Uncle 
Dan" who told such wonderful stories. 
Metz had known that M rs. Grady 
would come. She would come to please 
the boy, and, perhaps, knowing Bill had 
a receiving set, she mtght come for 
personal reasons. There she was, nev
ertheless, proud, no doubt, that her 
boy was above the average ; worried 
over the disappointment that awaited 
him if he asked too much ; wondering 
if Bill would hear ; if Bill were alive, 
evt:n. 

It was an interesting study in hu
man emotions for one of Metz's type. 
"Don't ask for too much, Bobby," she 
said. "You know Santa has so many 
little boys to look after." She smiled, 
then bit her lip. Her eyes glistened. 

Metz closed the door behind them, 
but there was a glass partition which 
permitted the visitor to see what was 
going on and, incidentally, lent confi
dence to the boy because he could see 
his mother. "Now, Bobby, listen to 
your Uncle Dan," he said, patting the 
boy on the shoulder. "You tell Santa 
Claus to bring something to mother, 
and to daddy too !" He watched sharply 
to note the effect of the mention of 
daddy's name. 

"My daddy's gone," Bobby said. 
"Oh, that's too bad. Suppose we 

ask Santa Claus to bring daddy with 
him this year ? It would only take a 
minute because reindeer trave!l fast, 

Bobby. Now, tell me what you are 
going to say, then we'll fix it so you 
can tell Santa Claus. It's almost 
like a telephone, Bobby." 

Bobby repeated his request several 
times, then Metz spoke into the trans
mitter. "It will soon be the night be
fore Christmas when all through the 
house, not a creature was stirring, not 
even a mouse. Remember those old 
days, the days of our youth, old folks ? 
Now our children are growing up, too. 
Remember how we used to gather 
around the fireplace and carefully hang 
up our stockings in the hope that Saint 
Nicholas would soon be there ? Father 
in his easy-chair, smoking his pipe, 
mother darning socks, and we kids 
playing around. Once again the great 
day is here, and our own children are 
sending word to Santa to-night by 
radio. Once more we'll be by the old 
fires, but now we are the grown-ups. 
The first kiddie to speak to Santa Claus 
to-night will be Master Bobby Grady. 
Now, Santa, be sure and remember 
what Bobby says. All ready, Bobby ?" 

The man crouched in the snow
covered hut, in the back country al
most ceased to breathe. Every nerve 
was strained to the utmost. "Yes, 
Bobby dear," he whispered, "Santa is 
listening. If  you only knew how hard 
he is listening !" 

Then the childish voice came through 
the air, even the excited intake of the 
breath came distinctly. "Santa Claus, 
my mama said not to ask for much be
cause you have to go to so many places."  

"God ! "  The man in  the snow spoke 
from a tortured soul. 

"Santa, I want a pup, a train that 
goes when you wind it, and-and
bring mama a coat ; and-and---1 f you 
see my daddy bring him along-too. 
And-that's all . "  

"A pup," Grady repeated, "a train 
that goes when you wind it, and a coat 
for mama. Yes, Gra�e. poor girl, prob
ably needs a coat. That coat was some-
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thing she would have had if  I'd re- · 
located those coal claims. And-Bobby 
wants me. My little boy-God ! Please 
let me take him in my arms once more 
-please-God !" • 

When Bobby left the room, Metz 
stepped to the transmitter and added a 
note of his own. "Yes, Santa, be sure 
to remember little Bobby. He's not 
been feeling well lately and we can't 
disappoint him. The next little boy is  
Johnny LeDuc. Come on, Johnny, step 
right up and tell Santa all about it. 

Another man was listening intently 
that night when little Bobby Grady 
broad casted his request. "A pup, eh ? 
A train that goes, eh ! By gosh, he'll 
get 'em ! "  Tubby Willows' jaws almost 
clicked. "And Metz, eh ? Law or no 
law, he's as dirty as they make 'em. 
For five thousand dollars he's playing 
on a father's heart and a child's belief 
in Santa. Well, he'll not get that five 
thousand." Tubby was thoughtful. 
"No use in avoiding the issue, Grady's 
got to stand trial. What's the matter 
with my collecting that five thousand, 
so long as some body's going to ? Metz 
is figuring on Grady's love for his boy 
bringing him to their cabin and he's 
planning to be there. Well, so'll I I" 

Tubby Willows was very much in 
evidence the day before Christmas. A 
gang of men had mushed out and cut 
a fine Christmas tree and erected i t  
in  the schoolhouse. Most o f  the chil
dren were ready hours before the time 
to appear. The continuous darkness, 
except for a very brief period, made 
the time seem unusually long to the 
youngsters. Tubby checked over the 
presents. He knew every child in the 
vicinity of Cold Deck, and he was see
�ng to it that each one got what he 
wanted, i f  possible. 

Metz, also, was checking up. As 
Uncle Dan, a number of children had 
asked that he be present at t'he Christ
mas tree. He promised them that he 

wo.uld "try." Midday found Grace 
Grady and Bobby mushing over the 
trail for Cold Deck. Tubby Willows 
had invited them to be guests of the 
New Deal Cafe. That insured them 
a number of good meals while in town, 
and Tubby had a strong suspicion that 
Grace Grady had missed several during 
the winter. She was a proud young 
person and assisting her was a difficult 
matter. 

Metz had chanced to pass them as 
he headed for their home. He had 
stepped aside to avoid answering ques
tions and possibly arousing suspicion. 
A wave of doubt surged through him. 
Could it be that Bill Grady had visited 
his family ahead of time ? Probably 
not. Either he had not come in, or 
he was dead, or possibly he had not 
heard the radio broadcasting his son's 
message. "That broadcasting was 
worth taking a chance on and got me 
a lot of popularity," said Metz com
placently. "When they get next to the 
real reason, it'll be different. But
the fools !" 

He carefully circled the Grady cabin 
at a distance of a mile. No tracks 
led in and none led out except those 
of mother and son. He noticed that 
the lad had walked for a hundred yards 
up a steep hiU-evidently the Grady 
dogs were not in the best condition. 
Metz entered the cabin without hesita
tion. From his pocket he took a piece 
of heavy paper which was a silhouette 
of Grace Grady's head. This he pasted 
to the curtain. He then arranged a 
chair and book near it, and lighted the 
lamp. Then he stepped outside to sur
vey his work. It looked as if Mrs. 
Grady were reading and her profile 
cast a shadow on the curtain. This 
done, Metz drew his automatic pistol ; 
again assured himself that it was in 
working order, then made him set f com
fortable to wait. It might be for one 
hour or for five. He imagined that 
if Grady came at all it would be early. 
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He would be afraid to remain long and 
would therefore come early in order to 
find his son awake. Presently Metz 
picked up a book and began to read, 
but his ears were alert for the slightest 
sound. 

Bill Grady moved down the valley 
with the silence of drifting mist. He 
kept to the ridges, watching the valleys 
in the gloom of the winter day, and 
as he drew near the cabin his caution 
redoubled. He finally sighted the light 
and a thrill swept through his being. 
"Home ! Christmas Eve ! "  For a mo
ment he was off guard, but caution 
came with a rush. He resisted the de
sire to race to the light. There might 
be watchers. He began to circle, mov
ing carefully, watching the snow for 
signs of a track. It was agony, that 
light ; so near, yet so far. Christmas 
Ev�and hunted ! A slight movement 
in the brush caused him to whirl, 
crouching. But it was only snow fall
ing from a leafless limb. He breathed 
once more, and · then--

" Put up your hands, Grady. Don't 
try to escape. You're in the open. I 'm 
under cover and I 've got a six-gun on 
you." The voice was cool, decisive, with 
a · familiar note that he could not quite 
place. "Come closer. That's it ! Keep 
your hands up !" 

"Santa Claus ! "  Grady gasped. "Santa 
Claus packing a six-gun. That's a new 
one !" 

"Where's your gun ?" 
"Here I A little farther over and 

you'll feel the butt. It's not loaded. 
I didn't want to-kill. I don't want 
to kill any time. I won't on Christmas 
Eve ! "  

Santa Claus threw back his hood and 
jerked off his whiskers. "Tubby Wil
lows !" Grady cried. "I can't figure 
you hunting-me ! Listen, Tubby, it's 
Christmas ! I came in to see my boy. 
Don't let him see me ironed. I 'll prom
ise by all the oaths known to man not 

to try any funny business, if you'll 
just let me see him, then take me out 
of town." 

"That's what I came for !"  
"I want to hold him-tight !  It's 

funny, and you can't understand, but 
it seems as if my arms fairly cried 
to hold him at times. I had to come 
in. You see, I heard him ask for me 
over !'he radio and-he's sick. Uncle 
Dan said so." 

"Uncle Dan is Metz !" Tubby an
swered. 

"Metz-that bloodhound! I wish I 'd 
loaded my gun. Tubby, can't I run 
over ?'' 

"Your wife is at Cold Deck !" Tubby 
answered. 

"But-I can see her shadow against 
the window !" cried Grady. Suspicion 
flashed into his eyes as he pointed to 
the profile. 

"That's something I can't explain," 
Tubby answered. "I know she's in 
town ! And I know that shadow hasn't 
moved. How much nerve have you 
got ?" 

"Enough for anything that's neces
sary for me to see Bobby !" Grady an
swered quickly. 

"Thefre laying for you at your 
cabin, and you'll be recognized any
where along the trail or in town, Grady. 
You've got to play Santa Claus. You're 
about my size-not so fat, but a few 
pads will fix that. I 've got everything 
ready ! "  

The pair worked swi ftly. Tubby led 
the way to a secluded spot, where se
cured to a tree were four reindeer 
shipped down from one of the Eskimo 
herds. They were harnessed to a sleigh 
loaded with presents. "I'll drive those 
deer to camp, · but you'll have to drive 
'em from there to the schoolhouse. I 'll 
be hangin' around ready to help you 
out. And don't forget you're my pris
oner and I'm paroling you. Word of 
honor ?" 

"Word of honor !" 
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"Presents are all marked, and don't 
forget that while you're Santa Claus 
to  the · kids you're Tubby Willows to 
the grown-ups. I guess that's all."  

Two hours later a cheer went up 
from the miners standing on Cold 
Deck's main street. Santa Claus had 
arrived, and he was only fifteen minutes 
late. They saw him drive on to the 
schoolhouse, which was brilliantly 
lighted and packed with children and 
their parents. Scores of dog teams 
waited about to take the crowd home 
when the entertainment ·was over. 
There were several snarls and lunges 
as the reindeer galloped past, for wolves 
have ever chased caribou and dog and 
deer are first cousins to wolves and 
caribou. The instinct of the chase is 
there. 

Grady, in the garb of Santa Claus, 
walked out on the ph1tform of the 
schoolhouse. An iron nerve was to 
carry him through. Tubby Willows 
wouid have changed his voice ; so did 
Grady. That and his disguise reduced 
the element of risk. His eyes eagerly 
roved round the room and finally found 
Bobby. Hungrily he looked upon his 
son, then he began calling the children 
by name and handing out presents. And 
every little while he would take a 
youngster on his lap, thus paving the 
way for what was to come. 

"Bobby Grady ! Is Bobby here ?" 
Beaming with excitement, Bobby 

slipped from his seat. His  mother fol
lowed to lend him her support, for 
Santa Claus was holding a

· 
Malemute 

pup as big as Bobby. Besides that there 
was a train-a train that would run ! 

"Bobby, my boy, Bobby !" Santa 
whispered the words and clutched the 
lad to his breast. Wonderingly, Bobby 
looked up. His eyes met Santa's and 
slowly the strong arms relaxed. Grace 
Grady was standing near. "Grace !"  
Santa whispered. "Easy-girl ! Your 
control is perfect. I f  I could only take 
you in my arms for a moment ! Here, 

take the pup !" His hand closed over 
hers for an instant and in the pres
sure was a renewal of eternal love and 
loyalty. 

"BilL Oh, Bill, take care of your
sel f !  I can't bear the thought of see
. ing you in irons-nor to have Bobby 
see you so. Five thousand is so much 
money, Bill, and Silvester is so re
lentless." Grace whispered these words 
anxiously as she helped Bobby to take 
the dog ; then she passed on to make 
room for the next child. 

Bobby looked into his mother's eyes. 
"\Vhy did Santa Claus cry, mama ?" 
he said softly. His big, expressive eyes 
were demanding a reason. 

"Bobby, · Santa Claus mushed so fast 
to-night that the snow hurt his eyes. 
He'll be all right in the morning
yes, he'll surely be safe in the morn
ing." 

Presently Santa Claus was gone. 
Lightly he chuckled ; joy welled from 
the depths of his heart, for he had 
once more held fast his own. "A 
Merry Christmas to you-all and to all 

·-good night !" he had cried, as he 
vanished · from sight. 

A mile from town he stopped the 
reindeer. A short, . heavy figure step
ped from the brush. "You made it, 
Grady ?" 

"Yes ! Aren't kids nice and warm, 
Tubby, specially your own kids ? Bobby 
-I could feel the heat of him clear 
to my heart. And Grace-she knew. 
Well, Tubby, what next ?" 

"You can't beat the game, Grady. 
You've got to stand trial. There is 
justice, and you'll find it in the North, 
with the help of a good lawyer. And, 
besides, I want the five-thousand-dol
lar reward for a special reason." 

They swung toward the United States 
marshal's office. Tubby entered. "I 'm 
here to claim that check that Phil Sil
vester left. Ju�t write tTubby Wil
lows' name in the blank space. Here's 
Bill Grady, and we're starting to-night 
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for Valdez, with your permission. 
There's a good lockup there and that's 
where he'll be tried." 

The marshal handed Tubby the check 
and the authority. Then, with Flap
jack and the Meehan-Willows Male
mutes on the sled, they set-off for the 
long mush. At Grady's cabin, Tubby 
swung a·side.. "Might as well come 
along, Bill, and see the fun." H e  
knocked. Metz opened the door, gun 
in hand. "Hello, Metz, you might just 
as well call it a day. I captured Grady 
early this evening. The reward has 
been paid." 

"Yes," said Grady, "and get out o f  
m y  house, Metz 1 Willows has told m e  

of the sneaking plan you had. It would 
have worked but for him." 

Metz was stunned. Five thousand 
dollars li fted right from under his nose. 
He stepped out into the night and the 
crisp air felt good on his hot cheeks. 

"I'm ready," said Bill Grady, after 
a glance about the familiar cabin. 

"Just a minute," said Tubby, "I'm 
indorsing this check over to your wife 
-it might come in handy when you 
hire the lawyer." Tubby indorsed the 
check and tucked it in the toe of Mrs. 
Grady's stocking, which was hanging 
ready near the chimney because Bobby 
was certain Santa wouldn't " forget 
mama." 

THE RADIO AND BARLEY 

R
ADIO waves make plants .grow, says the chairman of the Federal Radio 

Commission, under whose direction a crop of barley was planted beneath the 
towers of the high-power radio station at Arlington, Virginia, to fertilize the 
soil for subsequent gardening. The barley rapidly grew so high that a man 
walking through it would be lost to view. "This," says Admiral Bullard, "was 
undoubtedly caused by the electric energy released from the waves due to the 
vibrations between the lofty antenn� and the ground." A similar effect has for 
some years been obtained by a large American fruit concern that uses electric 
currents to control the degree of ripeness of various kinds of fruit for the 
market. 

DO YOU WANT A BUFFALO? 

T HE Interior Department has announced that buffalo for zoo or other exhibi
tion purposes or for slaughter may be obtained from the.Yellowstone National 

Park. The herd, which normally should number eight hundred and fifty animals, 
has increased to such proportions recently that there is a considerable surplus. 
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Synopsis of Preceding Chapters 
BOB BANNISTER, newly arrived cowboy, resembles The Maverick, a bandit "wanted" for murder 

and robbery. Florence Marble, owner of the Half Diamond Ranch, engages hlw for some 
unspecltled duties. He helps to free her young cousin, Howard, from debt to Sydney Cromer, 
president of a new irrigation project, and arouses the latter's enmity. Sheritf Campbell boldly inti· 
mates to Bannister that be Is The Maverick, but gets no satisfaction. • 

Bannister gets a hostile reception from Hayes, Half Diamond foreman. Florence asks Bannister 
to befriend Howard and watch her Interests. The neighboring ranchers Interview Florence regard· 
ing her Interest In the Irrigation project. She defends it and oll'ends them. HaTing invested In 
the development, Bannister visits the Marble Town headquarters with Howard, and overbears Link, 
one of Hayes' men, reporting to Cromer. Bannister 1s set upon and e11eapes, believing be bas shot 

Link. He and Howard ride oft' furiously. 

CHAPTER XI. 

A THREAT. 

�;;;;;�:-;, HEN they reached the 
ranch and were looking 
after their horses, Ban
nister told Howard· about 
the ·fight in the dark and 
gave it as his opinion that 

two of Cromer's men had seen him 
peering in the office window and had 
attacked. They must have known who 
he was, or they wouldn't have fired. 
Undoubtedly the irrigation head, eager 
to get him, had given orders to certain 
of his henchmen to do the job if they 

had the chance. The :firing, of course, 
brought out Cromer and Link, the 
other two had shouted his name, or 
Link had seen .him in the dim light 
from the window, and opened up. 

"Anyway, I hit him, for I recognized 
his shout, and now, I suppose, there'll 
be the devil to pay," he finished. "May 
gum up the works. More'n likely 
Campbell will be hot footing it down 
here ; Cromer'II want to know why I 
was looking in his window, and he'll 
know that I heard what he said about 
getting me, and who he thinks I am� 
dog-gone if I don't believe. it's a mess !" 

"Why so ?" Howard asked. "They 
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were shooting at you first ; and I don't 
believe Cromer'll want anything said 
about the window part of it because 
you heard him tell Link to get you 
down here any way he could. How's 
Cromer going to explain why he wants 
you bored ?" 

"Well, there's somethin�t in that," 
Bannister conceded. " But, on the other 
hand, he can deny he ever said any such 
thing, an' how'm I going to prove he 
did ?" 

"Didn't I see 'em blazing away at 
you ?" Howard countered. "Still thai 
doesn't prove anything, either. We'll 
have to wait an' see. Let's grab a 
wink. We'll sleep in the house, so 
they can't surprise us in the bunk house 
if they come." 

Bannister thought that a good idea, 
and they stole into the big living room 
where Howard d ropped upon the sofa 
·ando Bannister took one o f  the .huge 
easy-chairs. 

But no one came, and Florence found 
them there, sound asleep, in the morn
ing. The pair avoided mention of the 
shooting of Link and talked evasively 
of their visit to the irrigation town. 
No, they hadn't seen Cromer, as he was 
in Prairie City. Yes, the bank building 
was coming fine. Yes, everything was 
going good. 

Something in the manner and tone of 
their casual replies aroused Florence· 
Marble's curiosity and fed her suspi
cions. 

"I know I" she exclaimed in triumph. 
"You two have been gambling ! Did 
you lose much ?" 

"Not a thing ! "  sang Bannister, with 
a sly wink at Howard. 

After breakfast they went out to the 
bunk house. · 

"I don't understand," said Bannis
ter. "You'd think Campbell would 
come down, wouldn't you ? Or some
body ? I never like it when it's quiet. 
I hate mystery. What would they do 
with Link if he isn't dead ?" 

"Isn't whatf" This f rom old Jeb 
White, who had suddenly appeared in 
the doorway. 

"We heard Link was shot up in 
Marble last night," Bannister answered 
casually. "Was wondering what they'd 
do with him if he was just wounded." 

''They'd take him to the company 
hospital," said Howard. "They've got 
a place where they take care of their 
men who are hurt." 

"Waal, horns of Hades I" old Jeb 
cried. "If he's j ust hurt my day's ru
ined, even i f  the sun's shining. That 
little black-faced double crosser ought 
to have been wearing more holes in his 
hide than a Swiss cheese long ago. 
How come ?" 

"No one's come down this morning 
wi.th the details," Bannister replied, 
avoiding an explanation. "Maybe this 
is somebody now." 

They hurried to the door in response 
to the thundering of hoofs, and saw 
that somebody, indeed, had come. It 
was the foreman, "Big Joe" Hayes. He 
spotted Bannister at once. literally 
leaped from the saddle, flinging his 
reins to Jeb White, and confronted him 
just outside the bunk-house door. 

" So ye tried to knock him off, eh ?" 
His eyes were bloodshot, his thick lips 
drawn inward, rage was in every inch 
of him. 

"Off what ?" Bannister d•rawled. "A 
fence ?" 

"You're sharp, you damned spy," 
Hayes roared. . "You shot Link up 
there last night." 

"Did I kill him ?" Bannister inquired 
suddenly. 

This infuriated Hayes beyond reason. 
He flung his huge bulk forward with 
extraordinary agility for so large a man. 
But Bannister's side step was quick and 
sure as a cat can whirl. He went un
der Hayes' rush, met it with an upper
cut to the jaw. This merely snapped 
his opponent's head back a bit. And as 
Bannister went through, a huge arm 
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caught him and hurled him backward 
several feet. 

Howard was jumping about excitedly, 
and J eb White was leaning with his 
hands on his knees, his eyes shining, 
his mouth wide open. 

Hayes rushed again. This time Ban
nister did not try to hit him. He 
danced away. Hayes swung wide and 
so viciously that he threw himself off 
his .balance. It was Bannister's oppor
tunity. H e  darted! i n  like a flash. 
Hayes saw the blow coming-a tremen
dous straight right-but he was not set 
to avoid it. It landed flush on his jaw, 
and he swayed and stood as if looking 
vacantly at some distant object. Next 
he was in the dust, sitting there, with 
his hands on the ground behind him, a 
silly smile on his face as if he had j ust 
that moment thought of something 
funny. 

But in another moment the smile was 
gone, and the eyes were darting hate. 
He rose slowly, leaning to the left, and 
as his right hand came up off the 
ground, Bannister's voice spoke sharply : 

"Now, don't try that !" 
Hayes glared as he saw that Bannis

ter had drawn leisurely and was swing
ing his gun up and down. 

"I 'll try to get you for this," said 
Hayes, on his feet. 

"Well, my friend," Bannister 
drawled, "don't try too hard." 

Hayes stalked angrily around to the 
porch, and rapped loudly on the screen 
door. Florence Marble answered. 

"Where's 'Manley ?" he demanded 
gruffiy. His j aw was swelling. 

"I don't just know," Florence an
swered. "Your voice sounds kind of 
rough, Hayes ; why don't you try cough 
drops ?" . 

"I didn't come here for j okes, Miss 
Marble, but on mighty serious business. 
Since Manley ain't here, maybe you'll 
hear what I've got to say." 

"I'm always ready to talk to my fore
man, but I won't allow him to be the 

least disrespectful," she answered. 
"Come in." 

Hayes' manner now underwent a 
change. He removed his hat and sat 
down. Then he spoke seriously. 

"Miss Marble, Link was shot down 
up in Marble last night." 

"Link-shot ?" she asked m startled 
tones. 

"Shot down in the dark," he an
swered. "He's in the company's hos
pital up there. He may pull through." 

"Who did it, Haye s ?" she asked anx
iously. 

"That's it," he said somewhat 
eagerly. "We know, or they know up 
there, who did it. It was that new man, 
Bannister. He's had it in for Link 
ever since he got here. But Cromer 
won't let us do anything about it be
cause he thinks it might hurt your feel
ings or something." 

"I don't ·believe it !" she exclaimed 
emphatically. "Bannister was with 
Howard up there last night. "  

Hayes shrugged. "I suppose h e  was, 
but would that stop him being recog
nized ? The men don't like it, Miss 
Marble ; they think he's not all on the 
square. If he was anything at all, why 
did he take this job-if you can call it 
a job-acting as young Howard's 
chaperon ? That's no man's j ob." 

"That's enough !" said Florence 
sharply. "It's a man's job if he makes 
Howard the kind of a man I want him 
to be. And you just remember that he 
might have taken the job because I 
asked him and--" She paused, col
ored, and bit her lip. She couldn't tell 
any one what Bannister's job was. 
"No, I didn't mean that," she continued. 
"Later on, he may do something else ; 
but right now he's traveling with How
ard." 

"That may all be," said Hayes grimly, 
"tut the men are complaining. They're 
threatening to quit an' go to work on 
the project if you don't ditch him." 

"Then they can quit !" cried Flor-
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ence. "Are they and you coming down 
here to dictate to me how I 'll run this 
ranch and whom I'll employ ?" 

"I wouldn't say, ma'am," he said in 
a hard voice, rising and taking up his 
hat. "I _was merely tryiri' to tip you 
off." 

"Then you can go hack to your 
range !" she said, pointing to the door. 

He left without speaking. 
Florence hurried furiously out the 

porch and called for Howard. When 
he came she assailed him with rapid 
questions. 

"Did you see Link up there last 
night ?" she demanded. 

"No, I didn't," he answered. 
"Did Bannister see him ?" 
"I don't know if he did or not, for 

sure." 
"Well, Hayes is trying to tell me that 

Bannister shot Link," she said sternly. 
"And in the dark, at that. Do you 
know if he didr or not ?" 

"Can't say as I do," replied· the boy ; 
"but I know one thing. While I was 
getting the horses there were a power
ful lot of shots being fired at Bannis
ter. And I know another thing. This 
outfit don't like him because they're 
afraid of him-every last one of 'em! 
H e  just licked the tar out of Hayes, out 
in the yard, because when Hayes ac
cused him of shooting Link he 
started to kid him. Then Hayes made 
for him. He gave Hayes what he well 
an' goodi deserved an' pointed the way 
to the house with his gun. Hayes 
went." 

For a time Florence was silent. 
"Tell Bannister I want to see him-no, 
don't do that. Anyway, you can go 
now." 

"Bannister's worth the whole crew of 
them," was Howard's parting shot. 

Florence sat thinking. What kind o f  
a man had she hired ? He had the lure 
of an engaging personality. Next min
ute he was a raging, fighting demon. 
He had probably saved Howard's life 

against the gun terror, Le Beck. He 
had turned Howard from the treacher
ous saloon bars through sheer logic. He 
would do his j ob, she knew. 

And, deep in her heart, she believed 
he had shot Link. The thing that 
amazed her was the fact that she didn't 
seem to care t 

CHAPTER XII. 
SHORT-HANDED. 

BAN NI STER and Howard left soon 
afterward for a tour of the bad 

lands, that wilderness of twisted ridges, 
ragged gulches, "soap holes" with their 
treacherous sands, and timber patches 
which reached for miles below the ranch 
along Indian River. 

Howard led the way, explaining the 
various trails so that Bannister could 
become acquainted to some extent with 
the district. For all Bannister knew 
of it was the wide Marble Dome trail 
leading to the widest and best ford in 
the bad lands where he had first crossed. 
But Howard showed him many other 
fords and cross trails and one trail iri 
particular that led along the river un
der a hanging bank. They didn't fol
low this trail , as it was time to eat, the 
sun having crossed the zenith. 

"We'll go to 'Old' Luke's cabin," 
Howard announced. "There's few of 
'em that know where it is." 

So they went back within hal f a mile 
of the Marble Dome trail to where a 
huge cottonwood tree leaned out over 
the plain. Howard led the way in be
hind this tree and through a screen o f  
bushes. Here they came upon a dim 
trail that was well concealed. They f.ol
lowed it for about a mile and suddenly 
burst upon a small meadow at the far
ther end of which was a cold spring, 
by which stood a small cabin, a corral, 
and a three-sided horse shelter. 

"Old Luke once lived here alone," 
Howard explained, "and everybody 
thought that he rustled cattle." 
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They ate their lunch and then fol
lowed a trail across the river to the 
south side. Here they proceeded north
ward until they reached the big Marble 
Dome ford where they crossed again. 
Then they headed for the ranch. They 
had hardly arrived there when Manley 
came galloping in from the Dome 
Range. Florence came out on the porch, 
astonished, because Manley very seldom 
rode so furiously. He brought his 
horse to a rearing stop below the steps. 
Bannister and Howard came running . 

. "The men !" exclaimed Manley. 
"Every man's man of them has gone. 
North, I suppose, perhaps because they 
can get better wages up. there." 

"Hayes threatened that they might 
clio that this morning," Florence ex
plained. her face paling. 

"Well, he's gone with the rest of 
them," said Manley, bitterly. "There's 
something behind this besides more 
money for the men." 

"I reckon I 'm the cause of it, " said 
Bannister. "He doesn't want me here. 
He's made that clear. And we had 
some trouble this morning-a fight in 
the yard, and I licked him." 

" May be," said Manley, "but I can't 
help believing there's more to it than 
your being here. Anyway, we'll have 
to look after the stock till we can pick 
up a new crew. " 

"There's three of us to see that they 
don't stray too far," said Bannister, 
"and Old J eb can come along and 
cook." 

"Yeh, an' I sure kin do more'n thet," 
said Jeb, who had come up to find out 
what it was all about. "I'm still able 
to sit on a boss, an' I'm still able to 
ride one. So's there bein' only four of 
us, I 'lin help out on the range 'tween 
times. "  

"And meanwhile ,"  said Florence in a 
determined voice, "I'll ride to Prairie 
City and pick up what men I can. I 'm 
sure of getting a few, anyway, even if  
I ha.ve to ask them to come for a short 

time as a favor to me till we can fit out 
an outfit." 

"Just the thing !" Manley explained 
enthusiastically. "You can go up in the 
morning. Sure you can pick up some 
men ; you can do it better than I could. 
You ought to be a-ble to get a dnzen. 
I f  it wasn't for this irrigation business 
-us being for it and him being against 
it-we could borrow some hands from 
John Macy." 

. Florence shook her head. "We can't 
do that," she said. 

" You know, I 'm wondering," drawled 
Bannister, "if  there might not ·be some 
one who prevailed upon Hayes to en
tice the crew away." 

"What do you mean ?" asked Flor
ence, with a puzzled look. 

"I say, I 'm just wondering," Ban
nister replied. " Maybe, later on, we'll 
find out something." 

"Oh, you and your mysteries !" Flor
ence exclaimed, stamping her foot. "I 
like men who come right out in the 
open with -what they think." 

"That's all right, too," said Bannis
ter, li fting his brows, "but I'm not go
ing to make any accusations I can't 
back up. I just put that in because 
later you will recall the remark." 

"Well, we've had enough parley," 
said Manley impatiently ; "now let's 
get back to the cattle." 

"After this,  Bannister," said Flor
ence in a tone of annoyance, "if you 
can't tell me what you're talking about, 
don't try to confuse me with veiled 
hints and mysteries." 

Bannister bowed as she flounced into 
the house. 

"Would you m�nd my asking what 
you were driving at ?" asked !Manley 
later, when they were saddling in the 
barn. 

" Not a bit of it," Bannister replied, 
drawing him aside, "as long as it doesn't 
go any further. I think Cromer had a 
hand in it. I think he wants to bring 
pressure to bear on the Half Diamond 
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for personal reasons of his own. That's and then rode back to the house, well 
all I'll say." pleased with her day's work. 

He turned on his heel, leaving Man- "Hayes try to cripple me !" she ex-
ley with a thoughtful look on his face, claimed to Martha, her housekeeper. 
and went for his horse. "Why, I should have got rid of him 

In a few minutes the quartet was on long ago I" 
its way to Dome Range, where they ar- Manley was in rare good humor this 
rived at dusk. Jeb found the cook day. They now had a good emergency 
wagon in good order, with no supplies working force for the Dome Range, and 
or utensils missing, and went to work he sent the men he had borrowed back 
at once, preparing supper. Manley ar- to their stations in · the north and south. 
ranged the night watch shifts, and, de- He planned to take a trip in a day or 
spite the situation, they were cheerful two to pick up more men, leaving Ban
at supper. nister temporarily in charge. The lat-

"I'm going to bring down a couple ter already had successfully demon
of men from the north range to-mor- strated that he was a cowman from the 
row," Manley announced, "and a couple high heels of his boots to the crown of 
from the lower herd. So we won't be his Stetson, and he was more than ever 
awful bad off, after all. Miss Flo is a god in the eyes of Howard Marble. 
sure to bring back a few from Prairie This was the situation on the morn
City, and then I--" He stopped ing of the second day when Bannister 
short and looked keenly at Bannister. and Manley stared in surprise at a 
"Could you take charge of the outJfit whirling cloud of dust in the north. 
for a few days ? I 'mean, do you feel "What the--" began Manley. 
capable ?" "Those are your men coming back," 

"I reckon so," Bannister drawled. / Bannister told him mildly. "Remem
"Then you can take hold for a few ber I mentioned that there might be 

days, and I'll go out and rustle men somebody besides Hayes mixed up in 
and a foreman," said Manley. "Oh, this ?" 
we'll come out all right. It isn't so "The devil !" Manley exclaimed. 
hard to pick up a crew for such a ranch "Well, Hayes will never work on this 
as the Half Diamond. We've got too ranch again." 
good a reputation." "Don't worry," said Bannister with 

"I reckon so," Bannister said again. a cryptic smile. "He won't be with the 
Next morning Florence Marble was bunch. Anyway, Manley, it's just as 

off for Prairie City with the first faint well they don't see me. I 'll streak for 
light of dawn. Before noon, she had the ranch and tell Miss Marble. I've 
gathered nine experienced hands-all a reason in going back, too. Sure it's 
that were available in town. She stood your crowd ?" 
their dinner at the hotel and started "Sure as shootin'," Manley re
back with them right after the meal. sponded. "I could tell that mob of In
Several of them had no mounts, but dians just by their dust. All right, go 
she borrowed horses, as she could eas- ahead. And tell Miss Flo that if 
ily do, and they would get their remudas Hayes is with them I'm going to fire 
at the ranch. him and to pay him off. I reckon she 

They passed above the ranch house won't have any objections." 
and headed straight for the Dome. Bannister was off like a streak. It 
There she turned them over to Manley, all was as clear to him as day. Cromer, 
told him to look after the borrowed working hand in glove with Hayes, had 
horses and see that they were returned, told him to take the men away. Now 
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the men were coming back. Cromer 
would ride down to the Half Diamond 
ranch house and tell Florence that he 
had refused to hire the men, knowing 
that she needed them, and ha<L com
pelled them to return. Her foreman 
had been furious and ha<l refused to 
return. He was sorry. It was a well
laid scheme to further his interests in 
her favor. Bannister laughed outright 
and loped whistling into the yard. He 
reined in his horse. 

"Morning, ma'am," he said with a 
great sweep of  his hat as she came out 
on the porch, wearing a wondering look. 

"Well, did you come on business or 
just to pay a call ?" she said. She 
couldn't forget his innuendo the last 
time she had seen him. 

"Business," he sang cheerfully, dis
mounting. "And I am the bearer of 
good tidings. I ·bring a message of 
cheer, and later I shall make a predic
tion-a prediction, M iss Florence, 
which I would bet my horse, gun, and 
money belt will come true." 

"Stop that nonsense," she said with 
a pretty frown. "I know what your 
tidings are. The men have returned to 
the Dome." 

He arched his brows in mock sur
prise. "A mind reader a s  w e  1 as a 
rancheress !" he exclaimed. "Yes, they 
have returned, pack and parcel." 

"I 'll not take Hayes back !"  she said 
in a determined voice. 

"And Hayes will not be with them," 
he declared. 

"How do you know ?" she asked. 
"Oh, I might have known. You've 
seen them, of course." 

"No, I haven't seen t.hem--except 
coming in like a fury on their sturdy, 
and. I suspect, Half Diamond beasts," 
he said. "But I don't think he'll be 
with them because-well, because I 
don't think he'll be along." 

''Another mystery," she said disdain
fully. "I'll soon know without your 
help." 

"Are you interested in my .predic
tion ?" he asked in a plaintive voice. 

"If it has to do with my business," 
she returned. 

"Very well," he said complacently. 
"You will receive a visit, probably this 
very morning, from a Mr. Cromer, 
who will explain that he refuse<L to en
gage your men and sent them back be
cause he knew you needed them. He 
will say that your foreman was angry 
and quit, and he will express his sor
row because of the fact." 

Her face had1 flushed, and then set in 
stern lines. "Just what do you mean 
by that, Bannister ? You must not for
get that there are lines beyond which 
hands on this ranch cannot pass." 

"Exactly, Miss Florence," ;he said 
with a bow, "and that's why I 'm going 
to stop at this one. There I You see ? 
Dust on the north trail. I've got to 
look after my horse." 

He left bet staring northward where 
a golden streamer proclaimecL the ap
proach of a rider. 

CHAPTER XIII. 
"PRETTY WORK I" 

THE dust spiral lost its golden luster 
as horse and rider reached the top 

of the bench and dropped dow.n the 
winding road to the ranch house. They 
disappeared for a few moments around 
a bend, came into sight again, trotting 
through the wind-break, and then drew 
up in the yard near the porch. 

Cromer dipped his hat with a smile 
to Florence, slid out of the saddle, and 
called to Bannister. 

"Take my horse," he commanded 
abruptly. 

"I have a horse," Bannister returned 
innocently. 

Cromer halted on his way to the 
porch. "I say, aren't you working 
here-or do I have to put my horse up 
myself ?" 

"Oh, o-th !" drawled Bannister. "Put 
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him up. That's different. I thought 
you was trying to give· him to me. 
Sure I'll put him u,p, Mr. Cromer. 
Glad to do it. Take good care of him, 
too. See he's been ridden powerful 
hard. He'll need a blanket and: a rub
down-and he'll get it. Don't worry
go right in." 

Cromer bit his lip under his mus
tache, and glared. He was being made 
a fool of and insulted into the parga-in ; 
but there was no comeback because of 
the way in which Bannister had put it. 
He whirled on his heel and went up the 
porch, a smile of genuine pleasure 
routing the scowl. 

" Florence, you look prettier than any 
flower in your yard," he said, taking 
her hand. 

�'As a brazen flatterer, you are even 
more able than an engineer," she re
turned, although any one could have 
seen that she was pleased. "Come in, 
M r. Cromer." It  was noticeable that 
while at all times she addressed him by 
his last name, he invariably addressed 
her by her first. 

He tossed his hat on the table and 
dropped into an easy-chair. "Well, 
you may think it is  flattery, but it isn't," 
lhe protested. ''You are beautiful, and 
some day I 'm going to tell you j ust how 
beautiful you are, and how dear you 
are to me. But not to-day, Miss Spit
fire, for I see it is not the time, and._ 
we are both so busy." He laug�hed, and, 
to his unmitigated satisfaction, she 
laughed with him. 

"I didn't think you came here to tell 
me things like that," she observed. 

"I coul-d, though," he asserted. "I 
could tell 'em all day. What do you 
think I came down for ?" 

Florence remembered Bannister's 
prediction of this visit and his forecast 
as to its nature. Well, it was merely a 
guess on his part, and she couldn't by 
any means be sure. 

"I haven't the slightest idea," she 
told him. 

"I come with glad tidings-if you 
haven't heard," he said with a smile. 
Florence started, for Bannister also had 
stressed glad tidings at the start. "Your 
men are returning to work," he said 
impressively. 

"Yes, I heard they were seen coming 
back," she said. 

He seemed a bit set back at this, for 
it rather robbed his announcement of 
its drama. "They came up on the 
project and asked me for work, and, 
while I surely need men, I turned them 
down flatly." 

Florence nodded and waited expect
antly. 

"I could have used them," he went 
on, "but I realized that you needed 
them more than I did'. So I shooed 
'em home where they belonged." 

"That was very kind of you, M r. 
Cromer," said the girl soberly. 

He glowed with satisfaction. "Oh
nothing," he protested, with a d ramatic 
wave of the hand. "Florence, I'd d·o 
anything for you !" He paused for j ust 
the. proper interval. "But I 'm afraid I 
am also the bearer of bad news as well 
as good." His brow wrinkled wibh con
cern. 

She remembered again what Bannis
ter had predicted. Why, the interview 
was progressing j ust as he had said it 
would ! She could think of nothing to 
say to this at the moment, so remained 
passive, merely Hfting her brows a 
trifle. 

"You see," said Cromer, clearing his 
throat, "that foreman of yours, Joe 
Hayes, is accustomed to having his own 
w ay-you know ?" She nodded. 
"Well,"  he went on wryly, "he became 
very angry when I refused them work. 
Said they could make more money up 
there-which they couldJ.-and that I 
needed men, and why should I discrim
inate ?" 

" He was always bull-headed.," Flor
ence observed. 

"I started to tell him that his place 
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was here on the ranch and that, in any 
event, he and the others of the outfit 
should not quit, if they had to quit, un
til after the beef shipment. That's as 
far as I got. I never received such a 
cursing-well, I haven't received any 
cursings, to my face-in my life. He 
called me everything he could -think of. 
I took it all calmly and told him he was 
taking advantage of me because I 
couldn't, in my position, afford to get 
into a brawl with him." He paused' at 
this point. 

"And I see where you're right, M r. 
Cromer," she said with spirit. "I sup
pose he quit the outfit. Well, I would 
not have taken him back under any cir
cumstances." 

He stared at her a moment and then 
sighed with relief.  He even wiped a 
few imaginary drops of perspiration 
from his brow. "You don't know what 
a relief that is to me," he said. "I was 
afraid you might think I was in some 
way responsible for his quitting-that 
I kept him and sent the others back, 
or something of the sort. And I'll try 
my best to help you get a man to take 
his place." . 

"No," said the girl, "you've enough 
to do. Manley will look after that. 
Don't you bother. Of course, you'll 
stay to dinner." She rose and went to 
the dining-room door. "Martha I 
Martha ! Oh, there you are. M r. 
Cromer will be with us for d�nner. " 

She came back to find· him sitting 
with a gloomy look on his face. "You 
look like the &tart of a rainstorm," she 
observed. "What's the matter ? Don't 
worry about Hayes ! Or maybe it's 
something about your work ?" 

"No, it's neither," he returned, "al
though, goodness knows, I have enough 
responsibility on that j ob up there. No, 
it's something else, Florence ; but the 
trouble is, i f  I tell you, I know you'll 
think I'm trying to edge in on your af
fairs." 

"Not at all, Mr. Cromer," Florence 

declared, intrigued by his hesitant man
ner. 

"I'm not so sure," he said dubiously. 
"No, I don't believe I better speak o f  
the matter i n  my mind--" He 
looked at her as if he had suddenly be
come imbued with a fresoh idea. "Why. 
certainly I 'll tell you," he said loudly. 
"It's my duty to warn you. I hadn 't 
thought of that angle of the case be
fore." 

. «Do tell me !" she said, very much in
terested. 

"Well, Florence, did you ever hear 
of an outlaw called The Ma verick ?" 

"!-think so," she answered. "I 
don't pay much attention to such 
things." 

"Well, all I need to say is that he's a 
bad man. Bandit, gunfighter, and 
killer. A deceiving cuss into the bar
gain, as you'd never know what ht&-
e r-<:alling was to look at him. He's 
notorious and dangerous." 

He paused j ust long enough to per
mit his words to make their impression 
upon her. When he saw by the look 
in her eyes that his end had been ac
complished he resumed : 

"A short time ago a young man
this gunman is young-arrived in Prai
rie City. Deputy Van Note spotted 
him first and saw that his description 
tallied perfectly with that of the outlaw. 
He told Sheriff Campbell ,  but the sher
iff scoffed at him because Van Note 
had sent him on so many false clews. 
But then something happened that 
caused the sheriff to sit up and take no
tice. He sent for thi s  newcomer to in
terview him, and the fellow-with j ust 
such sheer audacity as The Maverick 
would have" s-hown-sent word back 
that i f  the sheriff wanted to see him 
he was at the hotel." 

Cromer paused again as i f  he were 
getting his narrative all straight in his 
brain. Then he continued : 

"This fellow baffiedt the sheriff, 
evadedt his questtions in a clever man-
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ner, and finally told him in a menacing 
way that if he thought he was this Ma
verick before he did ar1ything to prove 
it, 'he'd better be sure first'�r words 
to that effect. He was bold, insolent, 
a11d exceedingly clever. As the sheriff 
didn't want to put the wrong man in 
jail-having been fooled before-and 
perhaps get himself in a mess of some 
kind, he let him go. The fellow then 
proceeded to gamble in the various re
sorts, and he made the most accom
plished professionals in Prairie City
and• there are some good ones there
look like a.bject beginners. There was 
another point. The Maverick i s  a no
torious gambler." 

Again Cromer hesitated. He wanted 
the gambling point to sink deep. 

"His next step was to drift out into 
the country, and after a bit he showed 
up in Marble. Sheriff Campbell was 
up there and looked him over again. 
Now he is almost sure he is the man 
known as The Maverick-a ruthless 
killer, with a price upon his head." 

Cromer stopped, shaking his head. 
"But what has all this got to do with 

me or the Half Diamond ?" asked the 
interested but perplexed girl. 

" Now we come to the point," said 
Cromer earnestly, leaning forward in 
his chair. "This is why I must tell 
you. This fellow is the man who drew 
on Le Beck that night when Howard 
got into the mix-up. His very light
ning draw showed him up, and he didn't 
draw so much on Howard's  account as 
to get Le Beck into a gun play-for 
gun play is his very heart's blood. You 
know what he has done since, and. you 
can bet he has had an object in every 
act he has made. That man is the man 
right here on your ranch who calls him
self Bannister !"  

Florence held her breath. Horror, 
perplexity, fear were all commingled: in 
the look in her eyes. 

"You-you think--" 
"We all have reason to believe that 

Bannister is none other than this Ma
verick," said Cromer soberly. "Now, 
why would he take this job here when 
he can make so much at the green 
tables ? Undoubtedly he has a money
belt containing thousands. I 'll tell you, 
Florence, w� I think he's here. He's 
masquerading as an honest person, but 
he's just hanging around! until we open 
that bank up there-you know we are 
going to carry an enormous amount of 
cash. Do you see ?" 

"Wh}"-<loesn't-the sheriff take him 
then ?" she asked. 

" He's not an easy man to take, and -
he has to be taken through a ruse," was 
Cromer's reply. "I got mo91: of this 
from the sheriff last night. He has a 
plan, and we're keeping him on ice, so 
to speak. Oh, he won't touch any of us 
till he sees he can make a big haul. 
But there's no question but that he shot 
Link. He didn't like him. It was just 
luck-dim ligh�-that he didn't get 
him.'' 

"This is awful," said Florence. 
"What should I do ? Here he's going 
around with Howard and-" 

"Fire him," said Cromer sternly. 
"Give him no reason, or think up a rea
son, anything�but let him go. He'll 
probably head! straight for Marble, and 
there's where we're going to .get him." 

" He doesn't look like such a man as 
you describe," said Florence, the first 
flicker of doubt showing in her eyes. 

Cromer shrugged and stood up. "As 
you wish, Florence ; I 've only told you 
because, as I said, I considered it my 
duty." 

"But, M r. Cromer, he has good eyes, 
and he .stopped Howard from drinking, 
and Howard worships him. Wouldn't 
he show his true self in some way to 
Howard ?'' 

"Perhaps he has, and Howard• hasn't 
noticed it," replied Cromer. "Anyway, 
think it over, Florence. Great guns, 
girl, you don't think I 'd lie to you, do 
you ?  And I 'm all-fired1 

.
hungry." 



THE MAVERICK OF MARBLE RANGE 63' 

"No, I don't think you'd lie to me," 
said the girl. "And I'll see if dinner 
is ready. I believe it is." 

When they came into the yard after 
dinner, Bannister, who had eaten his 
in the kitchen and listened to every 
word Cromer had spoken, had the lat
ter's horse ready. 

"Pretty work," said Bannister, as 
Cromer mounted. 

"What's thai!: ?" snapped Cromer. 
"I say, pretty work," Bannister re· 

pea ted. 
"Meaning j ust how much ?" de

manded Cromer with a scowl. 
"I mean pretty work u p  on your ir

rigation project," said Bannister. " I've 
a notion to buy some more stock I" 
With that he walked· toward the bunk 
house. 

Cromer nodded to Florence, gave her 
his hand and a significant look, and 
rode away. Florence hadn't looked at 
Cromer in farewell, but had stared, 
awed, fascinated, and fearful at the 
broad shoulders of the retreating Ban
nister. 

CHAPTER XIV. 
THE STOCK MEN

'
S DEMANDS. 

fOR some length of time Florence re-
mained standing in the yard after 

Bannister had entered the bunk house. 
She was stunned, bewildered , half 
afraid.. In her present state of mind 
she would never have talked to Bannis-
ter. Jndeed, if he had come out at 
that moment, she would have fled pre
cipitately into the house. And now 
she did 91:art for the house, but as she 
neared the porch, Howard came thun
dering in f rom the east. 

He brought up near her. "Where's 
Bannister ?" he asked eagerly. 

"He's in the bunk house," she re
plied. 

"Goodt !" cried the boy. "I was 
afraid he might have run off some
where without me. The bunch is back 
on the Dome Range. I guess he told 

you that. Hayes isn't with 'em, thanky. 
They didn't need me, an' I came back. 
I'm coming in to get something to eat 
soon's I can put up my horse. Old 
Jeb's following, but he don't ride very 
fast." 

He rode on to the bam, and Florence 
went into the house. She'd clear up 
one or two items, anyhow. Howard 
must he some kind of a judge of char
acter. She decided to question him. 
But when he sat down at the table she 
found it hard to start. She asked him 
some questions about the condition over 
at the Dome, and finally managed to 
include one about Bannister. 

"Sure did,  an' he had the nerve to 
tell me I was a reckless rider," the boy 
replied wiil:h a grin. 

"Why, he's one himself ,  isn't he ?" 
Florence queried. 

" He's everything," said! Howard en
thusiastically. 

This gave Florence the opportunity 
she desired'. "Everything !" she said 
incredulously. "I suppose he's an out
law, too ?" 

"Nope. He isn't that. But I'll tell 
you what, Florence : if he ever started 
out to be one, he'd be a terror I" 

"Listen, Howard," said the girl in 
an earnest voice. "We don't know 
much about Bannister ; in fact, we don't 
know anything about him. And he's 
a stranger who is being talked about. 
I 've heard hinrt:s--1 won't tell you 
where or from whom-that he is an 
outlaw, and came up here to get awa)"
well, things were getting too hot for 
him, and'---" 

Howard had put down his knife and 
fork. "That's enough I" he cried. 
"Tell me who's been saying these things 
an' I 'll put a slug of hot leadl into him I 
It's a clanged lie I Don't you think I'd 

. know if there was anything wrong, as 
I 'm with him so much ? I know a little 
about men, if I am under age. He's 
clean as a whistle. He's faster than a 
bat out of the hot place with his gun, 
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bwt that doesn't make him an outlaw. 
Just you tell whoever made these state
ments to ask Bannister if they are true. 
Ever think of that? Sneaking around 
behind a woman ! An' you listening. 
They're afraid of Bannister, an' what's 
more, an' the big thing, they're jealous 
of him ! Now please don't talk any 
more such nonsense to me. You'll 
s-poil my digestion." 

Florence left him at the table and 
went into the living room. She felt a 
little thrill as she realized tha.t she be
lieved every word Howard had said to 
her. 

Came a clatter of hoofs-many hoofs. 
A shout or two. Florence hurried out 
on the porch to see six men-stockmen, 
they were, for she knew every one o f  
them. They were l ed  by John Macy 
who was dismounting. 

"Howdy, Miss Half Diamond," he 
boomed facetiously. "An' how's the 
world treatin' you ?" 

"Cannot complain," she answered, 
smiling and taking his hand as he came 
up on the porch. She had alwa)'is liked 
John Macy better than any rancher in 
the Indian River district. "Won't you 
come in ?" 

"Waal, we haven't much time, M iss 
Flo ; I reckon this will do. We're a 
commilttee from the Cattlemen's Asso
ciation on our way to Marble to inter
view the great high lord of this here 
i rrigation project, Mr. Sydney Cromer. 
We ·want to find· out how we're going 
to be treated on this water question this 
summer. You were named as a mem
ber of the committee, with fuil power 
to talk, vote, take drinks and sech. 
Will you go along ?" 

"John Macy, I can't," .she said ear-
nestly. "And I wouldn't be of any 
good, anyway." 

"All right,'' boomed Macy, "that's 
j ust what I expected you to say. We 
had you pegged right, an' we provided 
for it. This being a committee, an' not 
an association meeting, we decided you 

could send a proxy. Now, who do you 
want to send ?" 

Florence's heart leaped. In a second 
she made up her mind. "I'll send Ban
nister," she said. And then she added 
to Howard, who had heard them and 
was at her back : "Go tell Bannister to 
get his horse an<fi ride up here." 

Macy and Florence charted a few 
minutes until Bannister appeared on his 
mount. John Macy stared at him in
tently and slapped his knee. 

"Why, I know you," he roared. 
"You stopped 3lt: my place on your way 
up ihere an' - wouldn't take a job with 
me on a bet. Then you come on up here 
an' Miss Flo here hooks you. W aal, 
I can't say I blame you, young feller." 

"Bannister," said Florence, her face 
flaming, "these men represent a com
mittee from the Stockmen's Associa
tion to confer with M r. Cromer as to 
the water rights in the south. I was 
named as a member, but do not wish to 
go. You are to go as my proxy, do you 
understand ?" 

"I reckon so," Bannister d-rawled. 
"Then let's go,'' John Macy· thun

dered, clambering into his saddle. 
They rode northward 3lt: a fast pace, 

Macy ridling with Bannister, kidding 
the life out of him, and• Bannister firing 
it back at him. "But I 'll bet you'd 
make a danged-good man to run thet 
ranch," waS1 IMacy's parting shot as 
they trotted into town. 

They put up their horses and sought 
Cromer's office, which was in the little 
building of the Marble Dome Land & 
Irrigation Company. As <they ap
proached it, Bannister, who was well 
to the right o f  the others, saw a figure 
behind the office. He was so startled 
that he stopped on the instant. Then he ' 
hurried on with the rest,-his lips pressed 
firmly together, a cold, hard look in his 
eyes--a complete change of expression 
which vanquished the cheerful , youth
ful lines, and clouded the clear, f rank 
eyes. He was glad he had been ac-
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corded the opportunity to attend this 
meeting. 

They entered' the front office, and 
the clerk there called Cromer, who 
came out with a cold smile on his face. 

John Macy explained who they were, 
what they represented, and why they 
had come. 

Cromer actually bowed. "I'd been 
expecting you gentlemen," he said 
courteously, although there was a cer
tain hard reserve about his manner. 
"Let's go into my office where there is 
more room. 

They passed into the rear office, and 
Bannister saw at once that Cromer had 
anticipa<ted their visit. He had moved 
his desk to the back of the room near 
the rear door. There was a screen 
about the washbasin on one side o f  
him and! a coat rack on  the· other. In 
front there were several chairs. 

Cromer went around behind his 
desk. "Sit down, gentlemen ; I guess 
there are enough chairs." 

They all seated themselves, Bannis
ter keeping near Macy, as seemed nat
ural since he was the only one present 
he knew to any extent. And now Macy 
rose and addressed Cromer. 

"As you know, we represent the 
Stockmen's Association, and you rep
resent the Marble DO'Ille Land & Irri
gation Company. This meeting needn't 
be long. All we want to know, Mr. 
Cromer, i s  what protection us ranchers 
south and southeast along the Indian 
River are to have for water this sum
mer." 

"That will depend," Cromer an
swered vaguely. 

"Depend on what ?". asked John 
Macy, while the others stirred in their 
chairs. 

"It will depend on the season," said 
Cromer. "We shall take our stipu
lated allowance under our acquired 

W
s water rights in any event for our proj 

ect. I f  it's a wet season, you people 
I will ge<t more ; if it's a dry season, 

you '11 get less. So you see it really 
isn't in our hand.s. It depends on the 
v•eather, and ' we cannot control the 
weather." 

There was more stirring in chairs 
and faint muttering at this, and! John 
Macy turned a warning eye on the 
other members of othe committee. 

"You mean there is no provision for 
a cetltain amount of water to come 
down Indian River to us ?" he asked. 

"None whatever," replied Cromer 
coldly. 

A committeeman rose at th1s, but 
Macy waved him down. 

"Thet's one thing the Stockmen's As
sociation wanted to find out," he said. 
"Now, according to that, there could be 
such a thing as Indian River going 
dry ?" 

"That's highly improbable, and you 
know it," said Cromer, scowling. 
"Now, listen here ; we know you people 
are sore ; we know also that you are 
hostile to our enterprise ; we know 
other things. You don't like the idea 
of farms in here, and you won't recog
nize the fact that this project will in
crease the value of your land--" 

"It can't increase the value of our 
land when there isn't enough water to 
go round, can it ?" Macy broke in 
sourly. 

"Of course it can,"  Cromer declared 
angrily. "On natural principles it will 
to begin with, or, a.t least, within a 
year. But the water' supply can be in- ' 
creased. We haven't tapped• all the 
streams in the hills and�" 

"You talk like a fool," Macy scoffed. 
"How much water could. you get out of 
those little streams ? Middle of Aug
ust, when we need it most, you couldn't 
get a hatful ! You don't talk like a prac
tical irrigation engineer, an' you're not 
one. Just the same we want to !mow 
one th ing : Are you going to protect us 
for water?" Macy, using his very best 
English, ·striving to  keep himself in 
control, looked Cromer straight in the 
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eye. The others leaned forward in their 
chairs. Bannister himself was tense. 

"To a certain extent," said Cromer 
sharply ; "but we're going to protect 
ourselves first, you can lay to that. 
However," he added in softer tones, "if 
things get too bad, we-I'm not saying 
we would, understand ; for we pay high 
for our water-but we might sell you 
some." 

Every member of the committee was 
on his feet in a second. 

((Sell us some !" shouted Macy, 
pounding a fist on Cromer's desk. 
"You'd take our water-the water 
we've always had--and sell it to us, 
eh ? Or le<t our cattle starve ? You're 
a dirty, rotten skunk, an' I believe your 
company is a fake !" 

"Don't say any more !" said Cromer 
loudly, his face white. 

But Macy's anger had got beyond 
his control. "You'll give u s  our share, 
you sneaking scoundrel, or we'll take 
it !" he shouted. 

"You threaten violence, do you ?" 
said Cromer, �ith an evil look. 
"There's a law in this country ; don't 
forget that !" 

"Law, hell !" cried Macy. "The 
only law you know about is the two 
hundred rifles you've got stored up 
here.'' 

"You're a liar!" shouted Cromer. 
Bannister leaped to Macy's side and 

struck his hand from his weapon, and 
it was into the bore of Bannister's gun 
that Cromer looked. 

"Drop it !" Bannister commanded 
sharply. 

Cromer's gun clattered on the floor, 
and Bannister made a flying leap for 
the curtain about the washstand. He 
ducked low just as a shot rang out, 
jerked the curtain down from below, 
and had the right hand of a ·small, 
dark-faced man in his grip in an in
stant. Another gun clattered on the 
floor. Bannister thrust his own in its 
holster. Macy was covering Cromer. 

"You see this man," cried Bannister. 
"Why was he there ? Why did he fire 
at me ? Because he's Cromer's gun
man-just imported." He shook the 
smaller man, whose eyes were darting 
pin points of light. "This, gentlemen, 
is the notorious Le Beck !" 

Cromer was shaking like a leaf with 
rage and chagrin. 

Then Bannister deliberately caught 
Le Beck up, rushed across the room, 
and sent him hurtling through the win
dow as though he were only a sack of 
wheat. 

"Out ! "  cried John M.acy, pointing 
with his gun toward the front office 
and the door to the street. "Out l The 
meeting is over !" 

CHAPTER XV. 
A SURPRISE. 

JN  the street the members of the com-
mittee hurried toward the hotel in a 

bewildered, flustered state of mind, un
able to comprehend but two things : 
Cromer didn't intend to protect them 
for water when they needed it, and 
Bannister had disclosed; the fact that 
Cromer had hired an infamous gun
fighter-and had routed that gun artist 
in a way which, if it got about, would 
make him the laughingstock of Mar
ble Range. 

"Boy," said John Macy, "you sure 
made him look like something a coyote 
had left on the prairie. I'm right proud 
to shake your hand." 

"You do not quite understand what 
I did," said Bannister slowly. "0£ 
course, this won't happen for a time
but it will come. I made it absolutely 
impossible for Le Beck not to meet me 
in a gun play. He has to do it to re
deem himself, don't you see ? And 
don't you ever get it into your heads 
that he's not fast. He's one of the 
fastest gunfighters north of the Mis
souri River, and I don't care how far 
north you go. But I wanted to estab-
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lish, before reliable witnesses, the fact 
that Cromer had hired a gunman." 

"Well, son," said one of the others, 
"if anybody was to ask me, I'd say you 
sure enough did it." 

They laughed at this-all save Ban
nister. He did not laugh. In his case, 
it wasn't so mu�h Le Beck that mat
tered as it was the look on the fa�es 
of the �attlemen when Cromer had an
nounced he would sell water to them. 
He knew that look, and he knew full 
well its portent. It was the last appeal 
they would make to Cromer. They 
meant to fight ! 

A water war would certainly involve 
the Hal f Diamond. That meant it 
would involve Florence Marble. He 
didn't like the idea of that. He knew 
-and it worried him not a little--that 
Florence was heavily involved in Mar
ble Dome Land & Irrigation Company 
stock. She stood to lose unless---un
less---

His lips closed in a firm line. He 
might be able to �arry out what he had 
in mind, and he might not. But he'd 
try. Bannister told himself that he 
would do anything for Florence. And 
before he would see Florence marry 
Cromer, he would kill him/ 

"What do you think of it all ?" asked 
John Macy as they entered the hotel 
dining room for supper before their re-
turn home. · 

"I think he's a crook !" said · Bannis
ter abruptly. 

"An' that's the end of it," Macy 
agreed. "What do you intend to tell 
Miss Marble ?" 

"I 'll tell her what happened, and 
what the conference amounted to, and 
that's all-which will be enough, I 
reckon,'' replied BanniS'ter with a grim 
smile. 

"Are you going to make any sugges
tions ?" asked Macy, curiously. 

"Yes," replied Bannister grimly. 
"I'm going to suggest that she keep 
out o f  it as far as possible. And in 

making the suggestion, I know d�<:mged 
well she can't keep out of it. But I 
want you to r�ember, Macy, that I 
like you and all that, but I 'm following 
Miss Marble's orders. So don't count 
me in on any �£ your schemes· unless 
you have her sanction." 

"Schemes ?" said Macy. · "We have 
no schemes." 

"But you will have them," said Ban-
nister with sinister conviction. "I 
know your breed like a book. You 
mean to fight. And, while I won't come 
right out with it and embarrass us both, 
I'll say that I know your dirst move. 
I 'd bet my life on it." 

They were silent after this. 
Soon after the meal the stockmen 

made their preparations to return. But 
Bannister lingered. He wanted to en
counter Le Beck to ascertain if Cromer 
had given Le Beck orders to get him. 
In such event Le Beck would draw on 
sight. 

Bannister, while he had the advan
tage of the little gunman in weight and 
muscle, realized that he had a worthy 
opponent in that same small man when 
it came to the expert use of shooting 
irons. Le iBeck was as dangerous as 
dynamite ; more so, perhaps. He had 
notches on his gun from butt to front 
sight, and was not adverse to filing in 
a few more. 

So Bannister wandered in and out 
of the resorts of the town until finally, 
in a large tent, he saw his man. He 
passed clo�e to him ; stood and drank 
near him ; gave him every opportunity 
to promote hostilities. But Le Beck 
did not notice him. This showed, in 
Bannister's opinion, that Cromer was 
not ready to start things ; that he had 
another card up his sleeve. 

But if Cromer was not prepared to 
start anything at that time, Sheriff Gus 
Campbell was. 

When Bannister returned to the ho
tel he found Sheriff CampbeH and Dep
uty Van Note awaiting him. Campbell 



68 WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE 

greeted him civilly and invited him into 
the little parlor of the small, new struc
ture. 

"Bannister," he said briefly, "I'm be
ing criticized." 

"No doubt," scowled Bannister. "All 
men in public office are criticized." 

"But I'm being criticized on your ac
count," Campbell said. 

"Yes ?" drawled Bannister slowly. 
"Through the good offices o f  our friend 
Cromer, I suppose. And you have to 
listen to Cromer because he doubtless 
commands a lot of votes. I s  that it ?" 

The sheriff flushed. "No, that's not 
it,'' he declared. "And I 'm not up here 
catering to votes. In fact, none of 
these men working here except a very 
few have votes. The criticism started 
in Prairie City. There are a lot of peo
ple there who insist that you're this 
Maverick and a dangerous person to 
have around." 

" So that's up again," said Bannister, 
with a smile that was very much like a 
sneer. "I suppose when the people 
around here get a thing in their heads 
it can't be pried out with a crowbar." 

"It isn't a question of what the peo
ple think," said the sheriff with a show 
of irritation ; "it's a question of what 
I think ; and I 've come to think pretty 
strongly that you're The Maverick." 

"There's two or three things I wan: 
to ask you, sheriff," said Bannister, 
with a cold gleam in his eyes. "First 
of all, it looks pretty much to me as if 
Cromer was urging you on my trail, 
and dictating to you in general. Is that 
so ?" 

"Absolutely not!" cried Campbell in 
indignation, while Van Note also mur
mured a denial. 

"Then why is it,'' Bannister de
manded, "that you pick on me and let 
this Le Beck, who is Cromer's hired 
gunman-and' you know it-run 
loose ?" 

"The minute I get anything on him 
he'll be roped in," the sheriff asserted. 

"Have you got anything on me ?" 
asked Bannister mildly. 

"If you're the man I think you are, 
there are people who have got plenty 
on you," the sheriff replied grimly. 
"That's the difference." 

"Another thing," said Bannister, 
leaning forward in his chair. "Do you 
like Florence Marble, owner of the 
Half Diamond·?" 

"I think the world of her," Campbell 
declared. "Her father was, one of the 
best friends I ever had." 

"Then I suppose you'd be willing to 
help her in an emergency," said Ban
nister. "Well, let's see ; no, I've no 
more questions." 

"Well, I don't know what you were 
getting at," growled the sheriff, "but I 
know one thing. You look enough like 
this Maverick, and you've shown 
enough of his characteristics, to war
rant being arrested on suspicion. Ban
nister, I've got to take you in." 

"No, sheriff," said Bannister, smiling 
and shaking his head. "You can't do 
that." 

"And why not ?" Campbell snapped 
out angrily while Van Note moved in 
his chair. 

Bannister was on his feet like light
ning. His right hand 1lickered and 
held his gun. His face was a different 
face, cold and stern ; the eyes were 
narrowed, shot with a dangerous steel
blue light. 

"Because," he said in a voice of ice, 
"I am The Maverick!" 

Campbell and Van Note sat motion
less, staring at him. It was as i f  an 
altogether different person had sud
denly been put into the place of Ban
nister. Here was a man who fairly 
radiated! menace. The sheriff, who had 
encountered many bad men, almost 
shivered as, he looked into the eyes of 
The Maverick-reputed the worst of 
them all. 

"Now, sheriff," The 1Maverick'g 
words fairly cracked in the little room, 
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"you and I are going to make a deal. The sheriff nodded slowly and 
Are you willing to talk it over?" thoughtfully. 

Sheriff Campbell considered. "Yes," "Now, Miss Marble has hired me, 
he said finally, seeing there was no way not so much as a companion to How
out of it. · ard, as most people think," Bannister 

The gun went back into its holster, continued, "but to keep an. eye out and 
and the faces changed like magic. Again protect her in this dangerous situation. 
the man Bannister sat down 'before That is what I want to do, sheriff It's 
them. the first big thing in my life, this help-

"First of all, sheriff," came the old, ing Florence Marble, and I'll be abso
smooth voice, "my real identity must be lutely loyal. Look into my eyes, sher
kept a secret among us three, and I'l l iff, and tell me if you believe me." 
continue to be known as Eannister- Sheriff Gus: Campbell knew men. "I 
which, by the way, is my real name. believe you," he replied readily. -
Now, sheriff, you can't take me ; there "Good," said! Bannister in a satisfied 
isn't a chance in the world for you to tone. "Now here is my proposition, 
take me unless I 'm willing. Maybe you sheriff, made in all sinceritya. I want 
don't know it. or believe it, but I'm as to be of what ass·istance I cafr to Flor
safe right here with you as if I were ence Marble during this trouble. I 'll 
fifty miles out on the prairie. I just serve her faithfully and will indulge in 
won't be taken, and there's plenty that no activities of any kind or description 
know that." outside of those required in her inter-

He paused andi looked Slteadily at ests. I'm not ·The ;Maverick, under-
the sheriff, who grunted. stand, but Bannister of the Half Dia-

"But there is a way you can take me," mond:. Lay off of me and permit me 
Bannister went on. "Now, Mis.s Mar- to do this, and !I give my word and 
ble is going to have trouble. There's promise that when the trouble is over 
no doubt of it. .The irrigation forces I'll comJe in ancf lay �ny gun on your 
and the stockmen's forces are going to desk !" 
clash. I went to the conference be- Sheriff Campbell s-at silent for a 
tween the two here to-day, as her rep- space o f  fully two minutes. Not once 
resentative, and I know it. Also, she did he take his eyes f rom Bannister's. 
has Hayes against her. And, while Finally, he looked away, out the win
she may not realize it, .she has Cromer dow into the sunshine. He turned 
agninst her. And the Half Diamond quickly. 
is directly between the two factions. "It's a dieal !" he said, holding out his 
Do you see what I am getting at ?" hand. 

To he continued in the next issue of WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE. 

A DINNER FOR lOW A BIRDS 
M ILLIONS o f  flying ants have recently driven residents of Englewood, Iowa, 

to a state of fine frenzy. The ants, apparently driven from their nests by 
the intense heat, have been thick enough to obscure the sun. While they were 
descending on the homes of residents, hundreds of sparrows, in their turn, 
descended, and enjoyed a protracted feast. 

The ants penetrated every home where there was an open door or window. 
The phenomenon was attributed t.o the unusual dryness and heat of the season. 



!>'C h e r r y Wi l s o n.  
Author of "Montana Rides," etc. 

mERRY CHRISTMAS !'' 
sang the colorful, polyglot 
throng that packed the 
snow, as it fell thick and 
fast into the street of Lac 
Renard. "Merry Christ

mas !" Gay voices kept it ringing, along 
with the responsive chime, "The same 
to you !" For the miners, trappers, 
traders, of assorted races, who inhab
ited this isolated post in interior 
Alaska were all welded into one great 
brotherhood of man by the spirit that 
is reflected the world over on the eve 
of this day of days. 

But one there was who did not find 
it merry, who did not know that it was 
Christmas, or what Christmas was. He 
only knew that he was hungry. And he 
knew this, not as a symptom of a 
periodic need to  be supplied and so for
gotten, but as a bitter, gnawing, ever
present ache. 

He was hungry-this boy, Romey, 
helpless, hapless, little vagabond of the 
North. And, hungrily, he pressed his 
wan, pinched face against th� dining
room window of Chaudett House, from 
which issued ravishing smells. And the 
great dog, Jap-whose gaunt and snowy 
frame hugged -the boy's frail body, even 
as his quivering muzzle flattened on the 
glass-was hungry, too. The madness 
of hunger was upon both boy and dog. 
As diners filed into the room, seating 
themselves beneath green garlands, it 
was from the agony o f  it the two watch
ers trembled, and not the bitter cold .  
And they swallowed quick and painfully 
as weighted trays ,appeared, and, all 
i rresistible, the scent of food came out. 

The dog whimpered, and his forefeet 
beat impatiently on the snow. But the 
boy wound restraining fingers in the 
frosted mane. 

"vVait, Jap !" he moaned. "\Vait until 
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the plates are emptied off a little. Men 
do ' not throw their first bites to a 
dog t" 

Eyes wistfully following every lifted 
fork, they waited, while unheeding, gay, 
and smiling, the bundle-laden Christmas 
crowd went by. But the crowd paused 
at a sudden screech of frost-kissed 
steel, a rush of padded feet, a great up
swirl of snow, to cheer the arrival of the 
dog.-stage from White Rapids, as it 
pulled to a dramatic halt before the 
door of Chaudett House. 

"Merry Christmas, Pierre !" they 
greeted the French-Cree driver. 

Warmly, he gave their greeting back, 
and importantly, under so many eyes, 
unearthed his solitary passenger from a 
mountain of smothering robes, deposit
ing him on the curb, with a :  

"Merry,.Christmas, monsieur !" 
The man-a chill, grim, gloomy man, 

with ash-gray face and beard-cast a 
disdainful glance at the bleak little 
huddle of buildings veiled in falling 
snow, at the curious folk that watched 
him, and irritably snapped : 

"Merry-hades I I 'm apt to be merry 
here-in this jumping-off place of the 
world !" 

· His voice repelled them all, and the 
crowd gave way as he moved across the 
sidewalk to the door of the hotel. Half
way there, he saw the boy and dog. FuH 
in the path of the yellow light stream
ing from the window, he saw the boy ; 
and the boy's starved gaze was full upon 
him. And, strangely, the man fell back, 
his face ghastly above his high, full col
lar, his gloved hand going in a 'fierce 
clutch to his breast. 

"Heavens I" he gasped. "Those 
eyes !" 

"You are ill, monsieur !" cried the 
driver, springing to his support. 

But the man was his hard, cold self 
on the instant. 

"No," he said harshly. Then, con
temptuous of what these people might 

say or think, the truth burst from him. 
"I am haunted I 

"Hold ! "  he commanded, as, with a 
fervent u M on Dieu !" a .ludicrous ex
pression of dismay that he had trusted 
himself to a haunted man on the lonely 
trail, the driver backed away. "Where 
can I find a missionary ?" 

"De missioner ? At St. Michael's 
Mission�e beeg white building wit' de 
cross, on de lef' as we come." 

"Pardon I" spoke up · a bystander, 
with the comradery one feels on Christ
mas Eve. "The missioner is in town. I 
saw him but a moment since--senciing 
out a great sled-load of presents for his 
poor charges. Sir, do you stop at 
Chaudett House ? Good ! Then I'll lo
cate the missioner and send him here." 

The stranger thanked him briefly, as 
one accustomed to such favors, and 
passed within. � 

Now the boy was hard put to it to 
restrain the dog's impatience or his own. 
And, .judging that the diners were in a 
mellow mood, he spoke a low word to 
the dog, and, when the door swung 
again to admit a patron, released his 
hold. 

With tail down, eyes wary, Jap slunk 
through the door. The boy's burning 
eyes watched his p rogress from without. 
Unseen as yet, the big dog moved among 
the tables, his nostrils working, as if to 
locate the one that hetd most promise ; 
his eyes roving, as if in search of the 
face that was most kind. And, having 
selected his table-the very one, as it 
chanced, at which the haunted man, with 
several others, sat-be sank back on his 
haunches, and made doggish eloquence 
with beating tail, and pleading eyes. 
Who can eat with any enj oyment when 
a hungry dog beseeches ? For dogkind 
has lived for untold generations on 
man's bounty, and has made of beggary 
an art ! 

An old Scotch trader felt those eyes 
come between his lips and the food he 
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l i fted. The bite he took choked him, 
and he tossed the warm roll to the dog. 

Seeing this, from without, the boy's 
eyes glistened. Then, seeing something 
else, they darkened in despair. For the 
proprietor had stepped from his wicket 
and was moving hospitably among his 
guests. I f  he saw Jap---

Under Jap's mute, accusing eyes, the 
Scot's every mouthful continued to re
proach him, and to be rid of him, so he 
could eat in peace, he threw him his last 
roll. The proprietor caught the move
ment, saw the dog begging from his 
guests, and bore down upon him, tearing 
his hair, and raving i n  true French 
fashion : 

"Jean ! Jan ! Baptiste ! Ees eet yet a 
kennel dat I am maintain ! T'row heem 
in de street !" 

Not waiting for his servitors, coming 
at a run, he drew back his arm to strike 
the dog, when-- · 

The boy beheld a miracle ! 
"It is Christmas," interposed the old 

Scotch trader softly. 
And the angry proprietor smiled, the 

hand that had held a blow an instant 
back descended on Jap's head in a pat, 
and his face grew tender. 

"Eet ees Christmas !" he said. 
As he moved away, the men at the 

table watch�ng the dog, marveling that 
he had held his ground, now saw at his 
relaxing movement why. For he had 
eaten neither roll, but was shielding 
them instead. 

Swiftly · the trader glanced toward the 
window, and saw the wild, dark features 
of the outcast gleaming through. 

, " 'Tis the same !" he told his com
panions. " 'Tis the wandering Indian 
1<\d I heard o f  in White Rapids, who has 
trained his dog to beg-aye, and steal
for him !" 

"You mean," exclaimed the haunted 
man, shocked out of his reserve, "that 
he eats the morsels the dog takes to 
him ?" 

' 'Aye, and it tastes good, I warrant !, 
smiled the Scot. 

"Horrible !" shuddered the stranger, 
fastidiously pushing his plate aside. 

"The need is-1 grant," the Scot said 
soberly. "But the act-were you never 
htmgry, man ?" 

An indignant glare was his only 
answer. Unperturbed, the trader took 
the great knuckle of ham on his plate 
and gave it to Jap. "It's Christmas. 
Here ! Take this to your laddie, dog !" 

In obedience to this command, or hav
ing begged all he could manage, J ap 
quickly gathered all his gleanings in  his 
mouth, and, watdhing his chance, made 
his exit with a patron. 

The boy was gone. But, picking up 
his trail, the dog rounded a corner, 
found him huddled in a dark doorway, 
and proudly laid the burden at his 
feet. 

"Good Jap !" praised Romey, making 
fair division of the spoils. And, assign
ing half to the dog, be fell ravenously 
upon his share. It was the first food to 
pass his lips that day, and it was so 
little ! I t  seemed to make him hungrier 
still. 

But he sat on there with Jap in the 
lonely dark, pondering over the miracle 
he had seen. They had caught Jap beg
ging, and had not beaten him into the 
street. "It is Christmas !" the kind man 
had said, and the angry man repeated. 
"It is Christmas !"-and his heart was 
soft. What was this Christmas that 
they had in there, that he could see in 
every window. that they spoke of in the 
street ? 

They had not had it in the Cree camp 
on the Beaverkill where they had lived 
till he was eight, and Jap was one, and 
they both had run away. Nor had they 
found it in their five-year wanderings 
since. They had not (!ven had it at the 
Indian village, so very near Lac Renard, 
where he and Jap had stayed last night, 
and been cast out ere they could beg, 
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for there were more dogs and children 
there already than there was food to go 
around. 

What was this Christmas ? One 
spoke its· name, and the · lips smiled, 
blows were stayed, and the heart was 
kind. It must be a charm ! 

Ah. he had a charm ! Through his 
tattered caribou coat, his ragged, deer
skin shirt, Romey felt the charm, flat 
and chill against his heart. The In
dians had stolen it from him when he 
was little. But the traveling missioner, 
who had drifted to their camp when he 
was six, had seen them with it ,  and 
questioned them, and told them it was 
his, Romey's, totem, and they must not 
touch it more, must not even look upon 
it, lest-like their own totems-it shrivel 
their eyes, and it would be always night ! 

They had o·beyed the missioner, for 
they feared to anger totems. The old 
squaw, Nika, who had cared for him, 
had the caribou for hers. It was her 
mother, she said, and she had its picture 
painted on her breast. And she would 
not kill, or eat, her totem, though she 
die of hunger-as she did. 

And the missioner had called him to 
his side, and hung the charm about his 
neck inside his shirt, and bade him ever 
keep it so. He told him to let none see 
it, lest they steal it, to never part with 
it ,  nor sell it even, for the money it 
would bring would vanish like a flake of 
snow in summer. 

"But i f  you find the man I name, 
or those who name him," the missioner 
had said, "and show it to him, you may 
go to a land where it is summer always, 
and men do not want tor fo�d.'' 

He had been doubtful i£ a boy so 
young could hold the name in memory. 
But Romey had been so sure he could. 
And he had remembered. Much he had 
forgotten, but never the name that could 
make it summer always. 

Now, in the cold and dark, so far 
f rom summer, he said it to himself, just 

to be sure. And he pressed his hand 
against his heart till he could feel again 
the outline of  the charm. It was a goid 
box-oh, so little !-and there was a pic
ture in it, and, outside, there was writ
ing in the gold. But he had never found 
the man the missioner named, though he 
and Jap had journeyed so far to find 
him. And he feared the missioner had 
been mistaken in the charm. 

But this Christmas charm-- He 
was so hungry. He might· send Jap into 
the hotel again to beg. Perhaps�per
haps, even he might go inside and warm 
himself. But he must test ·first if it 
·was a charm. For, while they could 
only beat the dog, they might pick him 
up and put him in a school, as they had 
done at Frazer, and kept him there a 
whole week before he got away. Wild 
thing that he was, Romey preferred the 
pain and hazards of the open trail to 
this kind of protection. 

Rising, he pulled his fur cap forward, 
throwing the dark locks about his 
wasted face. It was a warm cap, and 
new. Jap had brought it to him from a 
cabin, and to sh0w his pleasure he had 
let Jap eat all he had begged that day. 
His moccasins, too, Jap had brought 
him, on different days. One, so small 
that his foot thrust through it. One, so 
large that he must bind it  on, or lose 
it  in the snow. "Good, good Jap I" 

Back in  the lighted street, he paused 
before a window, bright with Christ
mas greens and Christmas toys that 
nevertheles� were paled to nothing by a 
sled-a red sled, with yellow stripes and 
gleaming runners ! And the sled held 
him, l i fted him for seconds out of his 
misery. Such a sled ! It could skim 
the frozen tundras faster than the fast
est wind ! It would never lag or tire 
on the trail ! With �uch a sled and 
Jap-

The familiar pang assailed him, re
minded him to test the charm. Seeing 
a merry trio of trappers coming, he held 
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out his hand, and piteously, with face 
bent to the stinging snow : 

"For Christmas !" he begged. 
Sure enough, it worked ! A coin 

dropped into his hand. 
But once proved nothing. He must 

try again. As footsteps neared, he 
reached his hand toward the newcomer, 
and, faintly : 

"For Christmas !" he begged again. 
And instantly drew his face down in 

his collar, and pressed back against the 
window, for the man he begged of was 
a missioner, and it had been a missioner 
who had put him in the school ! 

u For Christmas!" repeated the mis-
t sioner, in a voice that was most kind. 
"For Christ's sake ! For the sake of 
Him who was poor and friendless, and 
had no place to lay His head. For the 
sake of Him who was born this day ! 
A strong plea that, my friend ! Could 
you resist it ?" 

"I could, and will !" declared the one 
who had stopped with him. And a 
trembling seized the boy-strange, 
though it was the haunted man. "To 
his kind the name is but a tool of trade 
-to work upon the sympathies of better 
folk. I 'll wager he does not know the 
meaning of the word !" 

Gently, the missioner asked, stooping 
to peer in Romey's face, "Do you know, 
son, what Christmas is ?" 

In his eagerness the boy almost for
got to keep his features hid. "No," he 
said, with a wistful catch in his voice, 
"it's-inside !" 

The grim man laughed shortly, but 
the missioner's eyes shone wet. 

"God help you-it is inside !" he 
answered. "But you know that this is 
the birthday of Christ, the Son of God !" 

Short, almost sullen, in his anxiety to 
be away, the boy muttered, "I don't 
know God !" 

And the stranger ejaculated, "God
less I" Then, impatiently, to the mis
sioner, "Come ! You forget your talk !" 

But there was something about the 
lad that held the missioner. 

"Where do you live ?" he asked. 
Romey was instantly all craft and 

cunning. He had learned how best to 
thwart questioners. "With the Indians," 
he said, pointing. "Out there." 

The missioner looked in the direction 
of the Indian settlement just outside the 
post, and his face was sad. He was al
ways sad when he thought of it-and 
helpless, too. For he had come into the 
barrens expressly to help them, but they 
would have none of him. They feared, 
mistrusted, and were hostile toward him, 
and he could never Jearn the cause. To 
work with them, alleviate their misery, 
was the one ambition of his life ? And 
his one great sorrow was his inability 
to gain their confidence. This boy was 
one of them. 

Taking his shoulder, the missioner 
held him back, and looked searchingly 
into his face. "You are an Indian, 
son ?" 

"Yes," Romey lied, and his condition, 
the gloom, and the coat of grime that 
hid his features made plausible his 
claim. 

"What is your name ?" 
"Romey," the boy wrestled in his 

grip. "Let me go !" 
The missioner released him, moved 

on a troubled step, and stopped. 
"There's something wrong here !" he 
told the stern man with him. "His 
eyes--" He was startled by the 
other's violent start, and hoarse, almost 
angry query : 

"What's wrong with his eyes ?" 
"Nothing," said the bewildered mis

sioner. "Only they are not Indian eyes 
-they're blue !" 

The stranger laughed unpleasantly. 
"And what of it ? The white blood he 
has is nothing to boast of , surely !" And 
he stared contempt at the dirty little 
bundle of rags before him, at the dog 
growling menace between it and him. 
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and, taking mean advantage of his man
hood, sneered at them : "Mongrels
both !" 

The boy's eyes blazed on the man, 
and the man shrank from him in name
less horror. Haunted, truly ! Haunted 
by the indelible memory of having seen 
defiance in just such eyes. But the 
boy's defiance lasted but a second, might 
a lmost have been imagined, for he cow
ered now, a helpless little target for 
further scorn and spite. 

"Son," the missioner turned to the 
window full of toys, "those are Christ
mas things. Now of them all, which 
do you like best ? Ah !" as he saw the 
lad's gaze fix. "The sled I Would you 
like it for your own ?" 

The boy's lips parted in breathless 
wonder at the thought, and his hands 
caught eloquently at his ragged breast. 
But he shook his head, saying dully : 

"No." Nor did he, consciously. One 
doesn't want the sun, the moon, the 
&tars ! Only things attainable, be it ever 
so remotely, figure in our wants. 

"A hardened, ungrateful little 
wretch !" the cold man declared. And 
to the missioner, "Come ! You waste 
your time-waste mine!" 

"Patience !" The other f rowned. And 
he pleaded with the boy, who interested 
him so strangely, to come to the mission 
in an hour's time. 

"Christmas is there," he said. "You 
can come inside, and find it." 

The boy was sorely tempted. "Could 
I go-then ?" 

"I promise !" 
!'Then I will come. "  
But a s  the men walked off, h e  fol

lowed them. The missioner was kind. 
He would give him something to eat
might even .let J ap and himself sleep in 
the warm indoors that night. He repre
sented the boy's two great needs, and 
so must not be lost to sight. And the 
other-the man whom he feared and 
hated--drew him no less strongly. 

The snow had ceased to fall. A bit
ter wind whipped Lac Renard. Sledge 
dogs howled with it monotonously. And 
through the street, over the drifted trail 
beyond, a dark, silent, unseen, little 
wraith dogged the steps o f  the haunted 
man ! 

So they came to the great, shadowy 
structure with the cross on top, 
shrouded all in darkness, save for a 
light that gleamed f rom out the west 
wing, where the missioner's quarters 
were. 

"The tree is ready for the lighting 
of the candles," the mission_er was tell
ing his strange guest. "I have only to 
put the presents on it while they sleep. 
Poor eager, little ones I They'll need 
no waking gong on Christmas morn." 

He opened the massive storm door 
and led the way into a hall. Here, he 
helped his visitor divest himseif of his 
outer garments, while he rambled on of 
Christmas plans. And, drawn resist
lessly by the heat that came out, the boy 
and dog slipped by, without their notice, 
and through the open door of the lighted 
study that opened off the hall. 

Behind the big, red-bellied stove, the 
boy lay down, with his da.rk face pil
lowed on Jap's steaming coat, his 
wasted, undersized little body spread to 
catch the warmth. And he was already 
in a half doze, when the two men 
entered, and, unaware of any presence 
but their own, drew their chairs up 
close. 

And faint and far, getting farther 
every moment, Romey heard the cross 
man telling of some errand that had 
brought him North. Of a daughter, 
Sharon, whom he had cast off, and who 
had written him from up here to beg 
forgiveness, and whom he had not 
answered, because he had not forgiven . 
But it was long since any letters had 
been received, and he had come to seek 
her. From Nome across to Dawson, he 
had been, to Fort Laird even, and back 
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to White Rapids, and so here, to Lac 
Renard. 

"What was her sin ?" the missioner 
asked gravely, "that you renounced 
her ?" 

"She disobeyed me I" the man said 
sternly, as though that were the un
pardonable sin, indeed. "She married 
against my will-beneath her-a man 
of no standing, no family, no wealth. A 
man who would drag her-did drag 
her-over the sordid hem of  earth I" 

"May God forgive you I" exclaimed 
the missioner. 

"Me ?" t�e guest bent forward, 
stripped of all complacence ·by his aston
ishment. "You blame---me !" 

"Most severely ! She followed the 
dictates of  her heart, but you sinned 
against nature, when you shut your 
heart to her ! You could not have done 
that had you loved her." 

He saw the man's face work, and was 
reminded of a granite mountain disin
tegrating before the force of some 
mighty inward temblor. 

"I did love her-! do !" was the 
broken protest. "I never was one to 
show affection, but I gave her all my 
heart. I have never known one happy 
moment since she left me. Love her
Sharo11--" 

Deeply touched, the missioner said 
earnestly, "Then pray to God she is not 
dead !" 

"She is not dead !" the gray-faced 
man muttered, as though it were a line 
repeated oft by rote. "She is not 
dead !" 

His eyes, filled with awe, fixed them
selves upon the missioner. "I have 
heard she was, that he was, but that is 
sheerest folly I She was too young, too 
strong, too beautiful to die ; and he
curse him-of too common stock to kill ! 
But, years ago, I got a letter saying 
both were dead, and had left a child. 
And I have been haunted since, though 
I know it is not true." 

"Who sent that letter ?" 
"An illiterate miner, who signed him

self Jack Taite." 
At that the missioner's face seemed to 

set in granite, too. "If you found this 
daughter--" and his voice was hard
" did you bring forgiveness ?" 

His guest's eyes wavered, then his 
square jaw firmed. "No I What I have 
said, I do not unsay-though it kills 
me. I merely seek the truth-to make 
sure no impostor rises to fight over my 
estate when I am dead." 

"And who are you," demanded the 
missioner in a terrible voice, "that every 
will and life that touches you should 
bend to you ? You are not deity-scarce 
human, even ! You are a man of iron, 
and you must be broken !" 

"She made her bed," stubbornly de
clared the father, though the icy hand 
of fear laid hold upon his heart, "she 
can lie in it !" 

"She died in it I" Crossing, the mis
sioner stood over him, resolved to spare 
him nothing. "She died alone-save 
for her year-old baby. She survived 
her husband by a week. She died hor
ribly-of the plague-in the midst of 
squalor, attended only by poor but 
kindly Crees. Jack Taite-and did you 
know the North, you would know better 
than to doubt his word-told me the 
tragic story of the beautiful young 
woman, Sharon Chalmers, who died in 
a wretched Indian village on the Beaver
kill !" 

The man cried out in such anguish 
that the missioner thought the granite 
mountain forever leveled then. His 
gray head fell on his breast, and stayed 
so, while the wind moaned about the 
mission like a lost soul, and the weary 
boy slept on. 

At last the man raised his head. Deep 
suffering lined his face, but there was 
no lessening of selfish pride. 

"Then," he said coldly, "I must find 
the child." 
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The missioner stared at him curi
ously. Had he Leen mistaken ? 

"A big mission," he rejoined, resum
ing his chair. "Consider ! The land is 
vast, and the years have been-how 
many ? Twelve ! The lad would be 
thirteen, if he still lives. But I doubt 
it. For I made inquiries when I heard 
the story. Already many years had 
passed, and I could find no trace." 

"I must find the child." Again that 
cold, uncompromising statement. 

"Are you sure you want him ?" the 
missioner probed. "Think ! You are 
CJ. proud man. And this boy may be such 
a child as that poor waif we saw to
night." 

He was unprepared for the fierce up
rush of anger, born of injured pride, 
that the man betrayed. 

"Sir," his guest said haughtily, " I  
respect your doth-but you are imperti
nent ! Poor, homeless, the boy may be, 
t.ut he has my blood ! It would keep 
him from beggary and vice-from any
thing comparable to the state of that 
Indian wretch we saw." 

"The proudest blood may sink under 
such a weight of adversity as the North 
inflicts !" said the missioner, who knew 
that well. 

"Not mine !" the man said stiffiy. "But 
you mistake my motive. I have no in
terest in this boy, except to establish 
the fact of his existence, so that I may 
take the proper steps to protect myself 
from a claim of kinship later. I do not 
intend that any unacknowledged heir 
show up to claim the fortune of Jason 
Stone !" 

Behind the stove, deep in slumber, the 
boy, Romey, stirred. His face relaxed, 
was boyish, as in green fields where 
summer dwelt perpetually, he romped 
with Jap. For he dreamed he had heard 
the name--the name of the man to 
whom he was to give the charm! 

So vivid the dream, it woke him. 
And he rose, to the amazement of the 

missioner, and a strangled cry of dread, 
cf terror almost, from the lips of the 
haunted man. 

"Is it an hour ?" drowsily, the boy 
stumbled forward. "Can I find Christ
mas yet ?" 

"So ! You waited here," said the 
missioner, smiling. And glad to be rid, 
even for a moment, of the man whom 
he had heard in horror, he said 
brusquely, "Excuse me, sir, while I keep 
my promise to the lad." 

Taking Romey's hand, he led him 
down a long dark hall, and into a dark 
room at the farther end. Here he 
paused and, striking a match, held it 
to the wick of a great oil lamp bracketed 
in the wall, and there all at once, before 
the boy's dazed eyes, was Christmas ! 

"It is a tree !"  he whispered, staring 
at the tall Sitka spruce, adrip with star 
dust, and flaming with more colors than 
the brilliant bars of light that swept 
the Northern sky. 

But the missioner smiled a negative. 
" It is little candles !" guessed the 

boy, as the missioner l it  for his enjoy
ment the countless, tiny tapers crimped 
on every bough. 

"These are but the outward symbols, 
son. Christmas is inside the heart. It 
is a thing we feel, and call a spirit-the 
Christmas spirit. It fills our hearts with 
love, and makes us want to give, and 
give : to give to those nearest our heart, 
to give to those poorest, and most in  
need of giving, to  give, that we may 
show our gratitude--for to us, much 
was given." 

To his great wonder, the boy said 
simply, "That is the charm !" 

Perceiving that here was rich soil for 
the seed of truth, the missioner sat down 
with him ori a long bench before the 
blazing tree, and as eyes that were 
not Indian eyes drank i n  every won
drous detail he told him of that first 
Christmas Day. He began, as he saw 
that Romey had not a rudimentary idea 
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even of  what the great feast meant, at 
the beginning of all things---<God, and 
led up, in simple language, to the night 
when angels appeared unto the shep
herds, watching their flocks on Judea's 
plains, and proclaimed the birth of a 
child whom they would find in a 
manger, and who would redeem man
kind. 

Not once did the boy make comment, 
but the missioner could feel the little 
hand within his tighten, and knew his 
words struck deep. He would hardly 
have been human had he not hoped that 
through this boy he might reach all that 
hostile Indian camp to which the boy said 
he belonged. However, it was not from 
this motive that he took such pains with 
him, but for the boy's own sake, be
cause of the great appeal he made. And 
knowing that the Christmas spirit comes 
quickest in the doing, the missioner said : 

"You shall help me, son, to prepare 
Christmas for my boys." 

And he told Romey to sit down at 
the great heap of bundles beneath the 
tree, letting him unwrap each gift and 
hold it for him, while he checked off 
on his list the name of the child for 
whom it was meant, telling Romey, as 
he tied it on the tree, a bit of that child's 
history-all were poor, friendless chil
dren, whom he had rescued and taken 
in-and anticipating its joy when i t  
should wake and find the present there. 
And the missioner was most careful to 
miss none, "lest any little heart break, 
to think itself forgotten on Christmas 
morn." 

With hunger all forgotten, and the 
great dog watching, Romey worked hap
pily, until he came to a bundle much 
larger than the rest. Then his heart
beats pained him, and his frail hands 
trembled as he pulled the wrapping off. 
For it was the sled-the very sled he'd 
looked at in the window, or its twin
red and yellow, with shining steel, and 
swift, clean speed built in every line. 

There on his knees, with reverence in 
his touch, he hugged the sled that was 
as far from his as heaven's stars, and 
li fted his glowing eyes to the missioner. 

"The boy-who gets this," his voice 
shook like his hands, "he will be glad !" 

"I hope so, son," the missioner said 
gently, "for that boy is you." 

Through gloom and grime, Romey's 
face gleamed white. "AJ e !" He was 
numbed by the marvel of it-his first 
Christmas gi ft. 

Then the missioner pressed on him a 
bag of candy-hard and bright. "And 
now," he said, snuffing the candles out, 
"it grows late, and boys should be abed. 
You have a long mile home." 

Home ! Bed ! To a boy that had 
no home ! Who, once he quit that roof, 
would be as homeless as the wolf ,  whose 
bed would be the snow-free space be
neath some porch or stair, a packing 
case behind some store, or the bare floor 
of some Indian hut, as  it  had been last 
night. 

All the warm glow left Romey's face. 
He had an impulse to tell the missioner 
he had lied. But some lingering vestige 
of fear lest he be kept here restrained 
him, and, with a last, wistful look at 
the darkened tree, he picked up his sled, 
summoned Jap, and reluctantly fol
lowed the missioner down the quiet 
hall. 

"Come again and see me, soon," the 
missioner invited, as he opened the out
side door to the bitter cold. "Mission 
doors are never locked." Then with un
conscious irony, "Merry Christmas, 
son !" 

And now to Romey the cold was twice 
as cold, and the lonely dark more dark 
and lonely, and he couldn't go. It was 
as if the mission held enchantment
which i t  did. For it held all the happi
ness he had ever known. 

Full of it, he dragged himself be
neath some stunted balsam firs beside 
the mission, and sat down on the sled, 
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his arm about Jap, trying to tell Jap 
what Christmas was. 

"It is a spirit, Jap," he whispered, 
"that makes you want to give-and 
give !" � 

The hunger of his heart appeased, 
· Romey forgot physical hunger, and in 

the warm heart-glow was immune to 
other cold. Unmindful of the freezing 
wind that whipped his ragged jacket, he 
sat on, thinking of all the beautiful 
things he had heard and seen, thinking 
big thoughts-big thoughts for Romey, 
helpless, hapless vagabond of the North, 
big thoughts for any one ! 

By slow degrees a change came over 
him. His body grew tense. All that 
was boyish faded from his face, and 
back to his eyes came the light of craft 
and cunning that had been there before 
the missioner's talk. 

Furtively glancing in all directions, 
he slipped through the snow to the 
window of the study, chinned himself 
on the high sill, and looked in. There, 
still brooding by the fire, thinking-God 
knew what-sat the haunted man. But 
Romey didn't see the missioner. Nor 
did he see him when he peered in at 
the window of the room he had just 
left. 

"Wait, Jap !" he told the dog. "Be 
still !" 

Stealing to the mission door that was 
.never locked, he turned the knob softly. 
And as it swung back on silent hinges, 
he slipped · in and down the hall, noise
less as a shadow,· gliding past the open 
door of the study and on into the room 
where Christmas was. 

Stopping before the tree, he glanced 
cautiously about him, listened for a 
moment, then feverishly began to take 
the candles off, taking one here, one 
there, where they would not be missed ; 
and surely they would not, for there 
were so many. And when his pockets 
were crammed full, he surveyed the 
tree for other things. 

Reaching for a bright horn danglin); 
in the green, his hands jerked back as 
though the contact burned, and his face 
clouded with despair. This he could 
not take, lest any little heart break to 
find it gone. Then his eyes fell on some 
packages as yet unwrapped upon· the 
floor. They must be extra presents, 
intended for some unexpected visitor 
like himself. Kneeling, he was filling 
his arms with these, when� 

His heart leaped to his throat ; fright
ened blood drummed in his .ears. For 
his arms were caught and pinioned with 
their guilty load, a voice cried, "Thief!" 
-and he was struggling with wild fury 
in the grip of the haunted man ! 

"Here is gratitude !" cried Jason 
Stone, as the missioner rushed in. "He 
bites the hand that feeds him ! See ! I 
caught him stealing. I told you, your 
time was wasted on such trash !" 

"Romey ! Romey !" The missioner 
was· soul-sick at this treachery. "Oh, 
how could you do this thing to me ?" 

But Romey made no answer. Wild, 
shy, unused to speech, he could not put 
his thoughts in words. There was 
agony in his eyes as he saw the mis
sioner's distress but, oddly, there was no 
shame. 

"Sullen little monster !" The sel f
constituted judge passed on Romey's 
guilt. "Well, is he to be punished, or 
set free to grow in crime ?" 

Ignoring that, the missioner took the 
parcels from the boy and replaced them 
on the floor. Still with no word of 
censure or reproach, he  ushered Romey 
out, and shut the door upon him . 

. Long the boy stood in the dark out 
there, uncertain what to do, for hi s first 
resolution burned still hot within him. 

"I have the candles," he murmured, 
patting the pockets where they were. 
"But I must have the others, too." 

Going back to the sled where the dog 
waited, he passed the window and could 
see the men within. They had moved 
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to the far end o f  the room and stood, 
with their backs to the Christmas tree, 
talking earnestly-no doubt of him. 
Gripped by a new idea, Romey went on 
to the· sled and lifting the bag of candy 
the missioner had given him held it out 
for Jap. Eagerly the dog sniffed it, 
then whining softly started to the door, 
as if he knew · exactly what the boy 
desired. 

And when Romey noiselessly opened 
the door for him, Jap slunk in. Down 
the hall he crept, his body hugging the 
floor, his claws withdrawn so that his 
padded feet fell absolutely with no 
sound. Once in the room, he kept the 
tree between himself and the men, still 
conversing, till he came to where the 
bundles were. Noiselessly seizing one 
in his teeth, he sneaked out as cau
tiously. The door was opened for him, 
and he laid the package at Romey's 
feet. 

"Good Jap !" quietly praised the boy, 
giving the dog his usual pat. "More 
Jap !" And he held the door ajar for 
Jap again. 

But this time the dog's performance 
was observed. Sighting him in the big 
mirror he chanced to face, Jason Stone 
called his host's attention to Jap's 
actions, and together they watched the 
dog and second bundle disappear. 

"They told me at Chaudett House," 
Jason Stone said sternly, "that he had 
taught the dog to steaf! Now you see 
it yourself. Why don't you stop it ? 
Does it become you--of all men-to en
courage crime ?" 

"It becomes me to show mercy," the 
missioner said uncertainly. 

"To whom-the criminal !"  the other 
scoffed. "Better pity society on whom 
he preys !" And he would have stormed 
out on Jap when he returned but for 
the missioner's compelling gesture. 

"Wait ! There's something behind 
this, and I must know what. He can 
have no earthly use for what he steals. 

\Vere it food, I could understand, or 
clothing ; but he cannot covet these-
presents for children much younger 
than himself. He must be punished, 
but I 'll not jump in the dark. The boy 
has unexpected deeps--" 

"Of villainy !" 
"Of good !" corrected the mtsstoner, 

stern himself .  "But · they may easily 
be perverted to villainy by some rash 
act." 

So they kept their backs turned on 
Jap's thievery and their eyes upon the 
glass until all the bundles were gone 
and they heard the soft thud as the 
door was shut. Quickly blowing out the 
light, the missioner grdped to the 
window to see Romey's little figure 
working out there in the lesser dark. 

"He is hitching the dog to the sled !"  
His  tone was vibrant with interest. "He 
is  undoing the cord about the bundles 
and is using it to lash them on. What 
can he be going to do ?" 

"What any burglar does--" was 
the sardonic answer, "take home his 
stolen gains !" 

But an instinct that never lied told 
the missioner that this boy was not de
praved. And an impulse he could not 
deny seized him as the boy trudged off 
up the trail toward Lac Renard. 

"Now what ?" asked Jason Stone, as 
the missioner stepped into the hall and 
took his coat down from its peg. 

"I'm going to follow," was the short 
response. "Make yourself at home 
here. Do not wait up for me." 

To his dismay, for he had no wish ior 
such an escort on an errand as delicate 
as this, his guest insisted, "With your 
permission, I will go, too. I'm not 
good company for mysel f to-night." 

Reminded of the great shock this  
man had just sustained, the missioner 
softened and said quietly, "As you will ."  

But he  had the queerest feeling, when, 
warm-clad, they faced the arctic night, 
that there was something · personal in 
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this man's dislike for Rorney-that he 
would be glad to see his !first opinion 
vindicated, and the boy proved a thief. 
The idea was ridiculous, preposterous. 
Yet was it more so than that a man of  
apparent wealth and culture should stoop 
to active malice against a wretched, 
half-caste waif ? 

They had no trouble keeping the boy 
in view. With obvious weariness he 
toiled on in advance of the sled, holding 
steadily to the trail, passing through the 
post, and on toward the bleak, broken 
hills where the Indian village was. What 
his own actions would be when they 
arrived there-where unrelenting, inex
plicable animosity had been so often 
shown him-the missioner had no 
idea. Some inner voice had bade him 
come. That voice would be his guide. 

To his surprise the boy didn't halt at 
any of the huts but circled past, until he 
reached a timbered spot, a hundred 
yards from the last poor dwelling. 
Here he left the sled. 

Wary now, themselves, the two men 
held back and watched him search 
mysteriously among the trees. At last 
he stopped before one-a little spruce 
that stood, all straight and sturdy, by 
itself, spreading symmetrical boughs 
over the smooth purity of snow-and 
they heard him call to Jap to bring the 
sled. 

With growing wonder, they saw him 
unlash the bundles and range them in 
the snow beneath. This done, he busied 
himself about the tree. In their anxiety 
to see what he was doing, they crept 
nearer, keeping the trees between them
selves and him, and, in this way, lost 
sight of him for a time. But, crouched 
in a snowy clump of evergreens, not 
twenty yards away, they saw a match 
flare in his hand, they saw its feeble, yel
low flame dart here and there, and--

Understanding dawned ! 
For, before their spellbound eyes, 

there in the wild and lonely dark, a 

Christmas tree sprang forth ! No tor
tured thing of artifice, but rea�real as 
living spruce, as natural, clinging snow, 
as the stark reality of the wild sky and 
wilder land could make it I And the 
snow upon the spruce glimmered, shim
mered, in the light of Romey's candles, 
and the million gems of frost-God's 
tinsel l-frothed and danced. The tree 
was a thing of incredible beauty, a 
thing of glory ; holding the missioner en
thralled and throttling the sarcastic 
utterances on his companion's tongue. 

While they still were thus spellbound, 
they heard the boy bid the dog stand 
guard, and saw him vanish quickly in 
the gloom. 

"What Christmas magic is this ?" 
Jason Stone whispered hoarsely, when 
Romey had been away some time. 

The missioner answered, "Hush I'' 
For the boy was coming back. With 

him were children-ragged, shivering, 
pitiful children, Indian children, from 
the hut where he had stayed last night ! 
Slowly, they approached the glistening 
tree with the flickering tapers, not with 
childish exclamations of "Ohs !" and 
"Ahs !" but with a solemn gravity that 
masked their wonder. And in the In
dian tongue, which the missioner inter
preted to Jason Stone, they heard the 
boy cry : 

uSee !" He spread his arms out to 
the tree, shedding its soft luster over 
Jap and him. "It is as I told you ! The 
spirit said to give and give, to give to 
those I loved-those poorer. But whom 
had I to love ? No one but the mis
sioner, who had all !' And who was 
poorer ? Then I thought of you. And 
you were poorer-for you did oot know 
what Christmas was !" 

uw e know!" In hearts touched by 
the pathos of Romey's speech, a deep 
and guttural voice resounded, with an 
unexpectedness that made them jump. 
And now they saw the speaker, a big 
Indian, standing just beyond the half 
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circle of dark faces, his arms folded 
across his breast with deceptive calm. 

"It is their leader-SheliJ, !" whis
pered the missioner tensely. "The man 
I 've tried so hard to reach. But he 
won't listen-was deaf-to any en
treaty or appeal of mine !" 

"The Indian knows," said Shelik, 
with a passionate intensity that thrilled 
them, "what Christmas is ! It is the day 
when the rich trader gloats over the In
dian whom he has cheated of his furs I 
It is the day when he seeks to buy the 
Indian's favor with tawdry gifts, that 
he may rob him a season more, that he 
may exchange for the furs that are the 
Indian's only riches, garments that do 
not warm, so that my people sicken 
when the cold comes, and die !" 

"No! No !" protested the boy fiercely, 
the Christmas spirit glowing in his 
heart. "It is God's day-when every 
one is glad-because it is the birthday 
o f  the 'Babe who came to save the In
dian and the white ! It is the day when 
God enters even the wicked trader's 
heart and makes him kind, when God 
enters the hearts of the rich, and 
they help the poor, and the poor love 
those who do them wrong. It is so
for the missioner has told me !" 

His eyes on Shelik, the missioner saw 
the red fires of hate leap from his 
somber eyes. 

"The missioner lies !" Shelik spat out 
the words. "He is the tongue of the 
trader ! He seeks to win the Indian's 
trust that he may keep him in the trad
er's power !" 

The missioner's 'fingers sank deep in 
the arm of his companion. "That is 
why they distrust me ! They think I am 
allied with the dishonest traders !" And 
fervently, there in hiding, his eyes on 
that weird, unearthly scene, he prayed : 

"God, put wo,.ds in Romey's mouth !" 
"He is the tongue of God !" cried 

Romey, with an inspiration that could 
only be an answer to the missioner's 

prayer. "In his heart it is always 
Christmas. He wants nothing but to 
give, and give ! That is why he keeps 
the mission-to make a home for poor, 
hungry Indian boys ! He wants nothing 
but your love. No more do I !  See ! 
Because Christmas is in my heart, I give 
you all !"  

Whatever the effect o f  this on Shelik, 
it had a marvelous effect on Jason 
Stone. All the Christmas Eves the man 
had . ever known went by him-a dim 
and shadowy host. Only this one was 
real. Only this one had power to move 
him. And its spirit entered his frozen 
heart through the crevice grief had 
broken, humbling, humanizing him, 
making room for shame. For he was 
shamed by the nobility of this boy he 
had abused. 

As tensely as any, he watched as, 
with face transfigured, the boy took up 
the parcel.s one by one, and with childish 
indiscrimination doled them out. A boy 
of eleven was presented with a doll, and 
an air-gun was pressed on a papoose in 
arms. 'But all were happy, for the 
spirit of Christmastide was there. Then 
the last bundle was bestowed, and two 
pairs of little hands were still out
stretched. 

The boy's face was the picture of 
despair, and the missioner agonized with 
him, as did Jason Stone. But with 
quick resourcefulness Romey gave to 
one the bag o f  candy the missioner had 
given him, and to the other the coin he 
had begged in the name of Christmas, 
and the watchers' relief was as heartfelt 
as Romey's own. Then the children 
vanished, silently, as they had come. 
But again the watchers' hearts despaired 
with that of the boy ! 

For still waiting, as simple-hearted, 
in as simple faith as any child, was 
Shelik. It was the very mood and 
moment for which the missioner had 
yearned. 

'lOb, i f  he had taken but another !" he 
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groaned. "If  he had taken every blessed 
thing upon the tree !" For he could see 
his chance of a li fetime slipping, nor 
could he move to stop it, lest Shelik 
suspect Romey of collusion and all his 
good work be 'Undone. Any trinket, 
now, might win the Indian. And the 
boy had nothing left to give ! 

But he little guessed the deeps o f  
Romey's soul, sounded by the Christ
mas spirit ! 

Now the men saw him slowly bend, 
and rise to face Shelik with his arms 
laden. 

"So that there is no heartbreak," he 
said, his own heart breaking, "I give
the sled !" 

Swift pleasure lighted the face of the 
Indian as he took if. He moved away, 
and turned back to the lad. 

"The missioner speaks true," pro
claimed Shelik gravely. "I . feel the 
spirit. Let him speak again, and the 
Indian will listen !"  

But, as Shelik stalked proudly off, all 
the joy was experienced by the mis
sioner. Sinking in the snow, the boy 
sobbed out his heart, while Jap sought 
to comfort him with 'frantic tongue. 
And, watching, the ice of years broke 
up and melted in the heart of Jason 
Stone. 

To him, the boy's act had been sub
lime, heroic. He had given-all ! What 
possible sacri.fice could he make that 
would equal thi s ? The lad was inher
ently fine and noble. His sins, at least 
-in begging, stealing the things to 
maintain li fe-were human sins ! But 
Jason Stone's-- Meanest, most bit
terly regretted of them all, was his un
called-for persecution of him this night. 

"I will make amends !" he vowed, 
loudly. "I will make it up to this boy, 
as sure as my name is Jason Stone !" 

And out . o f  the lonely dark Romey 
heard the name ! No dream about i t  
now. His head turned toward the men 
coming from concealment, and his eyes 

were luminou� with an eager, questioning 
light. Which of the two had named it ? 
The man who hated him, who held him 
equal with the dog ! 

Reluctantly, yet true to a command 
laid so earnestly upon him when he was 
but six, the boy got to his feet, his hand 
groping tremblingly among his rags. 

"To Jason Stone, or those who name 
him," his humid, dark-blue eyes 
appealed to the gray man with piteous 
hope, "I am to give the charm !" 

Jason Stone shrank from the golden· 
glitter the boy held out. He could not 
bear to touch it, to look upon i t  even, 
as i f  fearful that he-like the Indian 
on beholding a strange totem-be 
stricken blind. 

But the missioner took it, looked long 
at the lovely, pictured face of the girl 
within it, closed the locket, turned i t  
over in his palm, and-- ((Sharon!" he 
said, as he read the writing in the gold. 

Then, excitedly, he drew from Romey 
such fragments as he could remember 
of his life among the poor Crees on the 
Beaverkill, all that the other missioner 
had garnered and repeated to him, and 
the story of his wanderings since. And 
he exclaimed reverently on what a 
Christmas miracle was this. 

"He is your grandson !" he told Jason 
Stone. "A trip to the Beaverkill will 
settle i t  beyond all doubt." Remember
ing, then, this man's resentment at the 
thought that his grandson might be even 
like this little vagabond, the missioner's 
spirits sank. 

Great was his astonishment to see 
Stone's arm go about the lad, and hear 
him say in deep contrition : 

"I need no proo f ! I seemed to know 
it from the first. He has her eyes ! I 
hated him, because he  was the living 
symbol of my remorse. But that is past. 
I love him now, for he is like-her !" 

"Then you claim him !" the missioner 
cried joyfully. 

"If he will let me," said Jason Stone, 
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"I will take him home, give him my 
name, make him my heir. I will do for 
1Sharon's son what I cannot do for her. 

. 'And she will forgive me, for she will 
know." 

The missioner could only marvel at 
the gentleness with which he knelt and 
drew the boy to him, and at the humility 
with which he asked : 

"Romey, will you go home with me ?" 
he asked. 

The boy's dark face was rapt as he 
asked, "Where it is  always summer ?" 

"In Pasadena," said Jason Stone, 
"there is no snow." 

"With Jap ?" was Romey's loyal con
dition . 

"With Jap !"  
Back to  the mission went the mis

sioner, �hose lifework was ready to his 
hand, the man who was a haunted man 
no longer, the boy, no more an outcast, 
and the great dog, J ap, to spend the 
merriest Christmas of all their lives, up 
there, in "the jumping-off place of the 
world," at Lac Renard. 

A BATTLE WITH BEARS 

MOST people would consider it sufficient occupation for one day to have to 
kill one bear. But there now comes to light the story of a Colorado rancher, 

one George Ramsey of Buzzard Creek, who, in a recent single casual encounter, 
got the best of four of the animals. The bears had been making inroads upon 
Ramsey's stock, so he took his gun and went forth--'the idea of revenge being 
uppermost in his mind. First, he came across two yearling cubs, each weighing 
about two hundred pounds. He shot and killed these instantly, but immediately 
after was charged upon from a thicket by another bear. 

Surprise forced the rancher to run, the bear following in hot pursuit. 
Finally, however, he managed to get in a shot from cover of a bush. Fortunately, 
for Rar;nsey, this shot killed the enraged mother bear. But the poor man's 
tro.ubles were by no means over, for by this time the father bear had appeared 
to seek his revenge. 

Ramsey would have liked to shoot ; but his gun was empty, · so he again 
took to his heels. After a long and exhausting run, the rancher attempted to 
club the animal with the butt of his rifle, which led to a terrific hand-to-hand 
encounter in which the bear was forced up a tree. As if this were not enough, 
a fifth bear rushed forth. But timely help arrived on the scene in the shape 
·Of a cowboy neighbor, who finished that adversary. Meantime, Ramsey managed 
to get the father bear from his arboreal retreat. 

It is estimated that one hundred gallons of bear oil will be taken from the 
five animals. 
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Synopsis of Preceding Chapters 
NOLL HOWARD and Jake Zickafoos become partners in the rush tor government land. They 

assist Josie Morrison, a young girl who Is holding the adjoining lot for her family. The 
l\lorrlsons start a restaurant, with Instant success. 

Howard finds himself candidate for marshal, with one "Poke" Jones running for mayor on the 
same ticket. The partners are skeptical about Jones• honesty. Howard Is nominated. He realizes 
that .Tones bas mistaken him for some notorious gunman. Jake's lot Is jumped by a vituperative 
old woman, but his claim Is already filed. Her tent catches fire and abe Is forced to ftee, leaving 
Jake victorious. 

Evans, the editor of tl:ro Evening Star, prints a vicious attack on Howard. The latter force' 
him to print a denial and distribute copies of It personally. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

A RED-EYED MAN 

I'En�;::::i'l OKE" JONES said it was 
all right ; he was better 
pleased that Howard was 
not 01 Howell. He had 
known all the time that 
01 Howell was a horse 

thief and a night-riding scoundrel, and 
it gave him unbounded pleasure to be 
assured, and have the public assured, 
that the candidate for city marshal on 
the People's ticket was a clean man, 
even if  a less notorious one than the 
villain who had terrorized Caldwell un
der the cloak of an officer of the law. 

It . took a load off his mind and con
science, Jones declared. While he had 
been fully cognizant o f  the passing value 
of a notorious name on the ticket for 
the most essential of all offices, he was 
better pleased to have an honest man, a 
straight one who valued his reputation 
to the point of such valiant defense. 
And so Jones talked on, to great and 
wordy length, trying to get out from 
under the responsibility as gracefully as 
he might. 

It was early morning when Howard 
visited the People's party candidate for 
mayor at his furniture store, which he 
called The Emporium. He was deter
mined to catch Jones before he could 
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go abroad and scatter some new sowing 
of what he might consider vote-getting 
forage. 

Now Jones was touching up a large 
chiffonier which he was to deliver that 
morning to Mrs. Morrison of the Hotel 
Savoy. He explained that Mrs. 
Morrison had taken it as the next best 
substitute for a sideboard, desiring 
something to lend elegance to her din
ing hall. She was going to use it to 
stand pies and cakes and such dainties 
on ; the elegant mirror-Jones polished 
it with his big blue handkerchief with 
luxurious stroke-would at once give 
a sense of depth and spaciousness to the 
room, and multiply the display spread 
in front of it in the eyes of hungry 
diners. 

A far-seeing woman, Mrs. Morrison ; 
a most desirable neighbor, with a most 
desirable, altogether lovely, daughter. 
Yes, indeed. Mrs. Jones made her ap
pearance from the dark interior of the 
shop about that time, as if jealous of  
too much enlargement upon the charms 
o f  females apart from that household. 
Jones presented her. She was a high
standing woman, bony, austere, sour ; 
with a hard intolerant look about her. 

Mrs. Jones glanced at Howard with 
a sort of cold approval. She said she 
was glad somebody in that town had the 
courage and manhood to compel that 
slandering editor to swallow his libels 
without grace. 

"She's taking a whack at me," Jones 
explained, quite unnecessarily, giving 
Howard a sfow, ponderous wink. "But 
I 'm an old campaigner ; my hide's ·thick. 
I don't squirm every time a tick bites 
me. A man that's busy as I am can't 
turn aside to run down every campaign 
lie that spreads about him. I 'll have 
my day after election-we'll all have 
our day then, eh, Howard ?" 

" I f  we win," Howard said, not at 
all as certain of the outcome as Jones 
seemed to be. 

"Well, if we don't, what's a lie more 

or less ?" queried the philosophic, thick
skinned Jones. 

Howard said he supposed it wasn't 
so much when a man got used to it, 
but he was new to the game and a little 
ticklish in that particular. Mrs. Jones 
gave her husband a scornful look and 
an audible sniff. She retreated to her 
kitchen, whence came the aroma o f  
coffee, and a sound of hissing as  i f  the 
pot had boiled over. 

Jones said the campaign was boom
ing, although he didn't believe they 
were going to have a walk-away, speak
ing for himself and the other candi
dates exclusive of  Howard. The pub
licity he had made for himself in forcing 
Evans to issue an extra paper retract
ing his libelous charges would carry 
Howard in with a whoop. As it stood 
that morning, with election still two 
days away, Howard overbalanced the 
rest of the ticket like a sack of flour 
placed against a pillow. It made him a 
valuable man ; his word was worth more 
in the public ear than the combined 
ballyhoo of all the rest. 

After he made the delivery of the 
chiffonier to Mrs. Morrison, and got 
things lined up for the day in the store, 
Jones was going out with the band, 
he said, for another noise spree. Of 
course, Howard would join them and 
lend his voice to the cause ? 

"No, I 'm not going to ballyhoo any 
more, Jones. It would look too much 
like makin' an exhibition of  myself to 
parade around with the· band to-day. 
I 'm through ; I 've done all I can do. 
If they want to elect me, all right ; i f  
not, the disappointment won't kill me. 
Go to it, you fellers. I 've not got the 
nerve to go handshakin' around to-day." 

"Evans will think he's bluffed you, 
Howard. You can't go on editing that 
paper with your gm: indefinitely, nor 
even expect to put a bold stroke like 
that over Evans a second time. He'll 
have a gang of deputy United States 
marshals in his office to protect him, 
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since the soldiers refuse to interfere. 
I saw Milt Everett hangin' around 
there this moring when I went to the 
butcher's, gun on him like he was doing 
a sentry-go. He's a red-eyed man, 
Howard ; you want to look out for Milt 
Everett." 

"I don't expect to edit any more 
papers for Evans," Howard said, "but 
I don't suppose his skin's any more 
bullet-proof than mine. Well, I'll take 
a little splurge with you to-night, Jones, 
and put on my act. But let me off for 
to-day-I want to finish my house." 

This promise cheered Jones. It  
wasn't such a bad idea, taking a day 
off to finish his house. Jones said it 
was evidence of Howard's permanent 
interest in the city, proof that he was 
not a floating speculator. Jones would 
draw public attention to the house, 
standing as Howard's proxy in the cam
paign work of the day ; he would read 
the retraction and apology forced from 
the editor of  the Evening Star. It 
might be a good move-it would be 
a good move-to withdraw from the 
public eye for that day. 

"And where is our candidate for city 
marshal ?" said Jones, squaring off ora
torically, his deep voice rising loud and 
mellow, his melancholy eyes sweeping 
an imaginary crowd with stern ques
tioning, as if he knew somebody pres� 
ent had made away with the candidate 
in vile and secret violence. "Gentlemen, 
he is at home, laying the sills of his 
domicile, bracing the roof�tree of his 
permanent abode. I f  you will listen 
you will hear the stroke of his hammer, 
drum-beat in the march o f  progress ; 
i f  you will hearken, you will catch the 
symphony of his saw, sweetest music 
the hand of civilized man ever drew 
from a-from a--" 

"Piece of Arkansas pine," Howard 
completed the flight. 

Jones laughed ; Howard laughed, and 
from the back of the furniture store 
there sounded in disdain of such polici-

cal trumpery, a sniff as loud as the snort 
of a horse. 

Howard stopped in at the office of  
his neighbors, the contesting lawyers, 
on his way home, to have the relin� 
quishment to Jake's lot properly drawn. 
Messrs. Wrigley & Dye, who stood 
ready to contest anything for anybody, 
had advanced with Cimarron. They had 
mounted from their little tent on the 
wings of retainers and incidental fees, 
not to any great altitudes, indeed, but 
to a respectable height. 

A queer little shanty with plank roof 
and unsawed planks protruding at the 
corners, a most lopsided, open-jointed, 
cross-eyed alignment of carpentry, re
sult of the combined effort of the firm, 
now sheltered their few books from the 
weather and their own legal brains from 
possible hydration under the ardent sun. 
The canvas sign was tacked securely 
above the door, just inside of which, at 
plank desks o f  their own contriving, 
Lawyer Wrigley waited on this hand, 
Lawyer Dye on that, ready to contest 
with spirit to the court of last resort 
any claim within the bounds of the new 
territory. 

Lawyer Dye was engaged with a red
faced customer who had every appear
ance of being a highly contentious man, 
and so it fell to Lawyer Wrigley, a 
small earnest man with shriveled neck, 
to draw up the relinquishment. He 
had a typewriter, of  that ancient variety 
which printed nothing but capitals, on 
a box beside his chair. To this he 
turned, clasped the box between his 
knees to hold it steady, and drew up 
the paper in due and legal form. 

Jake had moved the tent to the middle 
of his lot. He had transferred some 
of his belongings to it, and lashed the 
jumper lady's shotgun to the ridge
pole. This weapon he had confiscated 
as liquidated damages, and swore he 
would hold it against all the one�legged 
sooners in Cimarron, unscrupulous fat 
women who jumped tender-hearted 
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gentlemen's lots, writs of replevin, and 
all claims whatsoever. He drove two 
stakes deep into the earth, nailed his 
bootjack to them, and squared off to 
show everybody he was there to stay. 

When Howard gave him the relin
quishment, the valuable consideration 
duly acknowledged therein, Jake hung 
fire in spite of all his homemaking 
preparations. He rubbed his hard hair, 
and clamped his shallow but determined
looking jaw very hard, his short, even 
teeth meeting as precisely as the jaws 
of a steel trap. 

"I never give you no valuable con
sideration, pardner." 

Jake turned up his sharp, tight-lidded 
blue eyes as he spoke, looking very much 
like a perplexed, slightly bow-1egged, 
little man waiting for an answer. 

"Sure you did." 
"When ?" 
"Right along, Jake." 
"It ain't right, it  ain't honest, it 

ain't square," said Jake, looking at the 
paper, shaking his head in full convic
tion of the small part in the transaction 
his partner was trying to make him play. 
"I can give you a valuable consideration, 
pardner-I ain't like the little man that 
couldn't-and dang my neck if I ain't 
a-gain' to do it !"  

Jake opened his vest-he always wore 
it tightly buttoned, even slept in it, at 
least since he had been i n  Cimarron
hauled out a very competent, well-fed 
wallet, and bared an amazing collection 
of yellow-backed money to view. I 'm 
not like the feller that can't give a valu
able consideration, and I'm here to do 
it," he said. 

"Put that damn money up !" Howard 
spoke sharply ; there was a belligerent 
look in his clear blue eyes. 

Jake jumped at the words, hard and 
explosive in his ears like the crack of  
a gun. He shut up the wallet and 
jammed it into his pocket. 

"Now, look here, pardner," he argued 
placatingly. "I wouldn't 'a' had no lot 

if you hadn't 'a' stopped me when I was 
staggerin' along like a wabbly calf,  
winded and done up, left behind by the 
herd in the stampede, and nowheres to 
go. I wouldn't 'a' had no more lot 'n 
a rabbit i f--" 

"Jake,"-Howard laid a hand on his 
shoulder and looked him hard in the 
eyes-"i f  you ever draw money on me 
again I 'll take it the same as i f  you'd 
pulled a gun. I say I've got a valuable 
consideration for the lot. Put that paper 
in your pocket and say no more. " 

Jake folded the paper small, stand
ing contemplatively, his feet wide apart, 
got out the wallet, stowed it among his 
plentiful store of  high-figure currency, 
looked up at Howard's grinning face 
seriously, and put out his hand. 

"Pardner," he said, shaking hands 
solemnly, "there'll always be a rig ready 
for you, free as the air over your head, 
at Jake Zickafoos' livery, feed and sale 
stable, horses boarded by the day, week, 
or month." 

"It'll come in handy if I have to 
leave in a hurry some time, Jake." 

"Yes, · i f  you ever have to leave in a 
hurry," Jake discounted the thought. 

The matter of the lot being settled 
without violence, Jake went on ·with 
his moving, picking up the few scat
tered articles belonging to h im from the 
site of last night's camp. As he went 
across lots, a bright-figured, joyful shirt 
dragging on an arm, his shaving mug 
in his hand, Jake felt moved to express 
his feelings in song. And this was the 
song he sang : 

"N-n-n-ow Jesse was a man and a friend to 
the pore, 

And for money he never suffered 
pa-a-a-in--" 

Jake insisted on bearing a hand with 
the carpentry on the new house, which 
he had begun the day before. He would 
keep a weather eye on his lot, although 
he didn't expect anybody to try any 
further tricks with it, and he \\·as all 
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set to throw hot lead around any jumper 
who might have the nerve to attempt it, 
let it be 1ady or gent of any size, shape, 
of color whatsomever ; that being Jake's 
most favored and most impressive word. 

They got the roof on before supper 
t ime, and most of the siding up-plenty 
to shelter a man i f  rain didn't come on 
a slantways wind, Jake said. They were 
standing off contemplating the result of 
their labor when a boy came by crying 
the Evening Star. Howard sat on the 
doorsill of his new house to read his 
copy ; Jake cross-legged on the ground 
near by to look for new slander and 
libel in his. 

Neither of them had very far to look 
for what both expected . Whether Evans 
had operated under guard of Milt 
Everett, candidate for city marshal on 
the Liberal party's ticket, Howard had 
not taken the trouble to confirm, but he 
thought, from the boldness of Evans' 
new outbreak, that Poke Jones' report 
of that eminent individual standing 
sentry before the editor's door must be 
true. 

Evans had headed his comeback 
"Shotgun Extra ." Under that caption 
he related how the armed ruffian How
ard , had invaded the peaceful precincts 
of the Sta-r office, dictated, and com
pelled, by threat and intini"idation, pub
lication of the apology and retraction 
appearing in last night's extra edition 
of the Star. 

While Evans did not repeat the 
charge that Howard was a sooner, or 
that he was attempting public deceit by 
parading under false colors, he slung 
" four-flusher" and "coward" around 
with the reckless confidence of a man 
who did not fear any future demand 
for accounting. The editor of the Star, 
Evans said, had acted as any prudent 
man would have done under the condi
tions, faced by an armed, blatant, blus
tering coward who had the drop and 
would not hesitate to take a coward's 
!ldvantage and use it. The enforced 

retraction had been given public circu
lation, and the public could take it for 
what it was worth, knowing the facts 
in the case. Evans did not go so far 
as to say he withdrew it, but he did 
all that he could to nullify it. 

He drew attention to the fact that 
Howard had been wordy and windy in 
denying that he was 01 Howell, or that 
he ever had given sanction to the report 
circulated by the more or less dishonor
able Poke Jones, of Wichita, that he 
was the famed marshal of Caldwell. In 
regard to his past, where he came from, 
what he had done, and what station in 
life he had filled, this swaggering· bully, 
this gun-toting four-flusher, Howard, 
had nothing at all to say. Having blown 
up as a bluffer and pretender, he was 
now trying to gild himself with the 
glamour of mystery. 

Every man had his reason for keep
ing still about his past, but no man up 
for public office had a right to hide it. 
Milton Everett, familiarly and affection
ately called Milt by all who knew him, 
former sheriff of Ford County, Kansas, 
had something to say that might throw 
a little light on Howard's past. There 
followed a statement by Milt Everett, 
duly refined by the editorial hand, so 
much refined, in fact, that it all ap
peared cut from the same cloth. 

Milt Everett said he had a distinct 
recollection, as sheriff of Ford County, 
of taking a man to the penitentiary at 
Leavenworth who was an exact ringer 
for Howard. The fellow had been con
victed of highway robbery in Dodge 
City. 

The editor printed Milt Everett's 
reminiscence with all the gravity of 
truth, in full-face type, doubly indented, 
and continued on his own account to 
say that a man under the shadow of 
such a grave accusation had no stand
ing before the public until he came .for
ward and proved himself innocent o f  
all suspicion. I t  was an affront,  a pub
lic insult, for this openly accused con-
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'vict to parade himself asking the suf
frage of honest voters. The rest of the 
People's tick-et was bad enough, but 
Howard was especially repugnant to 
every sense of decency. The editor had 
known communities where such a brazen 
scoundrel would have been ridden out 
of town on a two-by-four scantling, his 
carrion body decorated with a coat of  
tar. He had complete confidence in  the 
manhood of Cimarron. 

Howard sat staring abstractedly over 
the top of the paper after reading this 
latest denunciation leveled at his alto
gether inoffensive head. It was vile 
and scandalous ; Evans had taken a 
shadow and worked it up into the very 
substance of fact. It might be difficult 
to prove before Election Day that he 
hadn't been in the penitentiary, with 
only 9one day intervening between him 
and that event. Certainty there was not 
anybody in Cimarron who could vouch 
for him, and the chaTge was so hollow, 
vapid, and dishonest, campaign trump
ery o f  the lowest, that it did not merit 
the trouble of wiring to the warden of 
the Kansas prison for denial. 

He did not want to take his gun and 
go after Evans again. One play of that 
kind was plenty ; pushing it too far, as 
a regular habit, would bring public re
action of the very kind Evans was play
ing for. He would j ust have to take a 
tannin bath and thicken his hide, like 
Poke Jones. 

But Jake was on his feet, tightening 
his cartridge belt, looking around for 
his hat. He grabbed it up from where 
it had lain all afternoon, shook the saw
dust out of it, and fixed it so firmly on 
his lumpy head that it bent down the 
tips of his small, pointed, satyr ears. 

"Goin' somewhere ?" Noll inquired, 
trying to show himself untouched and 
indifferent, although Evans' persistent 
ridicule and slander hurt him more than 
the treason of a friend. 

"Um-m-m," said Jake. 
He was glum, and white around the 

gt1ls. He turned his face away, as if 
he would hide his intention from his 
partner's eye, cinched up his belt an. 
other notch, thought better of it, and 
turned back again, his tight little eyes . 
as bright as two embers in a wind. He 
was holding the newspaper in his hand ; 
the defamatory article in the folds. He 
tapped the paper with the forefinger of 
his gun hand, fast, like a woodpecker 
on a sycamore limb. 

"Evans is callin' on the public to step 
out and say something about it," he 
said. "One of the public's goin' to go 
over there to his joint to tell him some
thing, and to put it in his ear with a 
gun !" 

"I appreciate it, old feller, but I don't 
believe I'd do that." 

"This is out of  your hands, pardner," 
Jake replied, flushed and hot. "He put& 
it up to the public, and the public's 
goin' to blow his head off I I don't 
want you to git it that I'm one of these 
hombre fellers, pardner," Jake appealed 
rather than explained, letting his voice 
down almost to its natural tone, " for I 
ain't. I'm a bow-legged little runt of a 
cow-puncher from the Panhandle, but 
I know when to step out for a friend." 

"You do, Jake," Noll replied most 
earnestly, "but I wouldn't go and shoot 
him off just for that. They always lie 
about a man when he's up for office, 
you know." 

"Many a good man's been in the 
pen !" Jake said with asperity. 

"Sur·e they have. But the joke of it 
is, old feller, I never was." 

"You'd be all right with me if you 
stepped out yisterday. No man's got 
a call to slam a pardner of mine the 
way that feller's a-slammin' you." 

Jake gave his hat a pull, yanked it  
down over his eyes, and started off on 
his vengeful and undoubted!¥ earnest 
undertaking. 

Noll went afte.r him on the jump, 
stopping him by a hand on kis shoulder. 

"Wait a minute, Jake-here comes 
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one of  the lawyers, and he looks like 
he's got something on his mind. Any
way, let's get his advice on the case." 

lt was Lawyer Wrigley, and he had a 
lot on his mind, being little less indig
nant than Jake. He said that he had read 
the defamatory article in' the Star and 
resented it not only as a lawyer but as 
a citizen. Besides being basely and 
criminally libelous, it was a plain incite
ment to riot. 

"You can shoot a man for that, can't 
you ?" Jake asked. 

"A man would be justified in going 
that far, even," the little lawyer replied, 
nodding judicially, slowly. "But a better 
course is to have him arrested for crimi
nal libel and incitement to riot. He's 
plainly making a vicious effort to incite 
the public to violence against you, How
ard. I f  you'll say the word, Howard, 
I 'll go to the chief deputy United States 
marshal and take out a warrant for 
him." 

"N-n-no," said Howard thoughtfully. 
"I don't believe I 'd do that, judge." 

"Moreover," Wrigley continued, 
greatly pleased at the sudden elevation 
to the judiciary, "this man Milt Everett 
is going around making the boast that 
he'll drive you out of town before the 
sun goes down." 

"Is  that true ?" cried Jake. The news 
seemed to delight him ; he brisked up 
quickly, took hold of his belt end and 
tried it for another notch, but it was 
as tight as it would go. "You hear 
that, pardner ?" 

"So that's what Evans had in mind ; 
that's what he was hintin' at," said Noll. 

Wrigley nodd�d, or bowed, rather, 
so solemn and sweeping was the gesture. 

"We can get a warrant for Everett, 
too," he said. 

"I think I'd rather await the out
come, judge." 

"Just as you think best, Howard. But 
this man Everett's a bad customer-
! know his record. He was deposed 
as sheriff for mal feasance in office, and 

he's a killer ; the kind that kills for the 
morose pleasure of seeing a man drop. 
You want to be on your guard for that 
man, Howard." 

Noll measured the sun with a glance. 
It was going down sullenly red as a 
pomegranate ; it looked as i f  a man 
could not have slipped his hand be
tween it and the prairie that seemed to 
tip up in the hazy distance to meet 
the horizon, like the sea. He turned 
to Jake and the lawyer, hand to the 
long horn of his mustache, that queer 
look of bashful, embarrassed hesitancy 
in his face. 

"I wonder if I'd have time to eat 
supper before I have to start ?" he said. 

A little flash of some emotion, maybe 
admiration, perhaps satisfaction, wa
vered across the lawyer's worried, dry 
face. 

"No man would ever pick you as the 
kind to run, Howard." 

"He'd be a poor picker if he did !" 
said Jake. 

"But a warrant would be the prudent 
way to stop this thing," Wrigley con
tinued. " I f  it comes to a show-down 
and you have to shoot, don't shoot to 
cripple, Howard. Everett has laid down 
your defense in advance ; you can go 
the limit. And if you need any help
of a legal nature, a legal nature--" 

"Certainly, certainly," said Howard, 
relieving the lawyer of his hurry to cor
rect any misunderstanding of the assis
tance he proffered. 

"Sure, legal nature, judge," said Jake. 
He was standing by, rubbing the grip o f  
his gun a s  if h e  had an ache i n  his side. 
"Legal nature-sure thing." 

"I'll be right on deck," Wrigley car
ried his offer to a conclusion, apprecia
tive of their ready understanding. 

"I hope .it'll not be necessary to draw 
on you for your services in this case," 
Howard told him gravely, "but I 'm sure 
they'd be a comfort to any man in a 
hole, and of the highest order." 

"I'd bank on it," said Jake. 
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As Wrigley hastened back to his of
fice, the partners stood looking at each 
other, Noll with a grin that seemed to 
serve no purpose whatever except to 
disturb the set of his features and hide 
his true emotion, like a flurry of wind 
across a pond ; Jake all eager and alert, 
ready to jerk his gun and jump to it, 
and burning for the chance. The sun 
was half down, the sharp line of the 
world's edge across its sulky red face. 

"It looks to me like Milt Everett 
ain't a man o f  his word," Jake said. 
"You might as well go on and eat." 

"Wait till the sun's down, then we'll 
go together for once-what do you 
say ?" 

CHAPTER XV. 
CIMARRON LAUGHS. 

EDITOR EVANS had won a reprieve 
from Jake's vengeance for a little 

while. Jake was altogether absorbed in 
the outlook for combat before his own 
door, his only concern being that there 
would be enough o f  it to go around. I f  
Milt Everett should come alone, How
ard would have the ·first whack at him 
as a matter of right. Jake was dis
turbed by the thought that Everett 
might attempt it single-handed for the 
glory of his name. 

They waited until the sun was down, 
fathoms down, behind the sharp line 
of distant prairie that lay within the 
westward scene beyond Cimarron. 
Then Howard led the way to Mrs. 
Morrison's door. 

"The definition of a four-flusher 
seems to be Milt Everett," he remarked. 
"His enthusiasm seems to have cooled 
down with the day." 

"It'd be a great way to git rid of a 
feller that's runnin' agin' you for office, 
though," Jake commented, bow-legging 
along with his cowboy hobble beside his 
taU partner. "Um-m-m! I smell 
baked hog. When I'm hungry, give me 
hog." 

Jake's nose was a true interpreter of 

the menu at the Hotel . Sa,voy. There 
was baked hog and apple sauce, and 
room at the counter-table for the part
ners to sit and refresh themselves on 
its delights directly inside the open · 
door. Josie, full of bounce and grins, 
was racing between stove and table, 
glowing with the prosperity that had 
come to her deserving door in such flood 
that enlargement of the establishment 
was already being planned. 

Mrs. Morrison came over between 
cuts to congratulate Jake on getting rid 
of his jumper and laugh about the inci
dent, which she said she had been too 
heavy-headed with sleep to know any
thing about until the best part of it 
was over. 

"I saw her runnin' down the street 
and heard the tin cans rattlin' after 
her, but I 'd 'a' given a nickel to seen 
that little horse doctor out in his night
shirt squirtin' her with that big syringe." 

"It sure was some show, ma'am," 
Noll assured her solemnly, "worth 
travelin' miles to see. I 've been kind 
of worried about the old catamount, 
though, wonderin' if she was burnt very 
much." 

"Not a blister more than she de
served," said Jake unforgivingly. 

"No, not a blister more," Mrs. 
Morrison upheld him, with the hard 
judgment of her kind for an erring 
sister. "You've got to fight the devil 
with fire, so they say. It was a bright 
thought you had, Jake, when you set 
that grass afire." 

"Me ?" said Jake, astonished. "You're 
givin' me credit for more brains than 
I ever had. I never thought of it. 
Some fellers passin' by lightin' their 
se-gars or something dropped the match 
that rousted her." 

"Roasted her, you mean," a man 
along the table a little way spoke up, 
leaning forward to make the correction, 
bringing himself into view beyond the 
intervening guests. "That's no way to 
treat a woman, jumper or no jumper." 
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"If you've got any objections to make, 
put 'em in writin'," Jake retorted. 

He threw his hind leg over the bench 
and got up, ready for action, but No11 
restrained him while his hand was go
ing for his gun. 

The man who had spoken. for the 
chivalry of Cimarron was rather be- · 
sotted in appearance, his face marked by 
blotches of congested veins. He was 
an older man than Jake, yet not more 
than forty, thick-haired, short-necked, 
stocky, with the avid mouth of the 
drunkard. 

"I'll put i·t in writing, all right," he 
replied to Jake's challenge, and he did 
not appear �reatly disturbed over the 
imminent prospect of facing a gun. 

"Sit down, Jake ; let him alone," said 
Noll. 

"Any man that 'sinuates I set that 
grass afire is a liar !" Jake proclaimed. 

"I don't pack a gun," the stranger 
said contemptuously. "Any man that 
does has got about a foot missin' out 
of his backbone. I can take care of  my
self in any company without a gun." 

He rose, threw down fifty cents be
side his plate, glared su1Jenly at Jake, 
who was hal f standing, one teg on each 
side of the bench, and started for the 
door. 

"I'll take it off," Jake proposed, be
ginning to unbuckle with hasty hand. 
"I'll meet you outside and measure 
len'ths with you I I'll climb your frame 
and then I'll--" 

Noll laid hold of Jake and slammed 
him down, a-s.traddle of the bench as 
he was, where he sat biting so hard on 
nothing that they could hear the click 
of his teeth. :Mrs. Morrison inter
posed. 

"Go on out of here," she advised, 
waving the stranger toward the door. 
"Don't stand around here insultin' my 
friends." 

The customer did not resent this invi
tation to take himself off, for it was 
evident from the change of his coun-

tenance that he ·did not relish Jake's 
hearty preparations to meet him without 
any advantage over him in the matter 
of armament. When he hit the door 
he cut a streak for the street and dis
appeared with astonishing celerity. 

' 'Dang a man for buttin' in on my 
supper that way !" Jake muttered, turn
ing again to his baked hog. 

The man nearest Jake laughed. 
" He seems to be in a hurry to get 

it clown in writin'," he said. "Do you 
know who he is ?" 

"I don't know him from a rabbit," 
Jake replied. . 

"He's Frank Stark, reporter on ·the 
Star. " 

"He fits his job to a T," Jake said. 
"Is that who he is ?" Mrs. Morrison 

inquired of her customer, a mild-man
nered large man who looked like drugs 
and sundries. 

"Yes, I used to know him in Wichita. 
He's_ a disreputable old soak, can't get 
a job on any decent paper, couldn't 
hold it i f  he had it. But he can write 
just about as ornery as he looks." 

"If he puts any of his scandalous lies 
about me or my place in that paper this 
town won't hold him I" Mrs. Morrison 
declared. 

Jake growled about being stopped ' n  
his charitable work of doing away wi�ll 
a public nuisance, and Noli replied 
that it would have been ungenerous, i f  
not ungentlemanly, t o  kick u p  a row in 
Mrs. Morrison's place. A man must 
have a stronger reason than Jake's to 
pull out his gun and go mussing things 
around in a friend's house. Jake de
clared he was as reasonable as he was 
unreasonable, and he could see a hole 
in a shirt as quick as any man when it 
was p'inted out to him. He wouldn't 
muddy up the water in Mrs. Morrison's 
water hole for nearly anything, but he 
did resent 'sinuations and tree-toad 
looks in a man. 

Of course, agreed Noll, but advised 
him to go ahead and eat. So Jake 
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buckled down to it agll.in, soon restored 
to his appreciation of the baked hog 
and tart sauce, and the other good 
things which Josie brought them as 
especially favored guests, and almost 
men of . the family. 

They were scraping their plates, Josie 
sitting on an upended box across the 
table chinning them in the good old 
railroad way, the supper rush being over. 
It was beginning to grow dusky in the 
house al though it was still bright out
side, the time between sunset and dark 
being long in that land. Mrs. Morrison 
suggested that Josie l ight the lamp, and 
Josie said "yes, in a minute, rna," and 
went on chinning Jake, with a good 
many bright bursts of sudden laughter 
and a lovely flush of prosperity and con
tentment in her cheeks. 

All of this was going on, comfortably 
and happily, when Josie's bright color 
fled from her face suddenly, as if she 
had been struck by mortal agony. Her 
eyes widened, her lips parted for the 
words which she seemed unable to 
utter. 

At the same moment Noll Howard, 
looking into the mirror of the new 
chiffonier, which stood directly behind 
Josie, a noble spread of pies on its 
golden-oak top, started and stiffened as 
the face of  the mirror became suddenly 
peopled by a converging of many men 
before the door. Josie's back was re
flected in the mirror, and the face of 
Jake Zickafoos as plain as a tintype. 
and around them, in the perspective of 
the doorway, this sudden development 
of strange faces as if they had been 
brought out in the glass by a breath . 

Jake was staring at Josie, trying to 
account for her sudden consternation, 
unconscious of the change in the scene. 
Noll touched his arm,  li fting a finger 
in quick, cautious gesture toward the 
glass. 

"Hello ! "  cried Jake. "He's got all 
the voters in the Liberal party with 
him !" 

"Look out ! He's got a gun !" Josie 
warned, finding her tongue and her legs 
at the same instant. She jumped up, 
knocking the box over with a noise 
that seemed a crash in the strained quiet 
of the moment. 

Mrs. Morrison was sitting on a box, 
also, in the fairway of the back door 
for the refreshment of the cool evening 
breeze after her day's work. She turned, 
caught the significance of the crowd 
about to enter the house, snatched 
the knife from · the pan where the 
remnants of roast pork were being kept 
hot on the back of the stove, and started 
for the door, where she came face to 
face not with Frank Stark, reporter for 
the Star, as she had expected, but a 
stranger with a naked gun in his hand. 

Noll and Jake had all but dismissed 
the chance of Milt E-verett's appearin.!! 
in  any attempt to carry out his threat, 
or had put it down to a false rumor 
that had reached Lawyer Wrigley's ears. 
They were filled to the gills with the 
good things Josie had set before them ; 
even Jake's belligerent soul wa:s soothed 
to a condition of slothful ease. But 
the sight of that man holding a gun 
trained on them as they sat, backs 
to him, on the bench made them jump 
and begin to fume. They had been 
lured by good eating away from the 
duty of vigilance, and now it looked as 
if Milt Everett had them where he 
wanted them. 

"Leave them guns where they're at
put 'em up and keep 'em up !"  

They put them up a t  Milt Everett's 
command, and kept them up, l ike d is
creet men who had been in a tight 
corner before. Josie, crouching as if to  
duck under the table, hand over her 
mouth to hold back a scream, eyes big 
in her white .face, watched the stranger 
fearfully as he took away her friend's 
guns. 

"Tum around and stand up ! "  said 
the man with the gun, not loudly nor 
blusteringly, but in a voice low and 
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hard, something inexora.ble, driving, re
lentless to the very extremity in its 
tone. 

Noll and Jake, hands .Jifted high, 
swung their legs over the bench, faced 
their captor, and stood. Howard looked 
at the fellow, who could be nobody but 
Milt Everett, he knew, although he 
never had beheld that notable p�rson 
before. 

Everett was a tall man, almost in
credibly thin, with a long neck which 
he thrust forward in a craning, inquir
ing, suspicious way like a rooster at a 
barn door. His face was sharp, his 
countenance meager and morose, his 
shaggy, red mustache heavy and long, 
with a sullen droop to it that curtained 
his mouth. 

He appeared to be nearer fifty than 
forty, and seemed a man who had 
known prosperity and fat days at some 
remote period of his career, for he still 
carried the pouch of what had been a 
double chin. He was a type of the old� 
time saloon�dance-hall proprietor, of the 
kind born without conscience or pity, 
incapable of generosity or remorse. 

"What do you mean by comin' here 
an' holdin' up my guests ?" Mrs. 
Morrison demanded, the knife out of 
sight under her apron, in true railroad 
strategy. 

Everett ignored her, not even giving 
her a glance. He stood there craning his 
long neck and goggling, his eyes fixed 
on Howard, gun held in a limber
wristed way, ready to flip a shot at the 
first move. 

"What have they done ? Are you an 
officer ?" Mrs. Morrison inquired, turn
ing a look at Howard as if she had be� 
gun to harbor some suspicion and doubt. 

Everett made a motion with his head 
toward the door, the captured guns in 
his left hand, well practiced in the policy 
of ignoring women, let them rail or im� 
plore. Noll and Jake moved slowly to
ward the open door, edging off a little, 
almost imperceptibly_; each with his own 

thoughts and plenty of them ; each with 
his own plans and calculations, widely 
divergent as they might .be, but both 
watching, watching, straining, and wait� 
ing, for the first little break in Everett's 
guard, the first little wavering of his 
wrist, the first fleet withdrawal of his 
eyes. 

In the door, thought Noll ; that would 
be the place for a quick feint, a rush, 
a blow. Milt Everett was a serious 
man, an experienced man, and, as 
Jones had described him, he was a red� 
eyed man. 

In that manner they moved toward the 
door-from which they had not been 
distant more than six feet at the be
ginning-slowly, with provocative pur� 
pose in their deliberation as well under
stood between them as if they had 
planned it all in advance. Everett 
turned with them as they circled toward 
the door ; turned without thought of 
the little, white, sharp-faced woman 
with brilliant dark eyes, who stood so 
near him that the e1bow of his gun arm 
almost touched her as he pivoted on the 
ball of his foot, all set and keen to throw 
lead, give him only half an excuse. 

As he turned, slowly, elbow almost 
touching her, Mrs. Morrison flashed the 
long knife from under her apron, made 
a pass like a fencer, and pinned Milt 
Everett's gun arm to his side with a 
true thrust through the muscle, the point 
of her weapon grating against his rib. 

The assault was so unexpected, the 
pain of the thrust so startling, discon
certing, and acute, that Milt Everett 
gave a yelp that split the roof. Noll 
Howard's fist caught him in the mouth 
before the yell reached its crescendo, 
and the captured guns, as well as 
Everett's own rattled to the floor 
around him as he fell. 

Jake darted like a lizard into the 
tangle of long legs and thrashing arms 
and came out of it with the guns. Two 
of these he retained. He stood facing 
the open door, elbows close to his ribs, 



96 WESTERN STO R Y  MAGAZINE 

making quick little half turns like a · 
revolving turret, covering the crowd 
outside. 

· "Keep your seats, gentlemen, keep 
your seats !" said Jake, spraying them 
with a threat of his guns ; one of them 
��It Everett's own. 

Mrs. Morrison picked up the knife, 
holding i t  away from her. Billy Mor
rison, who had been busy attending to 
his team after a day of draying, came 
tearing in at the back door to see what 
the racket was about ; Josie came around 
the long table to look at the upset gun
man where he sat jarred and jangled 
on the floor, Noll holding him by a 
twisted handful of  shirt collar at the 
back of his bony neck. Outside the 
front door, the friends o f  this enter
prising candidate, who would have 
eliminated opposition by the unethical 
but effective procedure of driving the 
other aspirant to office out of town, 
were shifting around and backing off 
uneasily before Jake's guns. 

"He's leakin' all over the floor !" said 
Billy Morrison, properly resentful as  
became the man of the house. "Drag 
him out, mister." J 

Old Milt was leaking rather pro
fusely, not only from the stab in his 
wing, but from the corners o f  his mouth, 
due to the tooth-starting slam Howard 
had given him. Milt was holding his 
wounded arm, trying to shut off the 
drain, making no effort to get up, look
ing pretty well frightened and very 
much concerned. 

Mrs. Morrison was standing by, hold
ing the knife away from her dress, in 
what perhaps appeared a threatening 
posture to the humiliated politician. The 
knife looked long enough to go through 
him twice. He put his hand inside his 
shirt , and made a startled exploration. 

"Take me to a doctor !" he begged, 
looking up at Howard from the depths 
of unheroic consternation his face 
blanched by the terror of his anticipated 
end. 

Howard upended him and propelled 
him toward the door, greatly concerned 
over the bully's condition. He did not 
know how badly the man was wounded 
but he did not want the old runt to die, 
not out of  any compassion 'for him, but 
because it might turn a certain amount 
of public feeling against Mrs. Morrison. 

Jake went ahead of them, sweeping 
a way with his threatening guns. Ever
ett had announced his humorous ex
ploit, as he had anticipated it would be, 
with swagger and jest. His most inti
mate friends and supporters had ac
companied him ; hundreds of disinter
ested voters, keen for diversion, had 
come pelting along behind, a little cau
tious until they were assured no bullets 
were going to go humming promiscu- . 
ously around. Now other droves were 
kicking up the dust, pouring in from all 
directions, promising a gathering of  
spectators such as had not been assem
bled for any single event since the 
founding of Cimarron itself. 

Jake inquired, tbut not very loudly 
nor eagerly, i f  there was a doctor in 
the crowd. There did not appear to 
be. Noll said he'd take the old soak 
over to his place. He asked Billy Mor
rison to run ahead and call Dr. Green. 
Jake moved in state ahead of them, 
making a broad lane in the crowd with 
his guns, looking altogether more grim 
than jubilant, for the humorous side of 
Milt Everett's entertainment had not 
appealed to him. 

''A horse doctor's too good a doctor 
for any old rangamatang like him," 
Jake growled, marching on ahead a few 
feet, swinging his gttns in that revolv
ing turret movement which made the 
most effective broom ever seen in opera
tion by any housewife who looked on 
and admired from her place in a wagon 
on the edge of the crowd. 

Dr. DeGarmo Green was at home, 
being a circumspect man who allowed 
his neighbors to look after their own 
troubles. He was outside his house 
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watching from a distance, chuckling to 
himself at sight of his two neighbors 
having emerged from this enterprise 
with the upper hand. He w�t in to 
get his instrument case and Billy Mor
rison darted back to see the sho.w. 

Noll steered the spiritless Everett to 
a nail keg and sat him down. Ev-erett was 
nerveless and limber. He was breath
ing short, and perspiring as if the agony 
of dissolution had overtaken him. He 
looked up at Howard. roliing his eyes. 

"I'm a dead man ! "  he declartd. 
"She. stuck me in. the liver !" 

Jake was greatly concerned to hear 
this and to see the pallor of the man. 
He looked around the several acres of 
people, as. he estimated. them. roughly, 
to satisfy himsell that he might take his 
guns off them for a little while. There 
did nat appear to be any disposition of 
great friend.ihip. ar sympathy for Ever
ett, as. far as. he could see. People were 
talking in hushed voices to each other, 
the news ha.ving gone around quickly 
that Milt E'lterett bad met with dis.aster 
and was coming t.Q. his. end. They tip
toed and strained to Setlo, shoving and 
Ct'Qwding forward from the rear, ·but 
they kept clear a wide space around 
the three central figures. 

Everybody was intent on seeing what · 
was. coming next, but nobody seemed 
disposed to. start anything of his own 
since Everett's high scheme had come 
to s.uch Utlcomfortable failure. The one 
busy man in the crowd was Stark, of 
the Star. Whether he was getting news 
or trying to start something, Jake did 
not know. 

"You look like you're. about all in, 
feller," Jake said anxiously. He prod
ded Everett with his gun to see how 
much life there was in him. 

Not a great deal. it seemed. Everett 
looked sick and miserable, and he was 
as pale as if the last drop of blood had · flo.wed from his wounds. W7 "I feel like it, pardner," Everett re-

E plied in solemn despair. . 

"Yes," Jake agreed, "you're gain' to 
pass away. I've seen the. signs in 'nla11Y 
a man's face, and I read 'em in yours. 
It's a purty solemn piece o-f business 
to pass out of this world leavin' a lie 
stan din' again a man's reputation that 
may blacken him all his. life. -Don't you 
feel like yDu've got something to say 
before you go ?" 

"I'll say anything you ask me to say, 
if  you'll make it short." :&reretl replied. 
"My inside is afire. You.'U b.av:e to cut 
it short." 

"Sure," Jake. agreed with. grim hrisk.
ness. "Where's that reportW.' animat 
that reports on the Starr Shove him 
through there:'· he cried. sighting Stark 
at his insidious. a.cti'ttities among the 
crowd. "Kick him out here. to me. some 
oi you men." 

It seemed an automatjc motion of 
expulsion by which the crowd forced 
the unwilling repot:ter to the front. 
Jake reached in. a:fter him when he 
struck the shallows at the edge and tried 
to claw himself back to deep water, 
hauling him into the clearing, which 
was narrowing momentarily around 
them since Jake had put up one of his 
gUllS. 

"Pardner,'' Jake said:, and prodded 
Everett again with his gun, with little 
effect on his drooping, listless posture, 
the other hand nailing Reporter Stark 
to the spot. 

"Let the old cUS& alone, Jake,'' Noll 
remonstrated gently, genuinely con
cerned over the probability o.£ the knife 
having penetrated Everett's vitals. 

"Can't you see. he's about all in ?" 
"Yes, and I'm a ten.det"-hearted man 

by rights, pardner," Jake replied 
severely, "but I didn't see. no signs of 
this feller gain' easy on me and you 
when he had the drop 0n us a little while 
ago. Never mind feelin' over him right 
now, doc"-this to Dr. Green, who had 
been obliged to fight his way through 
the crowd to .. et there, and arrived 
panting after much delay-"he's got to 
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have a little session with me before 
you take him over, for better or worse. 
You can have him in a minute." 

Dr. Green was looking at his subject 
sharply, with little favor in his wise 
and worldly eyes. He put his case 
down, never removing his eyes from 
Everett for a second as he stooped and 
straightened. 

"All right, Mr. Zickafoos, go ahead," 
the horse doctor said. 

"I want you to git this, every last 
word of it," Jake instructed· the re
porter, whom he released to give elbow 
room for the task. 

Stark was not a valiant man, not 
even an insolent one when the power 
of the press seemed a thing so impo
tent and far-away as now. He got out 
a mussy fold of newsprint paper and a 
pencil, ready to put down what was 
coming. 

Jake put the back of his hand under 
Everett's chin and sharply lifted his 
dejected head. 

''Did you ever see this man, Oliver 
Howard, before you saw him on the 
streets of this town Qf Cimarron ?" Jake 
demanded. 

"I'll give it to you straight, pardner, 
I never did," Everett replied. 

"Did you ever take this man, Oliver 
Howard, to the pen at Leavenworth, or 
to any other pen ?" 

"I never took him to no pen no
wheres," Milt replied faintly. "Oh•, 
doc t· Can't you stop this blood ?" 

"Say it louder," Jake prompted, 
prodding Everett with the gun. 

"I never took him to no pen no
wheres. Can't you leave me alone ?" 

"All right, doc ; you can have him," 
Jake said, turning the patient over in
differently as he would have thrown 
away an empty bottle. 

Dr. Green came into prominence 
then. He unscrewed the metal top from 
a pint bottle of red liquor, filled it, and 
held the charge of revivifying spirits 
under Everett's nose. A whiff of it 

seemed to revive him like a breeze from 
Elysium. Dr. Green emptied the little 
jigger of whisky into the channel where 
rivers of it had gone before ; it gave 
old Milt a grip on the slipping strand 
of life as if somebody had put sand on 
the rope. Dr. Green screwed the top 
back on the bottle, looked at Jake Zicka
foos, and winked. And Jake, being an 
understanding man, kept the confidence 
to him-scl f. 

"Now, you old .grubbin' worm," Jake 
addressed the reporter for the Star, 
"the rooster overlooked you when he 
was scratchin' in the sand pile the 
day you was hatched, but I'm not goin' 
to overlook you if you leave one word 
of this feller's speech out of your paper 
to-morrow� That'll be all for to-day ; 
you're excused." 

Dr. Green had laid Everett's wounds 
bare with Howard's help, cutting off his 
outer blue woolen shirt adorned with 
large mussel-shell buttons, laying open 
with the scissors the sleeve of his vio
lently red undergarment down to his 
bony wrist. There was a wound-some
thing more than skin deep, to be sure
in the corded biceps of Milt Everett's 
arm, which was almost as hard as dried 
beef ; and a little knife-point puncture 
that the good old horse-size rib had 
stopped from going on into that organ 
which MHt spoke of so frequently. 

There was nothing at all in any of his 
hurts to give a man that expression of 
extreme misery ; not a thing that a 
real man would not have walked off with 
and borne without a murmur. Doc 
Green put a piece of sticking plaster 
over the little cut in Milt's side, and 
some criss-cross strips of it on his arm. 
Then he said "five dollars" as naturally 
as any well-regulated little horse doc
tor with a turn for appreciating the 
ludicrous could have said the words, and 
Milt Everett somehow got the good 
news into his bony old head that he was 
not going to die. 

It didn't seem to please Milt very 
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well ; he appearea to think he had been 
imposed upon, somehow, and played a 
shabby trick. He glared around, his 
red undergarment little more inflamed 
than his face, realizing that he had fig
uratively both legs shot from under him 
and could only go a lame gait in Cimar
ron from that hour forward. 

"They drugged me in that joint !" he 
said solemnly. 

Somebody laughed. The word went 
through the crowd of what Everett 
had said to account for his overthrow 
and belief that dissolution was on him, 
and the noise of growing laughter came 
back from the tents across the street. 

"I 'll burn 'em up ! "  Milt said, glaring 

Jake handed the weapon to Everett, 
not at all troubled over the chance of 
his turning it against them ·at once, 
for he had broken it while the doctor 
worked over Everett and now returned 
it to him empty. 

Everett started toward the crowd. 
which was already thinning and dis-· 
persing, his naked gun in his hand, his 
wounds forgotten in the hurt of his 
humiliation and degraded pride. No
body quickened a step to get out of his 
way, nobody trembled at his approach, 
but laughter ran ahead of him as he 
stalked on, his white skin gleaming in 
the dusk through the slit in his red 
undershirt. 

around savagely. "Give me my gun-
CHAPTER XVI I'll burn 'em up !" · 

"Five dollars," said Dr. Green, with A MAN
's PAST. 

inflexible persistence. T HAT settled him," Jake said, with 
Milt got the money out and paid him, satisfied finality. "He won't git 

and stood on his long legs considering nine votes." 
\'lhether to resume putting on his shirt. .. "I thought the old cuss was hurt 
The big crowd-there must have been worse than that," Noll ruminated, feel
three acres of people by that time, Jake ing and looking pretty well sold to the 
estimated-was becoming boisterously whole affair. 
mirthful, as the true account of Milt's "No, I had my eye on that knife ; I 
wounds, and his ante-mortem statement, knew it didn't hit his gizzard any more 
which had been passed along solemnly than it did mine. He's one of these 
as it came from his mouth at the · fellers that can stand the sight of any
prompting of Jake Zickafoos, began to body's blood but his own. I 've seen 
circulate. plenty of 'em in my time. Lot of 

The state of Milt Everett's outer these gun-slingin' hombres"-Jake at
shirt, as he held it up now and thought ways pronounced the h in that word 
of putting it on, sent another gust of with contemptuous defiance of the en
merriment through the crowd like a tire Spanish Academy-"that used to 
wind running over a field of grain. It keep a couple of men busy bux:yin' 'em 
would hiwe been equal to piecing out a 'd faint and fall back in it if somebody 
puzzle to assemble that garment again. give 'em a red nose. This old flannel
Milt surveyed the mutilation, holding n'eck he's one of that kind : mean with a 
the shirt before his eyes at arm's lertgth. gun-you can take my word for it he 
Then he rolled i t  . in a compact wad is mean with a gun, pardner-but no 
and tucked it under his sound arm. _ good without it. You could 'a' knocked 

"Give me my gun and I'H burn 'em him over with a feather when he put 
up !" he said, turning to Jake. his hand in his shirt and saw that 

Jake looked a question at his partner blood." � 
through the deepening t�ilight. "Sti'll ,  I don't know but old Milt's a 

Noll nodded. "Let him have it," he better-qualified man for the jop of city 
said. marshal than 1 am," 1No11 reflected, 



100 WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE 

looking off through the dusk in the di� 
rection Everett had gone. 

The gray shallows of twilight were 
merging with the deep waters of night ; 
three lots away people appeared indis
tinct, mistily enlarged. The crowd had 
dispersed completely, the partners were 
a�one in_ front of Howard's half-sided 
house ; even Billy Morrison having been 
calted home to help in a rush of busi
ness that had filled the table, chance 
customers lured in by the sweet savor 
of baked hog. Milt Everett's show had 
turned' out profitably to everybody but 
himself.  

"No, he's one of  the old-style fellers 
left over from the gun-blazin' days o f  
Dodge and Hunnewell and towns like 
them. No place for a man like him to 
go since them cow towns cooled off and 
died out. Milt wouldn't know how to 
handle a new modern town like Cimar
ron, where nothing worse than a lit-up 
granger or carpenter ever's goin' to git 
loose on the streets. Well, I don't 
know what there is goin' to be for a city 
marshal to do here-tame town like 
this." 

"Jones thinks there's liable to be 
trouble enough. He picked me be
cause he thought I was 01 Howell, 
and I don't know j ust what his feelin's 
must have been when I put him 
straight. He couldn't very well dump 
me then, he'd talked me up so strong 
already, so he acted pleased and made 
the best of it. Got away with it pretty 
smooth, for a man with a beard like 
that." 

"I don't know how good a man 01 
Howell was," Jake said, "but I'd b� 
money yo\l could give him cards and 
spades and beat him at his own game 
any day. I was in Caldwell more 
than once with herds from Texas 
when it was wide open and woolly, 
and I'm here-.,to say that any man that 
cut his eyeteeth in that town ain't got 
nothin' to learn." 

Noll had settled himself comfort-

ably in his door, and was loading his 
pipe ; Jake was sitting on the ground, 
back against the house, legs stretched 
to take the kinks out of them, drib
bling smoke through his short nose. 
N oil regarded him in silence a little 
while as if debating something in his 
mind, his operations with the pipe 
suspended. Then he struck a match, 
chuckling a little between puffs, the 
rising and falling light revealing a 
glint of humor in his eye that Jake 
did not turn his head to see. Noll 
put out the match before dropping it, 
remembering the grass fire that had 
burned the jumper woman's tent. 

"Jake, I never was in Caldwell un
til a few months ago," he said. "I  
guess it was because I told Jones I 
used to range around there that he 
got me tangled up with the other man. 
Yes, I had a job on the railroad up at 
Caldwell this summer. I quit it to make 
the run." 

" Plenty of good men 's had to take a 
railroadin' job for want of something 
better," Jake said, but not as vehemently 
as he had contended for good men who 
might have had the misfortune to serve 
a little term in the pen. 

Noll glanced at him again in a pause 
that might have been deliberative or 
hesitant, as i f  he considered the wisdom 
of saying more. If Jake could have 
seen his features closely through the 
gloom, he would have read there an ex
pression of secret enjoyment such as 
plays over a man's face when he is with-
holding a joke. · 

"Before that," said N oil, still watch
ing Ja�e, pipestem withdrawn from be
tween his lips-"! was out in Wyoming 
herdin' sheep." 

Jake started, leaning forward as i f  
- to jump and run. 

"The hell you was !" he said. 
Noll nodded, grunting an affirmative 

around his pipestem, now firmly set in 
his jaw. Jake stared at his, rising slowly 
to his knees, as if to penetrate the de-



SOONER LAND 101 

uption or get a line on the joke. He 
must have seen something in Noll's face 
that told him it was simple truth, for 
he began to look around with concern 
that was very close to consternation. 

"Don't let it git out on you, pardner !" 
he appealed, with the strained anxiety 
of a man who realized that the case had· 
gone beyond mere caution. 

"I hesitated to tell you about i t, old 
feller, knowin' the way you �owmen feel 
toward a man that runs sheep. But 
there are plenty of decent men in the 
business, both herders and sheepmen. 
I've met a lot of them." 

] ake was not disposed to argue that, 
his great concern lying another way. 

<JDon't let it git out on you ! '' he 
repeated, his voice low, intensely earn
est. "It'd ruin your chance in the 
'lection if it ever got out on you." 

''No, it wouldn't make a bit of dif
ference, Jake. They don't think of 
sheepmen in this country the way you 
Texas and Western cowmen feel about 
them. Even the cowmen that used to 
gra%e this range, and the range up in 
Kansas,. never had any feelin' against 
sheepmen. They didn't know anything 
about them, never had to compete with 
them like you fellers. Anyhow, the 
majority of voters in this town are 
farmers. I expect I 'd stand a better 
chance with them of bein' elected on 
the reputation of sheepman than gun
man." 

"But if it ever gits out on you after 
you're elected, you'll be ruined. · No
body's goin' to turn any handsprings 
gittin' out of a -sheepman marshal's 
way." 

"They wouldn't in a Texas or Wyo
ming cow town. Here it's different, I 
tell you, Jake." 

Jake got up, took a little turn this 
way and that, circling a bit, coming 
back, feeling easier when he made cer
!ain nobody was lurking around ·listen-

. mg. 
"You don't look like a sheepman, and 

you don't act like one," Jake said, hope 
creeping through his perplexity, · as if 
he began to see some palliation in the 
offense, probably inexperience or 
youthful folly. "You was just takin' 
a whirl at it for vacation. or to git 
money to go somewheres on, w�:t 
you, pardner ?" 

"No ; i t  was a regular job. I worked 
at it for two years, a little over t,o;r.o. 
I as aimin' to start out for myself in 
time-well, I gave it up." 

"Sure you give it up," said Jake, 
picking up the lead eagerly, intent qn 
the absolution of his friend from the 
taint of sheep. "You wasn't cut �ut 
for a sheepman. You was green ; so�
body humbugged you into it. I knpw 
them sheepmen-I know 'em right." 

"They didn't humbug me into it, �t 
they certainly humbugged me out," �11 
confessed, almost as serious now as 
the little cow-puncher from the Pap
handle who had been given such a jplt 
by the intimate revelation. 

"If you can prove you w:u gr«;_�n. 
and they humbugged you into it :tnd 
then skinned you-if that's what )(OU 
mean, and I'll bet money th-at's · it, 
knowin' sheepmen as well as I kqow 
'em-if you can prove that, nobody can 
hold it agin' you pardner." 

"I was runnin' a little band fo� a 
man up around Casper on shares--no 
pay, j ust my grub and half the in
crease." 

"And when you come to figger it �· 
there wasn't no inerease," Jake saJd. 
"I know 'em." 

"Well, it wasn't exactly that way, but 
it amounted to the same thing." 

"Sure it did. Tell me about sheep
men ! I know 'em:" 

"It looked pretty good till war .br�ke 
out up there between the sheepmen �J?-d 
cattlemen-you've heard about it ; g�' 
on yet." 

"Yes. Cowman from up there in  
·wyoming . wanted to hire m e  to go; to 
that range and help clean them sheep-
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men and nesters out. He offered me 
five dollars a day and five dollars a head 
for every sheepman and nester-he 
called 'em rustlers, said every damn 
one of 'em was a rustler-! nailed. 
Well, I didn't take the job. I figgered 
s'pose I cracked off some innercent fool 
f�ller that'd been humbugged into 
herdin' a band o f  sheep. That's the 
way I figgered. And s'pose I 'd 'a' 
went to that range and took a sh9t at 
s<ime feller, and that feller 'd 'a' turned 
out to be you ? Funny how we miss 
gittin' mixed up in things sometimes, 
ain't i t ?" 

'"Darned funny," Noll agreed soberly, 
thinking how it might very well have 
ttirned out that way. 

· "How'd that sheepman work it on 
y�u ?" 

""Why, the cattlemen hired a lot of 
Texas gunmen-from the Big Bend, 
most of them--on the same terms they 
offered you. I was runnin' my band 
ori disputed range, and I got into it 
that way. You know, Jake, the cow
men up in that country have got a play
fill habit of burnin' a sheepman or 
h�'rder in  his wagon i f  they· can slip 
up on him while he's asleep and throw 
cq;tl oil over it. A good many of them 
b�'ve gone that way." 

' "I'd draw the line there-right there 
I'd draw the line," Jake protested. 

"Of course you would. Even the 
c�wboys up there wo1,1ldn't go that f�r 
-that's why tlie cowmen brought m 
tHat gang of handy thieves and smug
g\�rs from the Big Bend. We-e-11, a 
bunch of them tried it on me one night." 

· ."The-e-e hell !" said Jake. 
1J'I wasn\ sleepin' in the wagon, wasn't 

sleepin' much at aU, anywhere, those 
nights, so I was kind of braced and all 
set. Anyhow, while I was fannin' part 
o' them away from the wagon the rest 
went down among the sheep and 
d:pbbed about a hundred of them to 
death. After the-the--" 

;1"Inquest','' Jake prompted, encour-

agingly, as knowingly as i f  he had been 
right there. 

"Yes, and all the incidentals of that 
kind--" 

"How many did you git ?" 
Jake made the inquiry eagerly. He 

had come up close to the door where 
his partner sat smoking, and he was 
breathing quickly, as i f  he had just 
come through a brush with sheep-kill
ing cowmen on the far Wyoming range. 

"They-that is, most of them, all but 
two-got away. And then that sheep
man--" 

Jake was offering his hand in what 
might have been 8elated congratula-.. 
tion. 

"Oh, well t I f  you was tha.t kind of 
a sheepman I" he said. 

They shook hands as if they had 
settled a long enmity. It  was plain by 
the change i n  Jake's voice, the lack of 
constraint in his manner, that Noll had 
won back to his regard and stood as 
high, or higher, than he had been rated 
before. 

"And that sheepman charged you up 
with the ammunition you used that 
night." Jake said, with as much cer
tainty as i f  he had seen the bill. 

"Well, he didn't check it up against 
me," Noll replied, with his dry little 
chuckle, "but when he counted the 
sheep that were left he said it was my 
share that had been killed." 

"Sure he did ! That's sheepman 
figgerin'. Did you throw a shot through 
his old splay foot and cut off his ears, 
or did you let him live on ?" 

"I didn't have anything in writing 
with him to prove my arrangement 
about shares, so 1-1-collected two 
hundred dollars off of him and left 
that country." 

"You done purty good to git that 
much," Jake allowed. "Lucky it 
turned out that way, or yo� might 'a' 
been a sheepman, and you're too de
cent a man to go that way." • 

"Oh, I don't know, Jake," Noll 
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laughed ; "I 've met some mighty decent 
sheepmen. A lot of the cattlemen up 
there are going in for sheep now alto
gether. They cost less to handle, and 
the profit is bigger. Some of them are 
runnin' both cattle and sheep on the 
same range." 

· "Yes, I've heard of them half-and
half cowmen," Jake said. "And I've 
also seen pictures of fellers that was 
half man and half hors.e, and I 'm here 
to say it's a damn pore combination." 

"It's aU in the way a man's been 
raised, I suppose," said Noll. 

"Yes, and I'd 'a' swore on , my oats 
and inflammation, as the feller said, that 
you was born in a sod house and raised 
in cow camps, and took your first stand 
in' -up meal off of the tail of a chuck 
wagon." 

"It was a log house, Jake, down in 
the Kaw Valley. No, I never followed 
the range, except for that time in Wyo
ming. I ran away from a farm and 
went to railroadin' when I was just a 
kid. Railroadin' is about all I know. 
I used to be boss of an extra gang 
up on the Santa Fe main line. I had 
an old tarrier workin' for me that Mrs. 
Morrison . and Josie know well." 

"The-e-e hell you did !" said Jake, 
very much interested, indeed. "Well, 
i f  you can handle a gang of railroaders, 
you can handle anything you'll ever 
meet loose in this man's town." 

"I'm hopin', Jake." 
"By Henry ! I never paid for my 

supper !'' said Jake, jumping as i f  his 
conscience were as sharp as a tho.rn. 

"I was just thinkin' about it. :I 
didn't either. 1 guess the rush has 
thinned out now so we can go back 
and express our appreciation to Mrs. 
Morrison for that jab she gave old 
Milt. Where would we have been by 
now, Jake, me especially, i f  she hadn't 
been a quick-thinkin' lady with lots 
of sand ?" 

"I expect we'd 'a' been settin' around 
here gabbin' about the same as right 

now," Jake replied confidently._ "I 
saw a good deal of figgerin' goin' on in 
the edge of  your eye, and I was grindin·' 
off a little myself . I aimed to climb 
that feller's frame before he got out 
of that door." .. \�i 

"Yes, and I saw Josie with the pe11"'<· 
persauce bottle in her hand, all set t� 
give him a dash of it in the eyes," Noll 
aded. ;t1  

ashe was ? Yes, and she'd 'a' let hi� .. 
have it, sure as red blankets ! Tht , more I see of that kid the more I lik� .• 
her, and I am't a feller that falls faJ:,, 
women right along, neither." 

. 

A burst of  sound-it would almoj;'f 
pass for music, · distance muting th�; 
most painful discords-rose from th{ 
direction of  the People's party head
quarters, and Jake began to prance tg . .  
the time of the measure like a cirq.ts ' 
horse, his spirits were so light and gaJ., 1 "Them boys is gittin' good," he apn · 
proved. "Old Brother Jones is trai� ,. ; in' 'em so they can carry a tune most,· . , . nu every bme. . ,-�., 

"They're warmin' up 'for the .bi�: 
show to-night , . and I promised Jone�.· 
I 'd step out with him. I don't know; though ; I don't feel much like paradin 
around to-night." .· �! 

"You better go ·on and show the res! 
of 'em Milt didn't chase you out of" 
town," Jake counseled. 

"I think nearly every voter in town 
was here, Jake." . .  

"Some out on the edges don't know· 
about it. Do you suppose old Mq� . 
will keep on runnin' for office ?" ' . .. ·. "I expect he will. The Star witt : . h 1 JJ . I  come out to-morrow w1t some exp a-
nation of it to his glory, and slam me i� 
a new place." 

,. 
"I'm waitin' to see that paper t0:7 

morrow," Jake said portentously. j ' .' "You'll come in for your share ; don (' 
fret. I wonder what kind of a pasf · 
Evans is goin ' to fix up for you ?" ·' :· 

"He can say I stole the chicken o«, . 
a dead Chinaman's grave and go ort 
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livin' ; but if he says I 'm a sooner I 'll 
s-lap his jaw. Well, le's go over and 
pay Josie, and thank her rna for some
thing more than any supper that ever 
was dished up before any man." 

"Something that money can't pay 

for," sa�d Noll, warmly supporting his 
partner's generous confession of obli
gation to Mrs. Morrison and her long 
bright knife. 

"No money that ever was made," 
said Jake. 

To be continued in the next issue of WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE. 

THE DIN OSAUR TRAIL 

QNE of the most picturesque of the many expeditions· recently undertaken is 
that on the fifteen-million-year-old trail of the dinosaur. The Charles L. 

Bernheimer Expedition of the Museum of Natural History has returned from 
Arizona bearing in triumph examples of the spoor. The largest o f  these is six
teen inches long and has a twelve-inch spread. It was the curious haunting of an 
unanswered question that led Mr. Bernheimer to revisit these old traces, which 
he 'had seen and examined previously, and this unsatisfied curiosity had its 
reward, for it led on to other and newer discoveries-<me of the fascinating 
attributes of the study of prehistoric man being its apparent inexhaustibility. 
The new discoveries of  the expedition were in the Neskla Nizadi Canyon and 
Dog wo tse Boco. It was in the canyon that new puzzle worlds were found to 
conquer-or remain unconquered. On ledges traversed by long-dead dinosaurs 
were found markings which baffled the ingenuity of the expedition's experts. 
Footprints were clearly deciphered, and tail marks, but ·some peculiar formations 
which could not have been made by either refused to yield their secret. So Dame 
Nature still holds fast to her woman's privilege to say the last word. 

Two other objectives of Mr. Bernheimer-both of which he was successful 
in attaining-were further information aoout the dwellings of prehistoric man, 
and a natural bridge reputed to be as fine as the Rainbow Bridge o f  Navajo 
Mountain. The location of this bridge-which was regarded as sacred by the 
Indians--was kept secret and only recently did Mr. Bernheimer learn from a 
Ute Indian that it was in Monument Valley. This Indian-"Old Mike" by 
oame-volunteered to act as guide, and led the delighted explorers to the massive 
rock. In structure resembling the vaulting of an unfinished cathedral window, 
the arch rises at the extreme end of Box Canyon and soars two hundred feet 
above rich grazing land. The difficulty of the approach to the arch tends to 
enhance its sacred character and leaves it remote from invasion by mere sight
seers-a true sanctuary for the reticent red men. 

The third discovery, intensely interesting in itself though lacking the poetic 
and spiritual quality of the heaven-seeking bridge, was the human habitations of 
men in the period of the Basket Weavers, who antedated the Pottery Makers
picturesque names recalling the titles of some of the medieval European guilds. 
The houses were circular, built in pairs, and joined like the loop of a figure 
eight. It was possible to enter them only by crawling on all fours. 

The interest of this exploration is boundless and the information acq\lired of 
the greatest value. The report tells us that there were in the expedition, besides 
the pack animals, "eight men and forty horses"-and these brief words have 
import clear, as the poet almost says, to those good men and true who ten years 
ago, went on another expedition-and left a long, long trail awinding Over There. 



A Snow-Boun Yuletide 
� John�ton Mc Culley 

Author of "Plotters of Gopher Gulch," etc. 

r;-::;::;:::::;::;;;::::-;'1 OWN from the lofty 
peaks of the range to the 
north came a brisk wind 
that carried with it mil
lions upon millions o f  

. needle-pointed particles 
blown from snow-laden and ice-cov
ered branches of  towering trees. 

Black night shrouded the mountains 
as the deep snow had covered the trails. 
The biting, blizzardlike wind had 
crusted the drifts. Trees creaked and 
groaned and cracked. Even the night 
life of the forest-covered hills was not 
abroad. 

Yet a man fought his way from drift 
to drift, ever onward toward the dis
tant village of Mossy Pine. His snow
shoes seemed like things of lead. De
spite warm dressing and continual ac
tion, his knees were cold. Almost con
tinually he beat his mittened hands 
across his breast. He was breathing 
through the woolen hood which en
veloped his head ; yet the air he drank 
in seemed to pierce his lungs. 

He seemed to be acquainted with the 

trail, though there was no trail at all 
now because of the heavy snow. He 
carried a flash light, a strange thing 
there far up in the mountains where 
the scattered villagers possessed few of 
the appurtenances of civilization. Now 
and then he flashed a beam through the 
swirling snow af a tree, got his bear
ings so, and floundered on. 

There did not seem to be anything 
despondent about him. This perilous 
journey through the blizzard seemed to 
be one that he liked, something t):lat he 
had taken upon himself willingly. He 
chuckled at times, as though well 
pleased. He could not deny to himself 
the discomforts of the night, yet cer
tain knowledge he held seemed to more 
than offset them in his own mind. 

"What a Christmas Eve !" he mut
tered, as he stopped for a moment to 
rest. "Ice, snow, raging wind, thou
sands upon thousands of living Christ
mas trees decorated by Nature ! Only 
a few things are needed-a blazing log 
fire, human companionship, food, the 
spirit of giving !" 
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He was less than half a mile from 
the town of Mossy Pine, and the re
mainder of  the journey was down an 
easy slope where the cru�ted snow was 
like a carpet, and where there were few 
trees. The forest there had been de
nuded to supply firewood for the village. 
So John Candecson. hurried on, the cold 
wind stinging, but a warm glow within 
him. 

There w«\re many empty cabins at the 
edge of the town. John Canderson 
knew the town's history, and he had 
kept in touch with recent events there. 
The ore in the district had petered out, 
an the boom days were gone. Mossy 
Pme was not one of the ghost towns 
of the West, but something more piti· 
ful--a town to which a few persons 
still clung, lacking the courage or means 
to move. 

There were not more than a ·score o f  
inhabitants . i n  Mossy Pine now. I n  the 
summer they raised a few vegetables. 
They fished and hunted, cut fuel from 
the forest, and let a few razorback 
hogs run .  wild in the woods. A tiny 
store catered to their meager wants. In 
winter, they were soowed in for weeks 
at a time, cut off from the world. 

Mossy Pine was sn·owed in now. For 
more than three weeks there had been 
no communication with it. This Christ
mas Eve found the villagers with little 
cheer. They had only a few presents 
to give, and those of home manufac
ture. But John Canderson, knowing 
the people, knew that the genuine 
Christmas spirit would be there in spite 
of this fact. 

He stumbled and staggered past the 
empty cabins and found the end o f  the 
town's one crooked street. In the dis
tance he saw a tight in one of the build
ings. He was surprised that it was 
not in the little log church, for he had 
anticipated finding the villagers gath
ered there for an old-fashioned Christ· 
mas tret. Then he saw, as he drew 
nearer, that there was a faint light in 

the church, too, and that the other light 
was in the little store. 

John Canderson went on down the 
street. He peered through a window 
of the church after scraping off some of 
the encrusted snow that covered it. For 
a time he looked inside, his eyes wide 
with wonder. 

One kerosene lamp burned in the 
church. The Christmas tree was there, 
decorated but dark. Only one person 
was in the little church. He was a 
man who sat with his back to the win
dow, his feet cocked upon one of the 
benches. He held a bottle in one hand. 
With the other, he was making an ef
fort to beat time while he gave utter
ance to a muttered song, the words of 
which were not appropriate to the time 
nor the place. 

John Canderson watched through the 
window for a time, and then left the 
little church and went across the snow
choked street to the store. There he 
gazed throi.gh another window. The 
citizens of · Mossy Pine were there-
men, women, and children. There were 
no men o f  vigor in �ossy Pine--only 
the aged, the immature, or the middle
aged variety, lacking in determination 
and courage. · 

The watcher told himself that there 
was a peculiar 'Christmas Eve gather
ing. The pot .. bellied stove was red hot, 
and the townspeople were sitting around 
it, their faces long an-i mournful. 
They were talking but their voices were 
low. 

He had not expected to find anything 
like this and he did not pretend to un
derstand it. He had anticipated walking 
into the church into the midst o f  
Christmas Eve merriment. He had 
hoped to mingle with these villagers to 
laugh and talk and caper with them to 
find· the true spirit of Chri�tmas here 
in the little snowed-in mountain village. 

Canderson had been in Mossy Pine 
before and knew its people well but 
he had left it two years ago. He al-
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ways had intended coming back and he 
thought that Christmas Eve would be 
an appropriate time to do so. ·But he 
had not expected to find himself sud
denly confronted with a mystery. 

He shrugged his shoulders as though 
to indicate that it was all beyond him
the intoxicated man in the church sit
ting before the cark Christmas tree, and 
the sad group here. That group im
pressed him as mournful rather than 
mourning. There was nothing to indi
dicate that seme tragedy had dimmed 
the luster of the Christmas season. 

John Canderson spent no time in idle 
speculation. It was entirely too cold 
for him to stand there and make wild 
guesses as to what had happened. He 
went around to the .front door, kicked 
some of the snow off his boots, opened 
the door, and entered. 

Every man, woman, and child in the 
store whirled to face him. Canderson 
closed the door against the force of the 
storm and turned to them. They were 
like so many persons turned to stone. 
Some of the men were breathing heav
ily, and in the faces of some was fear. 

The newcomer unwrapped his muf
fler and stepped toward the stove. 

"It-it is John Canderson I" a woman 
cried. 

Then everybody spoke, but Cander
son noticed that their tones were low, 
as though they were afraid of being 
overheard by somebody. The fear did 
not depart from their faces, either. 

One woman got out of a chair and 
rushed toward him, her face aglow. 

"John I I knew that we'd see you 
again some day !'' she cried. "Some of 
them did not believe, but I did." 

"I thank you for that, -Margaret," 
John Canderson said. 

It was Margaret Bolen who stood be
fore him, a woman of twenty-seven or 
so. who lived with an aged aunt and 
taught the village scbool. 

"How did you get here ?" one of the 
men cried. 

"I came from the county seat," Can
derson replied. 

"But we're snow-bound ! We have 
been for almost a month." 

Canderson laughed. "I know it," he 
said. "Yet, I came. My snowshoes are 
outside the door. What's the trouble 
here ? I expected to lfind you making 
merry, cel.ebrating." 

"Tell us about yourself ,  John," Mar
garet Bolen put in. 

"There is little to tell," he replied. 
"I have been gone almost two years. I 
said that I would come back same day
and here I am. I-I wanted to cele
brate Christmas with you. I made up 
my mind that nothing would stop me. 
And then, Margaret Bolen, perhaps it 
was you who drew me back. I am not 
ashamed to say so her� before our 
friends." 

"And I am not ashamed to have you 
say it, John. I-I have missed you so." 

"I found out, after I went awav, that 
I loved you, Margaret. But I had noth
ing--" 

"That made no difference to • me, 
John." 

"I came to Mossy Pine about three 
years ago, ,a whipped man. The world 
had l icked me. I had lost a fortune-my 
place among people of means and rank. 
I had made the mistake of keeping love 
out of my life, because I always had 

. said that I would not think o f  marriage 
and a home until I was rich. Then I 
lost everything, and crept away to die." 

"But you did not die, John," Mar
garet said. 

"I did not die !" he said. "You peo
ple of this little town took me in, be
friended me, felt sorry for me. You 
nursed me back to health and strength. 
But you did something far greater than 
that_.;.you renewed my belief in my
self." 

"You always believed in yourself," 
Margaret Bolen corrected. "You were 
j ust in poor spirits for a time." 

"I told you all that I had been a man 
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of means and prominence, and that I 
would be again some day. Some of you 
<iid oot believe, and I cannot blame you 
for that. I said that I was going away, 
<to go bade imto the world and make a 
fight. But, win o r  lose. I would come 
back to �;ee you." 

"We are glad to see you, John ," Mar
garet said, her lips trembling. 
'"Wbether -you have !ttcr:eeded or failed, 
we are glad to see you." 

"But you must hide, Canderson !" 
one o1 the 1ll1etl ttied. rushing forward. 
"If he finds you here--" 

"\Vhat do you mean ?" 
"The 'Kalispell Kid,' " the man said. 
"The Odtlaw ?  What o£ him ?" 
"YQU met him here oilce, if you '11 re-

mem�.�er, aud rehuked him for profane 
talk. He almost killed you then. He'd 
kill you now, the way he feels." 

"The Kalispell Kid is here r• Cmder
son gMped.. 

"Why do you think we are in the 
store instead of in the chureh having 
our Christmas tree ? The Kalispell 
Kid ,bas .killed another man, and the 
sheriff and a posse were after him. He 
came down through the woods j ust as 
the big snow .started. He's been here 
since. He's running the town !" 

"It ms been terrible, John," Margaret 
Bolen said. "He takes what he pleases 
from the store. He drops into any 
cabin at any hour and orders a meal 
cooked. He has a store o f  liqoor some
where. aud drinks all the time." 

"Worst ,of all," another man put in, 
"we can't have our Christmas tree." 

"Why not ?" 
"The Kalispell Kid never bothered 

us while we were getting the tree 
ready," Margaret said. "He j ust 
laughed at us and said that it was a lot 
of foolishness, and that he never had 
such things when he was a boy." 

" Perhaps that is why he is the Kali
spell Kid," Canderson commented. 

"And to-night we all went to the 
church and found him waiting. He 

drove us across the street and into the 
store. Thert would be no ·Christmas 
celebration. he told us. He would have 
the tree and everything on it all to him
self.  I f  he caught o.ne of us out of this 
store before morning. he would shoot 
to kill, he told us." 

Canderson's face :was like a thunder
cloud. "And that is why you are here ?" 
he said. 

" Yes, John," Margaret replied . 
"And you must hide. He will torture 
or kill you i f he finds you here. He 
will be enraged. for be will think the 
sheriff can get thr�h, i f  you can." 

"As bad as that ?" 
"Yes. They are after him this time, 

John, with the determination to get 
him. Tha-e is a reward of five thou
sand dollars for him, alive or <lead. He 
shot a mining engineer." 

"Hide in t.be b.ack room. Canderson," 
the stor�keeper said. "I h•me plenty of 
blankets, and I'll keep you supplied with 
food." 

"Hide ?' '  Canderson cried. "I ex
pected to have a .cheerful Christmas 
with you. Am I never to have anything 
ia life that l want ?" 

"You have me, John. if you want 
me," Margaret Bolen said. "A success 
or a failure, it is all the same to me. 
What do you car.e about the great world, 
John ? Live here in Mossy Pine and 
be happy ! Why, John. I-l'd marry 
you to-morrow i1 w.e rould gei out to 
the county sea.t." 

"Y ott mean that, Margaret ? If I 
have come back whipped by the world 
again--" 

"I mean it, Jahn !" 
He put an arm around her, held her 

close, brushed her hair with his lips. 
"See here, you two !" the storekeeper 

interrupted. "W�'ve got to watch out 
for the Kalispell Kirl. He comes sneak
ing across the str,eet every now and . 
then to see what . we are doing. I f  he 
finds you here, Canders.on, he may--" 

The door was hurled open. Into the 
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room came a blast of snow-charged 
wind. The door was slammed shut 
again. The Kalispell Kid was facing 
them. 

His face was red from cold and d�ink, 
red and brutal looking. His black eyes 
glistened, his lips were curled in a sneer. 
Mean and evil he looked as he stood 
there, half crouched, blinking in the 
light. 

He brushed the snow off his face with 
the back of one hand and leered at 
them. He still clutched a partially filled 
bottle in the other hand, but now he 
tossed it  upon the counter of the little 
store and lurched forward as though 
scarcely able to keep his feet. 

Th-e women and child·ren retreated, 
the latter whimpering with fear. The 
men, white-faced, held their ground, 
but made no move. Facing them, the 
outlaw volleyed oaths. He had the 
town at his mercy, had held it so for 
some time. There were no violent men 
in this town of 'Mossy Pine, and the 
Kalispell Kid had his way about things. 

"I thought that I heard you cuttin' 
up in here," the Kid said. "I don't 
aim for you to be havin' any fun. I 
been · lookin' at your Christmas tree. 
Lot o' foolishness ! Ain't a present on 
it worth havin' !" 

None of them answered him. He 
staggered forward a few steps, and! sud
denly saw John Canderson. For an in
stant the Kalispell Kid looked as though 
he had seen a ghost. He brushed a hand 
across his eyes again. Then swift cau
tion came to him. 

"You ! Canderson !" he snarled. 
"What are you doin' here ? - Answer me 
quick !" 

"I came here to spend Christmas with 
my friends," john (anderson replied. 

"How' d you get here ? The trails are 
blocked. If the sheriff is with yoUr--" 

"Can't you see that I am alone ?" 
Canderson asked. "I am the only out
sider in this room." 

The Kalispell Kid seemed to breathe 

more easily. He seemed to relax a bit, 
but he did not forget to be cautious. He  
opened the door and went out without 
a word, but was back again instantly. 
In that black night outside he could not 
have seen them, had there been a hun
dred men within an eighth of a. mile of 
him. 

"So you came here to spend Christ
mas, did you, Can'derson ?" the Kid 
sneered. "I had a little run-in with 
you about a couple o' years ago, and 
I'd have plugged you then if I hadn't 
been in a hurry to get away." 

"Yes ; the sheriff was on your heels," 
John Canderson said. "And he is after 
you again, I hear." 

"Yeh ? He won't get me, if he is. 
He can't get here with the town snow
bound. And when the road is open, I 'll 
be away, up in the hills, before h e  
reaches Mossy Pine." 

"I managed to get here," (anderson 
reminded him. 

"Yeh ! And it's a sorry thing for 
you, I reckon !" the Kid retorted. "Now 
that you're here, I'm sure and certain 
goin' to have a little fun with you !" 

As he finished speaking, he whipped 
a revolver from a holster beneath his 
coat, an old-fashioned, sure-fire weapon 
with several notches cut into the stock. 
Margaret Bolen shrieked and' clung to 
Canderson. 

"So that's why you came trampin' 
back through a blizzard-love stuff !" 
the Kalispell Kid sneered. 

"Yes," Canderson replied. "I don't 
suppose that you can understand that, 
though. You don't know the meaning 
of love, Kid---of any kind of love. I 
feel sorry for you I" 

"Sorry for me, are you ?" the Kali
spell Kid asked. "You'd better be feel
in' sorry for yourself. Before I get 
through with you--" 

"I never did you a wrong, Kid," (an-
derson interrupted. "Andl this 1!1 
Christmas Eve." 

"A lot I care about that !" 
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' 'And I haven't a gun on me, Kid. 
Yon wouldn't shoot an unarmed man." 

"Y eh ? Who says that I wouldn't ? 
I f  you ain't got a gun, that's your 
fa�lt." 

"Welt, what are you going to do with 
n:e, Kid ?" Canderson asked. 

The Kalispell Kid did not seem to 
know exactly. He brandished his re
volver· and glanced around at the f right
ened_ citizens of Mossy Pine, and par
ticularly at Margaret Bolen and John 
Canderson. His brain seemed busy try
ing to evolve some new sort of cruelty. 

"Kid, you're the same as a dead 
man," Canderson continued. "You'll 
either be killed in a fight with a posse 
or you'l1 stretch rope after being tried 
and convicted. .But you'11 probably die 
game, Kid." 

"When the time comes, which won't 
be for a good many years I" the Kali-
spell Kid assured him. . 

"And you're a gambler, Kid." 
"What do you mean by that ?" 
"You like a game, -don't you ? With 

fancy stakes ?" 
"Want to gamble with me for your 

life ? I reckon that ain't necessary. 
I'm the boss here. What's to stop me 
if I decide to shoot you down ?" 

"Nothing 1" said · John Canderson. 
"Except, perhaps, your pride." 

"Better talk sense," the Kid hinted. 
"It won't sound good, Kid, to have · 

it told that you shot down an unarmed! 
man. Men will say that your weak 
spot showed at last. They may hint 
that you were afraid to give me a 
break." 

"Y eh ? I ain't afraid o' anything !" 
the Kalispell Kid declared. 

"Whereas, i f  I shot myself--" 
Canderson insinuated. 

Margaret Bolen gave a little cry of 
fear, but ·Canderson silenced her with 
a gesture. 

"What do you mean ?" the Kid asked. 
"If you're tryin' to play some smart 
t rick on me, you'H be sorry I�' 

"I'll be sorry ? When you have sen
tenced me to death already ?" Cander
son said, laughing a bit. "Kid, if you 
simply bump me off here and now, your 
fun will be over in a 'j iffy. You won't 
get much satisfaction out of it: " 

"I'tl be satisfied, all right !" 
"And you might have a little fun out 

of it," Canderson went on to say. 
"Talk straight, or I'll plug you right 

now 1" the Kid declared. 
"AU' right ! We'11 have a little game, 

Kid. Three hands of draw poker. The 
man who wins two out of the three
well, he is the winner." 

1'What about it ?" 
"If I win, Kid, you can shoot me 

down." 
"If you win ? What kind of a game 

is that ? You get shot if you win ?" 
"Exactly ! If I win,- you shoot me 

down, shoot down an unarmed man 
and earn the curses of everybody in 
the eountry. But i f  you win, Kid--" 

Canderson see.med to be unable to 
continue. Perhaps he was listening. 

''What about it ?" the Kid snapped. 
"If you win, Kid, I shoot myself . 

Then you can say -that I was a coward 
and committed suicide, and they never 
can say that you shot down an unarmed 
man." 

Margaret Bolen gave a cry of pro
test, but once more John Canderson si
lenced her with a gesture . The Kali
spell Kid roared with laughter. 

"You fool !- You lose either way !" 
the Kid cried. "We'lt play ! But if 
there are any tricks, I 'll open up my 
artillery on the crowd. and I'll shoot 
your sweetheart first, Canderson ! "  

There was a small table a few feet 
f rom the stove, and they sat down op
posite each other at it. The trembling 
storekeeper tossed a new pack of cards 
on the table, and the Kalispelt Kid 
bro'ke the seal. took the cards out of  the . 
case, and shuffled them, continuing his 
laughter, watching alertly those near 
him. He kept his revolver in front of 
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him on the table, ready to grasp it at 
the first sign of treachery. 

Canderson cut, and the Kalispell Kid 
dealt. Canderson discarded and called 
for two cards. The Kid took two also. 
For a moment their eyes clashed, and 
then Canderson spread his hand upon 
the table. He had three tens. 

The Kalispell Kid laughed harshly 
and tossed his hand into the discard. 

"You win the first, Canderson," he 
said. "It's sure a funny game. If you 
win the next, I shoot you !" 

The men and· women of Mossy Pine 
had crept closer to the table, while the 
children remained whimpering at one 
end of the counter. John Canderson 
shuffied the cards as though this were 
an ordinary poker game. The Kid cut, 
and Canderson dealt the cards slowly. 

"I'll take three ! "  the Kid cried. 
" Sometimes I match these up." 

"Two here," Canderson said. 
"It'll be expensive for you i f  you 

win ," the Kid reminded him, laughing 
raucously. "I never heard tell o' such 
a game. Heads I win, and tails you 
lose ! I reckon that you're not right 
bright, Canderson !" 

He spread his cards upon the table. 
He had three kings. 

"Sometimes I match 'em up," he 
said. 

"A pair of sevens here," Canderson 
said, in low tones. "I held up a lucky 
nine, but I didn't catch. That's a hand 
each, Kid." 

"Y eh I And this next one will tell 
the story," the Kid replied. 

"It will. I f  I win, you shoot me. 
If you win, I shoot myself." 

"Just a fancy way o' committin' sui
cide," the Kalispell Kid complained. 
"You're sure right down eager to make 
the acquaintance o' the hereafter." 

The Kid glanced around the room at 
the others as he shuffied the cards. He 

. enjoyed the agony that some of these 
people of Mossy Pine were experi
encing. The Kid liked to hurt others. 

John Canderson's face was inscru
table, except that it softened for an 
instant when his eyes met those of Mar
garet Bolen. Margaret thought that he 
was trying to flash her a message of 
some sort, but she couldn't be sure. 

Again the cards were dealt, and this 
time each of the players drew three. 

"Time for the result o' the race !" the 
Kid announced, as he picked up the 
cards and glanced at them. "What you 
got, Canderson ?" 

John Canderson sighed. " Nothing 
except a pair of aces," he answered. 

"You win !'' th� Kalispell Kid cried, 
laughing wildly. "Here's my hand. 
Nothin' better than a pair o' nines in 
it. You win, 1Mr. Canderson, and so 
I reckon I have to shoot you !" 

Margaret ·Bolen gave a cry and 
sprang forward. She threw her anns 
around Canderson, and her eyes blazed 
as they looked into those of the Kid. 

"You shan't shoot him !" she cried. 
"He never did you any harm. , You
you beast !" 

"After you sa yin' that, I reckon that 
I'll shoot him quick," the Kid retorted. 
"Canderson, get away from that woman 
and take your medicine like a man !" 

"Suppose-we go outside," Cander
son said, his voice a monotone. 

"Don't want to mess up the store, 
huh ?" the Kid roared, laughing again. 
"Don't want your girl to see you shot ! 
Well, I 'll do that much, Canderson. 
Just step outside, and I 'll end it quick 
enough !" 

The Kid sprang to the door and pre
pared to lift the latch. Canderson got 
to his feet, with Margaret still clinging 
to him. 

"Fight for time ! "  he whispered to 
the girl. 

· 

She left hiin and ran to the Kid. She 
begged, pleaded, and the outlaw merely 
folded his arms and laughed ·at her. _ It 
pleased him to have a woman b�g him 
for a man's life. It ·gave him a dis

torted sense of power. 
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"You're a right pretty little woman, 
and I 'd like to oblige you," the Kid said. 
"But a bargain is a bargain. I never 
did like this hamhre. He said a few 
harsh words. to me gnee because I was 
cussin' out some old coot who got in 
my way. I never did like him, and now 
I 'm goin' to take him out into the bliz
zard and sl:wot him full o' boles." 

"Please. let him go','' Margaret begged. 
"W auld you commit a. murder on 
Christmas Eve ?" 

"It's the same as any other evenin' 
to me," the Kalispell Kid declared. He 
beckoned to Canderson. "Come along, 
hombre," he continued. "When I j�rk 
open the door, you go out. ru be right 
behind y.ou. and you'll get it :mighty 
quick !" 

Canderson braced himself, and the 
Kid jerked open the door. In came a 
burst Q,{ the stonn, · a strong gust of 
wind that carried stinging particles of 
ice and snOW' that made the lamps in the 
storeroom flicker. 

And with it came, also, certaia me.n 
who fell upon the Kalispell Kid while 
the stinging 'snow· was yet in his eyes, 
who fell upon him roughly and brutally, 
wrenching away his revolver, holding 
him on the door. 

Handcuffs snapped. 
"There we are 1" said the sheriff, get-

ting to his feet. ' 

The cursing Kid was jerked to his 
'feet also. 

"End o.f your rope, Kid," the . sheriff 
said. "You've shot your last man. 
But this was a close call for you, I 
reckon, Mr. Canderson. We w-ere out
side, listening, ready to make a move 
at the right time." 

Men and women crowded forward. 
"What's it all mean ?" the storekeeper 

cried. ''How did you get "through ?" 
"Knew that the Kid was snowed 1n 

here," sald the sheriff, "and doubted 
tha:t we could get in after him. Then 
along · came Canderson. You want to 
tell it, John ?" 

"Yes," Canderson replied. "I came 
here once a broken man, broken in 
wealth and health, and the people of 
Mossy Pine took me in. Some of them 
doubted that I ever had been a man of 
importance, but even those were kind to 
me. My faith· was renewed here. I 
went back into the world with my 
sleeves rolled up. And I fought." 

"And he won,'' the sheriff put in. 
"But you tell it, John." 

"Yes, I won. I turned upon the men 
who had ruined me. I made a n.ew for
tune. And I never forgot Mossy Pine. 
So ·I thought that it would be a great 
thing to return on Christmas Eve as 
a sort of Santa Claus. " 

"And he got to the county seat and 
found that Mossy Pine was snowed in,!' 
the sheriff took up the sto.ry. ''He spent 
money like water and hired a crew of 
men. He loaded a trt1ck, and we fought 
to get it through. He and his men 
tackled drifts. moved mountains of 
snow-" 

"Until we came to within half a mile 
of the tow.n," Ca.nderson said. "Then 
I came on ahead, leaving the otheliS to 
follow with the truck. When the Kid 
ap·peared, I knew that it wo.uld he neces
sary to keep him oc.cupied until the men 
came with the truck. Now we can have 
a real Christmas. There is a reward 
of five thousand !<lollars for the Kid. 
Sheriff, you and !my men will divide 
that." 

"I'll put the Kid in one of the aban
doned cabins and let him think of l�is 
sins, and I'll ·be back right soon," the 
official said. 

In some .strange manner, :JQ.hn Can
derson took command of the situation. 
He herded the citizens of Mossy Pine 
across the street and into the log 
church. His men unloaded the truck 
after caring for the eight mules that had 
bean hitched to it. 

John Canderson's presents to the citi- w·j 
zens of Mossy Pine were heaped around 1 the tree. There were presents for all 
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h e  had remembered, and extra ones in 
case somebody had been forgotten. 

There were toys for the children, and 
candy and oranges and nuts such as 
they never had eaten before. For the 
men there were tools, warm clothes, 
batches of fishing tackle, rifles, ammu
nition. There were dainty things for 
the women, and some substantial things 
also, including several sewing machines. 
John Canderson had! brought the kind 
of presents that the people of Mossy 
Pine would most appreciate. 

· 

Nor was that all. One half the truck 
was heaped with food-solid, substan
tial food for the most part, but with 
plenty of delicacies, too. There were 
frozen turkeys ready for the oven, 
geese, suckling pigs, flour, potatoes, 
canned vegetables. The impoverished 
village of Mossy Pine was treated to 
affluence. 

"I want everybody in town to have 
a feast to-morrow," John Canderson 
said. "And I want somebody to invite 
me to dinner. Don't all speak at once. 

I suggest that :the sheriff act as Santa 
Claus." 

The sheriff obliged, and as he com
menced his duties John Canderson 
slipped to one comer of the little church 
with Margaret Bolen. 

"Are you. glad· that I won out, dea�r ?" 
Canderson asked. "It isn't only the 
money, you see, but the satisfaction of 

renewing self-respect and faith." 
"Yes, I am glad," she said. 
"Money is a responsibility, Margaret. 

I have !plenty of it, and probably will 
have a lot more. Much good can be 
done with it, Margaret. I want some 
woman to help me handte it, some 
woman that I love. You said, when you 
first saw me to-night, that you'd marry 
me to-morrow if the road to the county 
seat was open, and we could get out."  

"Yes ; I-I remember," she said. 
"The road is open," John Canderson 

pointed out. 
And the sheriff had to shout at them 

half a dozen times before he could at
tract their attention. 

THE METHOD OF A WOLF EXTERMINATOR 

1 N the struggle that the ranchers and homesteaders of the West endure to keep 
their domestic animal property reasonably free from the menace of wolves, 

one Charley Cummins of DeSmet, South Dakota, plays a very prominent part. 
T�is wolf-hunter's methods are so effective that he has become something of a 
celebrity not only in his own but in adjacent States, where farmers suffer losses 
of chickens and live stock from the coyote. Recently, for instance, Cummins 
received an invitation to hunt wolves in the sparsely settled ranch country of  
southwestern Nebraska ; and, in  a short time spent there, accounted for  one 
hundred and fifty of the varmints. So hospitality in the form of free chicken 
dinners and the like comes to the wolf killer in greater abundance than .he can 
properly appreciate. 

His method is to pursue the offending animal in a specially constructed 
touring car-a large box built on the chassis taking the place of the rear seat. 
This box is divided into two compartments, each with barred windows and 
doors. The doors open by lever from the driver's seat, enabling Cummins to 
t:elease his large greyhounds while the car is going full speed. The dogs hav-e 
been trained to the work. And the car has special wheels and balloon tires, 

WI which fit it for travel over rough ground. 
· 

D Cummins allows two dogs to a wolf, and accounts for others with his gun, 
£. which he can, if necessary, shoot with his left hand. 
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NATIVE of California 
is Mr. Wigginton Ellis 
Creed, who was born in 
Fresno on February 8th, 
1877. To-day he is the 

--=-...;...;-....., chief public-utility man 
of northern California, lumberman, 
banker, lawyer, steel magnate-in short, 
one of the genuinely important persons. 
on the Pacific coast. 

Wigginton Creed's parents were 
William Henry and Georgia Ellis 
Creed. The father was a lawyer and 
once district attorney of Fresno County. 
He was never a rich man, nor even 
more than mildly prosperous, but he 
occupied the position that lawyers do in 
smaller communities, irrespective of  
money or  achievement. 

When the son was six years old, his 
parents moved to the larger city of 
Oakland,  and there little Wigginton be
gan his public-school li fe. In the 
course of those blissful years of our 
lives between infancy and manhood, 
most of us dream of being .firemen, 
soldiers, actors, crossing cops, loco-

motive engineers, circus performers, 
lion tamers, aviators, bartenders, ban
d�ts, and the like. There is,  however, 
no record that Wigginton Creed ever 
aspired to be anything but a lawyer. 
He was still a young lad when his 
father took him to court one day to 
watch two locally celebrated legal 
lights tight out a murder case. tEe
tween the thrill of that experience and 
a boy's natural admiration for his 
father, there was no room left in the 
mind of  young Creed for any occupa
tional vagaries. The law had him from 
the start. 

Thus·, as soon as he had won his way 
out of high school, Creed, junior, en
rolled at the University of California 
in the law school, from which he was 
graduated with the class of 1898. Not 
satisfied to hang out h1s shingle with 
nothing better behind him than a degree 
of Bachelor of Laws from a Western 
school, and unwilling to ask for further 
contributions from his father, the 
young graduate went to Fresno and 
took a job teaching in a grammar 
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school of which he presently became 
the principal. The mOney earned went 
toward the purchase of law books and . 
the payment o f  tuition fees, -

Creed's standing at the university 
had been high, and he had been well 
known to his professors and the au
thorities of the institution. There is a 
popular prejudice to the effect that 
such students usually windl up with 
small university jobs and lives of  futile 
puttering. In Creed's case it turned 
out just the other way. Old Darius 
Ogden Mitis, founder of the Bank of 
California and the great Mills fortune, 
happened to want a secretary and 
turned to President Benjamin Ide 
Wheeler of the university for help. 
Wheeler recommended Creed, and so 

· the young schoolmaster and Bachelor 
of Laws went under the expansive wing 
of Mills and was presently whisked 
away to New YorR and shown how the 
wheels go around in big business. · 

While in Mills' employ, Creed was 
able to attend the New York Law 
School at night. But by day the famous 
old banker and money baron taught hiin 
more of the real inside of the business 
of success than one can read in all the 
reports, codes, compiled statutes, and 
pamphlets on the law shelves. M ills, it 
will be recalled, had quite a lot of good 
California gold andt thus a finger in 
many pies, cakes, and other industrial 
bakings. What the young Mr. Creed 
didn't find out about the ways in which 
money is made belongs to the deeper 
science of cashing in. 

Eventually, Darius Mills felt the 
years heavy upon him and heard the 
not-too-distant footfall of death. He 
decided to retire. Not needing a sec
retary any longer, he determined to 
place young Mr. Creed where the light
ning of opportunity and wealth would 
be fairly certain to strike him. But 
Creed had determined on a success of 
his own, and he meant to have it in 
the law. · Both his achievement and 

legal complexes working at full steam 
ahead, he went back to California and 
was admitted to . the bar. This irt 1900. 

Now, he might have g<>tte to work 
in the office of almost any leading light 
of the San Francisco bar and done 
that gentleman's deviling for · him, but 
Wigginton Creed wanted to be some
bodo/ on his own account: He opened 
his own law office and made no further 
concessions to prudence than to form a 
connection with an older firm headed 
by the late Louis Titus. It didn't take 
this older attorney long to see that 
Creed, besipes having had excellent 
contacts and chances to observe things, 
was able and energetic and determined. 
In 1902 Creed was invited into partner7 
ship, and his name was added to .the 
firm of Titus & Wright. This asso
ciation continued until 1907, when the 
firm became Titus & Creed. In 191 5 
Titus retired, and the firm became 
Creed, Jones & Dall. And in 1922, 
hav,ing become one of the most success
ful corporation lawyers in the State, 
Mr. Creed retired from the law alto
gether and went into the utilities busi
ness. But this is anticipating. 

It was a lawsuit in which the old 
People's Water Company was engaged 
that really swung Wigginton Creed out 
of the law business. On the first of 
June, 1907, when the younger lawyer's' 
reputation was still in the making, Gar
ret McEnerney, one of the most cele
brated attorneys California has pro
duced, walked into Creed's office and 
said' bluntly. that he couldn't handle the " 
company's case in the litigation between 
it and the city o f  Oakland. 

"You're young and strong, and I've · 
recommended that you take my place," ·· 
said McEnerney. "It's agreeable to the · 
company. How about it ?" 

This was an extremely complicated 
piece of litigation, and one that called 
for much physical energy, and that was ' 
why McEnerney, no longer in his vig-

' 
orous youth, had abandoned it. Worse 
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yet, it was set for trial in about two 
weeks. But . Creed went at it, and 
worked night and day !Studying the 
case and getting ready for court, pre
paring for the fight of his l ife against 
the experienced• and able lawyers of the 
city. There were some who smi}edJ a 
l i t tle sardonically when they saw this 
thirty-year-old barrister march in and 
take the place of the famous McEner-· 
ney, but Creed not only won his case, 
but so favorably impressed his clients 
that he was a marked man from that 
day forward. 

He had won the case and kept the 
city from taking over the water com
pany, but that was far from solving 
the underlying d ifficulty. The com
pany was overcapitalized, undervitalized 
and going to the financial bowwows. 
•Besides, it had earned the cordial dis
like of the cities and citiz:ens it served. 
It was, in other words, the kind of pub
lic utilities company usual to American 
cities of twenty · years ago and still by 
no means rare. It was out for what i t  
could get. 

Accordingly, it was small wonder 
that the People's Water Company was 
shortly seeking the lawyer who had 
saved it from dissolution, begging that 
he reorganize it, save it, put it on its 
feet, and, generally, take charge of  its 
affairs. As a result of these entreaties, 
Wigginton Creed reorganized the com
pany in 1914 and made it over into the 
East Bay Water Company, taking in a 
number of smaller companies, and un
dertaking to supply water to most of 
the communities on the east shore of 
the bay, across from San Francisco. 
Of the new organization. Creed became 
presid�nt in 1915,  reserving, however, 
the right to practice law. Thus he was 
hal f in and half out of both the law 
·and the public-utilities business. But 
·he found time to handle both and to 
.put the East Bay Company firmly on 
its feet, establish it as a paying concern, 
.extend its business, and make its cus-

tomers regard it with less wrath and 
suspicion. 

Here Mr. Creecll found himself heir 
to a situation. California had been, 
since its early days ,  the child, the slave, 
and the appanage of the private inter
ests and the big corporations. The 
Southern Pacific Railroad, most con
spicuously of all, had fair!)' run the 
State, acted as a stern and greedy par
ent to it,  bought legislatures, bribed or 
owned officials, defied public inquiries, 
ruined all who dared rebel against it, 
driven men from the State, and run 
things with a high hand. 

What the railroad company hadn't 
managed and controlled, the Bank of 
California did. It dominated' the State 
from a financial point of view, and only 
such men and such business projects 
as !fitted! in with its policies and the in
terests of its owners could get any 
money with which to proceed. 

Below these giant institutions were 
scores and more of smaller corporations 
-land companies, lumber companies, 
navigation companies and, above all, the 
companies that supplied water, gas, elec
tricity, and transportation to the grow
ing cities of the great Pacific Coas-t 
State.. Their inefficiency was endless, 
their greed boundless, their tyranny un
endurable. 

Finally, the people all up and down 
the State became heartily sick of cor
porations, as they did, a little later, of 
union-labor impositions. There was a 
general rebellion all along the line ; the 
companies were thrown out of power, 
the old corrupt reign came to an end, 
strict and sometimes unfair laws were 
passed against corporate interests, and 
many of the businesses that had once 
carried things with so high a hand were 
forced into bankruptcy, reorganization, 
or public ownership. 

For a time the companies, not yet 
fully realizing the depth of the public 
feeling nor willing to give up their old 
powers and looting perquisites, tried to 
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work under cover to achieve the same 
ends as of yore. There followed the 
era of wire-pulling of expensive lobbies 
in - the legislature, of heavy donations 
to the politicians, and all sorts of be
hind-the-back maneuvers to maintain 

themselves in their ancient position. 
The people of the State, once so sub
m�ssive and timid, had, however, had a 
permanent change of heart. All this 
guerilla warfare did the corporations 
no good, and they were having a hard 
time to maintain themselves in the face 
of the demand for State and municipal 
ownership. 

Finally, it dawned on a few of the 
most sagacious corporation officials that 
the way around or through the difficulty 
was to address the people, not the poli
ticians who misrepresented them. Per
haps if one gave the customers some 
part of what they called for at some 
sort of reasonable or semireasonable 
price, it 1wouldn't be necessary to hire 
so many lobbyists, runners, lawyers, 
political fence 'fixers, and the like. 
Now, this is an old idea in running a 
grocery or a butcher shop or a shoe 
store. But the. notion of give-and-take 
was revolutionary in the utilities busi
ness. 

Among the first of the officials of the 
big California companies to realize the 
hostility of the people to corporations 
and the need of healing the breach was 
Wigginton Creed. He understood, as 
did no o�e in the West before him, that 
it would be necessary to give better and 
more service at lower prices. But he 
saw also that this alone would not do 
the work, for the lowering of  rates to 
hostile customers was certain to niean 
merely a further call for reductions un
til the companies would be ruined. 
Some method must be found of recon
ciling the public-service corporations 
and their public. 

Creed's cure was customer owner
ship, which has been tried in the East 
in connection with other kinds of com-

panies. If ,  reasoned the new head of 
the East Bay Water Company, he couldl 

. persuade some hundreds and then sotne 
thousands of the people who used· his 
water to buy the stock or the bonds of  
the company, to become interested in it, 
to know its problems and needs, he 
would have just that many boosters 
among the water-using public. 

Also, Creed hired an energetic and 
able press agent. He would do his lob
bying among the people and not among 
the legislators. To-day the public re
lations bureau of the Creed corporations 
has grown into one of the most impor
tant branches of the business. The 
man at the head of  it has made himself 
a leader in civic enterprises. He takes 
part in all popular m.ovements, he serves 
on committees, and he becomes ac
quainted with every one. Through him 
the people get to know the compames 
he represents, and they no longer �el 
like outsiders, about to be devoured by 
the demon corporations. 

To be sure,· President Creed installed 
a capable management o f  the property, 
built a new dam and filters, saw that 
there was plenty of excellent water for 
the mains of  his cities, and put the 
whole business on an efficient basis, so 
that much of the former criticism djed 
away of itself .  In short, within a few 
years he turned a decrepit, discredited 
and hated corporation into a successful, 
efficient, and popular concern, making 
more friends and more money every 
day. 

Meantime, other pieces of business 
had fallen into the hands of this hard
working and straight-seeing young man. 
His wife was Isabel Hooper, the eldest 
daughter of one of the pioneer lumber 
magnates o f  California. In 1914 old 
C. A. Hooper had died, leaving no son 
to take over his lumber mills, timber 
lands, ranches, and other parcels and 
varieties of riches. Creed had been 
elected president of the C. A. Hooper 
Company and found! himself immedi-
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ately immersed in a tangle of different 
and confusing affairs. He was soon 
engaged in lumbering, banking, steel· 
making, exporting, farming, and a few 
minor occupations. At this time he stil! 
had his law business to conduct. How 
he managed to do it all and not neglect 
any of  it i s  for those to say who can. 

And there was worse waiting for 
him around the corner. His success 
with the water company had naturally 
attracted the attention of other utilities 
concerns that were not flourishing. 
One of these was the big Pacific Gas 
& Electric Company. This was a 
corporation furnishing gas and light and 
power £rom hydro-electric plants to San 
Francisco and most of northern Cali
fornia. lt was as unpopular as it was 
large, and as unwieldy and rickety as it  
was unpopular. It needed some of 
Creed's kind of medicine badly. In the 
spring of 1920 some of the directors 
of the company, together with bankers 
and allied business men, approached Mr. 
Creed and asked him to become presi
dent of the Pacific. He thought of the 
innumerable things he was •alread'y do
ing and declined the honor. A -month 
later the impressive gentlemen were 
back with fresh urgings and arguments. 
'Dhey told him it was his duty to as
sume the presidency and thus protect 
the public and the private ownership a! 
well. There was a great agitation afoot 
for the public control of the water 
power of the State, and it would take 
heroic measures and painful com
promises to prevent the people from 
voting the corporations out of their 
franchises and fees for good and all. 
Under these circumstances Mr. Creed 
accepted. 

It is asserted that this  required of 
him some sacrifices, and the facts seem 
to bear this out. He had no interest 
in the Pacific Gas & Electric Com
pany. On the other hand, he d·id have 
considerable stock in his water com
pany ; he had his lucrative law practice, 

and he had the affairs of his wife's 
family. In order to take over the Pa
cific business and' its heavy labors, he 
had to give up his law practice entirely, 
practically to desert the water com
pany, and to delegate the Hooper family 
affairs to the hands of assistants. All 
these things he did, and in July, 1920, 
he took over his new job, immediately 
reorganized his executive and field 
force, gathered a new personnel about 
him, and set to work popularizing the 
Pacific as he had the East Bay. He got 
rid of waste andl inefficiency. He made 
up an organization that ran smoothly. 
He put his press department to work, 
and told the people that they were go· 
ing to get better service and better rates. 

But, once more, the customer-own
ership idea was the big thing. The 
first step, of course, was to advise and 
encourage users of gas and electricity 
throughout the company's territory to 
buy the stock and become partners in 
the business. Next, a method of pop
ularizing this stock ownership was de
vised by Creed and his subordinates. 
They decided to encourage large num
bers of their stockholders and of utility 
users who did not own stock to attend 
a series of annual meetings, supple
mental to the regular and legal stock
holders' meeting. These sessions were 
held at various central points through
out the territory of the corporation. 
More than thirty meetings were held 
in the summer ·of 192 1 ,  and nearly 
twelve thousand persons attended and 
were entertained. There were ad
dresses by the company officials, reports 
by the various division chiefs, and mu
sic to furnish entertainment. 

The customer-ownership idea flour
ished like the rose. More and more of 
the preferred and common shares were 
sold td users of the corporation's com
modities until to-day about fifty million 
dollars of the stock is held by perhaps 
forty-five thousand individual owners, 
nine tenths of whom live in Cali fornia. 



WESTERN PIONEERS OF TO-DAY 1 19 

So far as restoring the corporation to 
public favor and general popularity is 
concerned, this small-stock-ownership 
plan has been a . huge . success. There 
are at least forty thousand people with 
some voice in the affairs of the State 
that no longer detest the utilities com
panies, but, especially after dividend 
days, actually love at least one of them. 

Mr. C reed has, of �ourse, done much 
more for his company than to publicize 
�nd popularize it. He sees the repor
ters in person whenever there is anything 
doing, and has the faculty o f  making 
himself well liked to the prqfession, but 
he also builds, and on a large and prom

. ising scale. He has gone in heavily for 
hydro-electric power development, using 
the almost boundless water energy of 
his mountainous State to drive the 
wheels and light the homes and offices 
and works of the district. 

The Pacific Gas & Electric Com
pany has recently completed its Pit 
River project near the northern boun
dary of California, which supplies en
ergy for a two-hundred�thousand-volt 
transmission line reaching all the way 
to San Francisco. This line is the 
longest transmission system on earth at 
t�e· moment of writing, and it carries 
the highest commercial voltage on rec
ord. Perhaps it is not necessary to ex
plain to the reader that electricity sup
plied by streams and waterfalls means 
cheap power to turn the wheels of in
dustry . . This is important enough in 
the East, but in California, where good 
coal has to be brought from distances 
at heavy expense, it is a godsend and 
ought to have the same effect on the 
development of mills and works that 
coal had in the older Eastern States. 

If Wigginton Creed is doing impor
tant constructive work in this field, he 
has not neglected another, namely, the 
steel business. Until the most recent 
years. California and the Far West gen
erally have had to get their pig iron 
from the Eastern States-hauled great 

dist�ces and over mountain ranges b/ � 
train, or sent roundabout by sea-{)r i � ;  
has had to import i t  f rom the Orient • .  
This not because there is no iron in the, . � 
West, but because the fortunate con
junction of coal and iron has been un
usual, and there have, accordingly, been 
no ftirnaces. .: 

Creed and some others started th�� . 
Columbia Steel Corporation. Their 
parent plant was put up at Pittsburg, 
-California, of course-in Contra 
Costa County, about twenty-five miles -� 
from San . Francisco. There foreign 
pig iron has been converted into usable, 
steel castings and forgings. But in .. 
1924 the company opened the first blast ;-

. 

furnace in the Pacific coast region at . 
Provo, Utah. In a short time the Provo 
plant was furnishing large quantities of '
pig iron to the Western steel and iro� . 
works, in successful competition with _, 
the Eastern and foreign manufacturers. � 
That was a move that meant a good 
deal to the independence of the West. 

The corporation whjch Creed founded 
now has plants at Pittsburg, at Tor
rance, near Los Angeles, at Provo, and 
at Portland, Oregon. It makes and 
distributes pig i ron, but it also is en
gaged in the steel business from ore to 
the finished article, like the ·biggest com
panies in Pennsylvania. So that, in ad- . 
dition to all his other affairs and inter
ests, this lawyer-businessman is also 
the head of the steel industry in the 
West. 

· 

M r. Creed, aside from his business 
activities, is interested in art and in his 
family. He is especially fond of etch
ings and is said to be an amateur of 
no mean taste in his chosen field. He 
lives with his wi fe and four daughters 
in a beautiful home at Piedmont, near 
Oakland, one of the most charming of 
the residential towns in all that beauti
ful section fringing the bay from which 
the Golden Gate gives into the Pacific. 

• At the age of fifty he is one of the 
most powerful personages in the West. 
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As a matter of fact, almost nothing 
happens in California in which he i s  
not somehow concerned. H e  has, to be 
sure, amassed a fortune for himself ,  
whjch was one o f  the things h e  set out 
to do. On the other hand, he is a busi
nessman of the new order, the new gen
eration, the new understanding. He 
realizes more clearly than most that the 
good old days are good and dead, that 

the o_ld morals of business have been.: 
improved, and that the fortunes of this 
day are being made by men who give 
something for the public's money. 

It seems supererogatory to add that 
this man, with his great diversity of ac
tivities, his industry building, his power 
projects, his steel mills, his lumber in
terests, and all the rest, is one of the 
present builders of the West. 

DISC OVERY OF LOST TRADING POST 

AN ancient trading post of the Hudson's Bay Company, old Fort Halkett, which 
was abandoned almost a century ag_o, has been found. The post has been 

the object of many fruitless searches for the past forty years. Finally, however, 
it was discovered by a trapper, John Dalzell, who was aided by a tip from 
friendly Indians. 

· 

An old root cellar gave him the first clew, as he explored the region near 
the mouth of Coal Creek. He followed a well-defined trail three miles long to 
a lake, nine miles long by three miles wide. On the south bank of this lake 
stood an old cabin of squared logs, the windows of which were covered with 
parchments of caribou skins. Among other things, a quantity of lead for bul\et 
molding was found. The trapper is bringing from the fort interesting mementoes 
of the past. 

AN INDIAN'S BONES 

C AVE explorers in Monroe County, Kentucky, have recently unearthed what 
bids fair to be the largest skeleton of a man ever discovered in Kentucky. 

This skeleton is more than eight feet in length, according to a measurement of 
the bones fitted together after being taken from the cave. 

The skeleton is in a good state o f  preservation, and is believed to be that of  
an Indian. There is ,  however, the faint possibility of  i ts  being the member o f  
an unknown tribe, known t o  have inhabited that part o f  Kentucky before the 
Indian. 

The man had been buried on his left side, with his knees drawn close to his  
body. The skeleton was about three feet under a cave level entrance. About it 
were scattered a great number of bones. 
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�n:n:-i'I OG-GONE !" exclaimed 
Sheriff Joe Cook of 
Monte Vista pushing his 
spectacles along . his sun
burned nose, and adjust
ing his gaze on an un

signed letter he held in one hand, 
"here's another one o' them unanimous 
letters with no signature a-tellin' me to 
wake up, that devilment is goin' on right 
under my nose an' I don't know nuthin' 
about it--" 

Deputy Sheriff " Shorty" McKay 
sighed and looked out the window, 
catching sight of a passing pedestrian. 

"Gee," said Shorty, wistfully, "ef I 
only had a pair o' trained pups like 
Horace Stewart out thar, I 'd be happy !" 

Sheriff Cook was interested in dogs. 
He raised his eyes and looked over the 
top of his glasses and scrutinized the 
passing pedestrian with marked atten
tion for a moment. 

"Shucks !" he said, "that dance hall 
sheik got two trained pups. What are 
they-Gordon setters er-- ?" 

Shorty laughed. "Now, I meant he 
was a swell dancer, boss !'' 

"A swell dancer ?" questioned the 
mystified sheriff. "But yuh mentioned 
he had two trained pups--" 

"Sure, I did," said Shorty, "but what 
I meant by that was that he was a j im
dandy hoofer ; that is, he has a pair o' 
syncopatin' dawgs-dawgs meanin' feet 
-an' lately, popular slang has changed 
'dawgs,' meanin' feet, to 'pups,' meanin' 
the same thing-so a feller with a pair 
o' trained pups is a guy with nimble 
gunboats---er j azz hounds as some say." 

The sheriff thumped on the desk with
a closed fist. 

"Syncopatin' dawgs-trained pups
gunboats !" he exploded, angrily. 
"Popular slang ! Slang ! How I hate 
slang ! Nuthin' but slang, slang, slang, 
an' a feller has to be two-thirds crazy 
to get the dri ft o' most o' it. Goodness 
knows I been a-studyin' up. on it-to the 
pool room, to the depot, an' to the livery 
stable-but I 'll be blamed ef I kin 
figger--" 
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"Tingle-ling-a-ling !' went the tele
phone. 

"Yes," said the sheriff, picking up the 
receiver, "yes, this is me ! This is me, 
I �id !" 

There was a moment's pause. 
"This is the sheriff hisself talkin'," 

yell«;d Cook louder, "what is it yuh 
want-eh-talk up, talk up !"  

Another pause. 
"Yuh say does I know about them 

four hosses gettin' struck by lightnin' 
over in Larry Spedl:'s pasture ?" re
peated the sheriff. "Why, yes, I does
what about it ?" 

The sheriff frowned darkly. 
· "Yes, I read in the paper about them 

five mules oveT to Brookview farm git
tin' kilt by lightnin', too, but what--" 

Another pause while the voice at the 
other end buzzed. 

"Yes, I know the lightnin' has been 
killin' off a lot o' stock in the Monte 
Vista disuict this yea,r, sure--'but what 
about it ?" persisted the worried sheriff. 
"Yes, mostly bosses an' mules, I admits, 
but what--" 

The voice on the other end grew 
more corofidential. 

"What?" boomed \the sheriff. 
The voice repeated its whispers. 
"Yuh say fer me to investigate the 

lightnin' ?" cried the sheriff, his eyes 
widening. "Investigate the lightnin'! 
Why, man, what do yuh mean ? 
Lightnin' always kills bosses an' mules 
this time o' year I Should be stopped, 
yuh say ? Up to me to stop it, yuh say ? 
I kin ef I want to, say ? Why, lissen, 
brother, are yuh drunk or are yuh 
plumb nuts ? Stop the lightnin'- say, 
who is this talkin', anyhow?" 

The sheriff gasped at the answer to 
his question. 

"Who ?" he repeated, in unbelief. 
He got the name again. 
"Mr. All Wet?" cried the sheriff, 

while a hot red iflush spread over his 
leathery face. "Mr. All Wetf Say, 

brother, fer two thin dimes I'd slap 
yuh in the jail house !"  

. tBang went the receiver. 
The sheriff glared at Shorty. 
"Some fresh bird, callin' hisself Mr. 

All Wet, wantin' me to check up on all 
this lightnin' killin' stock !" boomed the 
peeved sheriff. Tryin' to kid me, the 
crazy galoot ! Thar's some more slang 
fer yuh ! I may not be up on a lot o' it, 
but I knows what all wet means, an' I 'd 
be good an' all wet ef I went investi
gatin' lightnin' an' snoopin' on the rain 
an' probin' thunderstorms an' checkin' 
up on wind douds-I should oughter 
have told that smart Aleck to call the 
weather bureau in Denver !"  

· "Mebbe-" began Shorty, slowly. 
"This letter," said the sheriff, getting 

back to the su·bject he had started some 
minutes before, · "is the third we has got 
here this month tellin' us about some
thin' goin' on illegal an' us not knowin' 
it," said Sheriff Cook, "an' it's got me 
worried, but I'm beginnin' to see day
light." 

"Yeh ?" 
"Yep, I 'm beginnin' to smell a rat," 

said the sheriff, "an' I did it all by my
self, ef I do say so. We know thar ain't 
no rustlin', an' no robbin', an' no mur
derin', an' no bootleggin' goin' on, but 
what do we . know about that strange 
hombre down to the Lone Spruce H a
tel, eh?" 

Shorty gulped. 
"Why, he's from Denver-" he be

gan. 
"That don't make him no angel," 

barked Cook. "I figger he's the nig-· 
ger in the woodpile we gotta watch." 

"Fer what ?" asked Shorty'. 
"Fer anything,'' said the sheriff, wav

ing the letter. "This hombre what is 
sendin' us these letters o' warnin' may 
know this stranger is a crook, an' up to 
some slickerin' biz here in Monte ; I 
figgered that out myself, an' I'm 
go in'--" 



THE SLANG BRANDER 123 

Shorty was apparently troubled. 
"But this Mr. All Wet has tele

phoned-" he began. 
The sheriff gave Shorty a withering 

look. Was it possi·ble that the" prac
tical joker, All Wet, had impressed his 
dumb deputy, the sheriff wondered, and 
he wondered out loud, so that Shorty 
flushed with humiliation. Then the 
sheriff devoted ten minutes to branding 
slang with its proper brand. Then he 
scolded Shorty for falling for such gags 
as Mr. All Wet had attempted to put 
over, and then he issued . an order to his 
deputy. 

' 'Go over to the Lone Spruce Hotel !" 
he commanded, "an' keep an eye on that 
stranger, Bruce Rustin, as he calls his
self, until I comes an' relieves yuh ; 
from now on, seein' we got this third 
warnin', we shadders that Rustin until 
we finds out just what he's up to in this 
town ! He ain't cracked nuthin' to no
body an' that looks bad ! Yuh git me, 
Shorty ?" 

Shorty nodded his head. 
"I got yuh, boss ! "  he declared. 
So Shorty strolled over to the Lone 

Spruce Hotel. His mind, however, was 
far from his business. He kept think
ing of lightning and the man who had 
called Sheriff Cook up and given his 
name as M r. All Wet. That was funny ! 
l t  was more than funny, it was peculiar. 
The more Shorty thought abou� it the 
more he scowled. He was deep in 
thought ·when he entered the hotel and 
he planted himself in an easy-chair  to 
think some more after he entered the 
lobby. Finally he went to the telephone 
booth, entered, and then emerged with
out making a call. His eyes were 
brighter now. His scowl had vanished. 
He sought out Max Hines, the proprie
tor of the hotel, and asked where he 
could locate Bruce Rustin, the mys-

. terious guest. 
"Is he a bad aigg ?" asked Max, 

anxiously. 

"I-waai-I dunno," said Shorty 
vaguely. 

"Huh !" grunted Max. "I suppose 
he'll be skippin' out without payin' his 
bill ef  I don't watch close ; waal, thar he 
is  over thar under that palm-in the 
chair-an' by the way, that palm--" 

"Yes ?" 
"That palm cost me four dollars and 

eighteen cents, freight an' all, from Den
ver, only las' March," said Max. "Yuh 
don't suppose that feller is a sneak thief,  
do yuh ? I gotta watch that palm--" 

Shorty sat down where he could keep 
his eyes on Rustin, and while he did 
keep his eyes on the man he didn't keep 
his mind on him. He kept thinking of 
that lightning and M r. All Wet, and his 
scowl came back. Eventually-after 
ten or fifteen minutes of fidgeting
Shorty got up and approached the 
stranger, Rustin, and asked him for a 
·match. Then he sat down beside him, 
on the arm of the chair, and remained 
there for all o f  three minutes. After 
that Shorty got up hastily and left the 
hotel lobby with rapid strides. 

Two minutes later the stranger, 
Rustin, jumped to his feet with an ex
clamation and made for the desk where 
Max Hines was sitting, watching him 
sourly. The stranger was excited, it 
seemed. 

"Who was that bird I was jus' talkin' 
to ?" he asked Max. 

"Why-who-what bird ?" countered 
Max, clumsily. 

"That feller was jus' in here !" cried 
Rustin. 

"Why, I didn't see no feller," lied 
Max, smoothly, but the stranger sud
denly reached over and grabbed him by 
the coat lapels. / 

"Out with it, yuh snake !" whooped 
the stranger, who was plainly annoyed. 
"Spit it out ! Yuh saw him I Yuh 
know him ! Now who was he ? Answer 
me that before I get real mad." 

Max shivered in the man's grasp. 
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"That was Shorty," he said, chok-
ingly. 

"Shorty who ?" 
"Shorty McKay !" 
"An' who is Shorty McKay ?" 
"He's-he's the deputy sheriff !" 

gasped Max. 
The stranger released the grip on the 

hotel man:s coat. His eyes went wide as 
saucers. His face twitched strangely. 

"A deputy sheriff, eh ?" 
"Yep," said Max, regaining his com

posure. 
"Sure o' that ?" asked the stranger. 
Max was angry now. It was seldom 

a guest tried such rough tactics on him 
and got away with it. This man had 
been rough. Further, Max had just 
had his coat pressed, price fi fty cents, 
and this hombre had jerked it all out 
of shape. 

"Yes, I'm sure that he's a deputy 
sheriff," said IMax, with a glinty look at 
the stranger, "an' I'm also sure, too, 
brother, that he'll nab yuh ef yuh so 
much as look twice at that palm-it cost 
me four dollars and eighteen cents, 
freight an' all, from Denver, las' March, 
to say nuthin' o' the value o' my time in· 
waterin' it since, . .day in an' day out, 
week in an' ·week out." 

The stranger grunted and turned 
away disgustedly. 

Meanwhile, Shorty McKay had not 
lost any time in getting to the Elite 
Livery barn, 'Y'Qlere he kept his saddle 
pony. He was mounted and off in a. 
hurry, thereby utterly disregarding 
the sheriff's late orders that he hang 
around the Lone Spruce Hotel and keep 
his eye on the suspicious stranger. 
Sh9rty spurred out o f  town and took 
the West Alameda road, riding hard for 
Larry Spect's pasture southwest of 
town. It was there, Shorty recollected, 
that M r. All Wet had mentioned the 
lightning striking four horses, in his 
conversation over the telephone with the 
sheriff. Somehow, Shorty was more 

interested in that lightning business than 
he was in watching strangers in hotel 
lobbies. He made Larry Spect's place 
in no time at all, and found Larry him
self at the ranch house. 

"Heard yuh lost_ some stock by 
Eghtnin' ?" said Shorty. 

Larry nodded, . with a long, woe
begone face. 

"Four bosses-heavy work stock !" 
he grunted. 

"Whar was they ?" asked Shorty. 
"Down thar," said Larry, pointing, 

"wanta see 'em ?" 
Larry led Shorty down a willow-lined 

lane, over a !bubbling creek, and into 
a far pasture. There, at the far end, 
near a knot of stately cottonwoods, were 
the bodies of four dead horses. Shorty 
shook his head and approached closer to 
look them over. The bides were burned 
in spots and there were traces where 
flames had licked out through the tall 
dry grass to all sides. :Shorty shook his 
head again. 

"Lightnin' bad this year ?" he asked. 
"Sure is," said Larry, miserably ; 

"them bosses was worth two hundred 
dollars apiece to me jus' now, too." 

"Insured ?" asked Shorty. 
"Yea, fer half their value-four hun

dred dollars," said Larry. 
Shorty departed from Spect's place 

soon afterwards. He rode over to Jim 
Doyle's place, next door, and asked Jim 
if he· had suffered any lightning losses. 
Jim said he had. Two brood mares 
had perished in the thunderstorm the 
day before, at the same time, approxi
mately, that Speot had lost his four 
work horses. Shorty rode on. He 
visited place after place, astounded at 
the great loss of horses by lightning. 
His eyes grew narrower and narrower, 
as he went on. At last he turned down 
a shady lane that led to a deserted farm
house. He was grinning broadly now 
as if at some huge joke, then he hap
pened to think of Sheriff Joe Cook, and 
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his face sobered -instantly. What would 
the sheriff say i f--

There wasn't much doubt what the 
sheriff would say when · he found out 
that Shorty had disobeyed orders. As 
a matter of fact, the sheriff was saying 
i t  right at that precise moment back in 
the Lone Spruce Hotel lobby at Monte 
Vista. He was leaning over the hotel 
counter, muttering deep grumblings on 
the shortcomings o f  his deputy, while 
Max Hines, the hotel man, was rapidly 
giving him an earful of news. 

"Ya, Shorty watched him fer about 
six minutes," Hines was panting, "an 
then he goes over an' seems to git 
chummy with him an' then he beats it, 
fast, an' purty quick the stranger jumps 
up an' comes over, demandin' who in 
heck that feller was .that just went out ? 
I pretends to play dumb, tryin' to avoid 
exposin' Shorty as a officer, but this 
Rustin hombre he ain't easy to handle. 
Fust thing I knows he's leaned over 
an' got both paws on me, threatenin' 
to shake me to tatters ef I don't answer, 
so I answers--! tells him--" 

"Huh !" said the sheriff, "an' Shorty 
never come back ?" 

"He never come back," affirmed the 
hotel man, "an' that was plenty long 
time ago, too. I've been scared stiff all 
the time since because that stranger, 
Rustin, has been settin' over thar mum
blin' to hisself, bitin' his finger nails, 
tuggin' at his collar, an' actin' dog-gone 
suspiciou�" 

"Yeh ?" 
"Yeh ! But I got him figgered out," 

said the hotel man, "he's a dang sneak 
thief, that's what ! I know what he's 
here · fer, too. He's here to steal that 
palm plant I got in Denver las' March, 
sheriff, at a hull cost o' four dollars and 
eighteen cents, what with freight an' 
all ,  not to mention my: time every day 
since waterin' an' lookin' after it  gen
erally--" 

"Yuhr palm ?" demanded the sheriff. 

«Sure, that's it !" said the hotel keeper, 
stoutly. "After Shorty left so fast I 
accused that hombre o' aimin' to .steal 
my palm, an' it just knocked him 
speechless, that's all. His face went 
white and then went red ! Ef I ever 
saw a guilty pusson it's him ; yuh bet
ter take him inter custody, sheriff."-

Sheriff Cook nodded his head 
thoughtfully. 

"Ain't nuthin' goin' on in Monte 
Vista but this bird," he· said, looking at 
the stranger seated in the chair beneath 
the palm, "an' these here unanimous 
letters with no names signed to 'em that 
I've been gittin' says thar is somethin' 
goin' on right under my nose-it must 
be him--ef yuh're dead sure, Max, that 
he was aimin' to get yuhr property." 

Max straightened his shoulders. 
"I saw him lookin' hard at that palm 

yesterday !".he said. 
The sheriff unbuttoned his coat, so 

that he could go for his gun with greater 
ease and speed i f  the occasion de
manded. He stalked toward the fidget
ing stranger in the chair beneath the 
four-dollars-and-eighteen-cents palm. 
The hotel man followed. 

"Howdy, stranger !" said the sheriff. 
The man who had registered as Bruce 

Rustin looked up. 
11 An' who in heck are yuh!" he asked 

peevishly. 
· 

The sheriff flashed his star from his 
vest. 

"I'm sheriff here," he said, gruffly, 
"an' I've come to talk to yuh, brother, 
on a little matter o' importance. Who 
are yuh, sir, an' what's yuhr idear in 
"castin' covetous eyes on this here hotel 
palm ?" 

"Palm?" roared the stranger, "yuh 
talk about palms when-when--" 

The sheriff's heavy hand fell on his 
shoulder. 

"Brother, yuh come along with me," 
began Sheriff Cook, but at that 
moment there was a commotion at the 
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entrance. Shorty and two men entered 
hurriedly. One man was Larry Spect. 
The other man was a stranger. At · 
sight of Shorty, Rustin, . the man that 
Shed,££ Cook had just arrested, let out 
a wild whoop. 

"Yuh-yuh-yuh thief !" 
Shorty grin�ed at the charge, reached 

into his pocket and drew. out a black 
bill fold, whiCh he tossed to. Rustin. 

"Yuh'll have . to pardon me, Mr. 
Rustin," said Shorty, "I had to do it. 
Yuh. see, I'm deputy sheriff here, an' 
yuh was under suspicion, an' I had to 
get the dope on yuh. I asked yuh fer 
a match, an' then came close an' pre
tended I was tryin' to sell yuh ! bottle o' 

booze while I plucked yuhr wallet outa 
yuhr pocket. I bad other business up 
the road in a hurry, so I examined that 
wallet on the way out-found yuhr 
papers an' credentials--! apologize." 

"Well !" said Rustin. 
"What in--!' began the sheriff. 
"Mr. Rustin is all right, boss," said 

Shorty, easily, "he's an insurance man 
from Denver up here on a little busi
ness matter, that's all. I read his private 
papers an' know it's the , truth. Yuhr 
suspicions on him was all wrong, boss, 
but I got the goods on somebody else
this Larry Spect here." 

The shet:iff looked at Larry and 
started when he saw that Larry's wrists 
were bJ:acefeted with Shorty's han'd 
cuffs. 

"Larry here," said Shorty, proudly, 
"is the man Mr. Rustin is lookin' for, I 
reckon ! Larry has lost a lot o' bosses 
by lightrtin' lately, an' they was all 
insured, an' Larry has been collectin' on 
'em. Larry went around the country 
buyin' bosses cheap an' leavin' 'em whar 
he bought 'em, to get 'em later, but be
fore he could return fer 'em, lightnin' 
got 'em. However, he had already in
sured 'em, so---" 

The sheriff choked. 
"Lightnin', yuh say ?" asked the 

sheriff. "Shorty, yuh been investigatin' 
lightnin', like that bird All Wet said. ?" 

"Yes," said Shorty, "an' I arrested 
Larry fer fraud. I found out from M r. 
Rustin's papers that the insurance com
pany was suspicious o' all Larry's 
losses. But I was wise to the lightnin' 
biz before I-borrowed-Mr. Rustirt's 
wallet. I had looked in the telephone 
book in the hotel booth here, see ? So 
I started fer Larry's, after stealin' 
Rustin's wallet: Larry thought he was 
pretty cute. He had a good game. He 
bought bosses cheap, insured 'em fer 
more than their value, an' then, blooey, 
lightnin' struck ! But this is the way 
it struck 1 Larry got .an ol' inner tube 
out of a big truck tire an' vulcanized 
one end o' it air-tight, makin' a sort o' 
rubber bag which he slipped over the 
bosses' heads. They smothered to death, 
o' . course, leavin' no mark o' violence. 
Then he took a blow torch an' burned 
little spots in their hides, like whar 
lightnin' had struck ; then he burned 
l ittle patches o' grass around the bodies, 
to make it look all the more like 
lightnin'." 

The sheriff took one look at Larry's  
guilty expression and he realized that 
Shorty surely had the goods on Larry. 

"But-but yuh say yuh got all that 
dope outa the telephone book ?" cried 
the sheriff. 

"Indirectly, "  said Shorty, ' grimly. 
"Yuh see Larry did have a purty good 
game, seein' we have had a lot o' 
thunderstorm� lately. · Mr. Rustin here 
was down investigatin' Larry an' 
Larry's losses, but he didn't get no place, 
seein' that Larry had really fixed things 
so it looked like lightnin' was to blame." 

"Correct !" spoke up Rfistin, crisply. 
"But Larry wasn't so bright after 

all," said Shorty, "fer a couple o' times 
while he was killin' his stock to make it 
look like lightnin' had done the job, he 
was seen workin' with a blow torch an' 
the inner tube. The man who seen 
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him got suspicious, o' course, but didn't 
like to make no charges. He was a 
stranger in these parts, an' didn't know 
yuh, sheriff, nor me, so he wrote yuh 
some letters, tryin' to tip yuh off in a 
vague sort o' way without actuaUy 
spillin' the ieans." 

"So ?" said Sheriff Cook. 
"Yes," said Shorty, "but the letters 

didn't de ng good. So this mornin' he 
got his nerve up-this · feller I'm 
speakin' e' did-an' he called yuh up, 
mentionin' that lightnin' business right 
out. Yuh got mad an' thought he was 
kiddin' yuh. Yuh asked him who he 
was an' when._ yuh thought he said 
'Mr. All Wet' yuh figgered it was 
some more o' this slang biz an' hung up, 
but--" 

The sheriff took off his hat. 
"But the telephone book, Shorty," he 

said, "what had that to do with all this 
exposure ?" 

"Easy," said Shorty, "I  got to thinkin' 
about this Mr. All Wet business. I 
looks in the telephone directory an' I 
finds a name 'Mr. Earl Watt', listed for 
the old Two B rancho. I went over 
thar to-day an' sure enough, he's ther 
feller that telephoned yuh. He admitted 

it quick enough, told me about what he 
had seen Larry doin', an' so I arrested 
Larry an' brung him in--" 

The sheriff looked at the stranger 
who had come with Shorty and Larry. 
The stranger was smiling broadly. 

"An' who is this man ?" asked the 
sheriff. 

"Why," said Shorty, "that's Mr. 
Watt, Earl Watt, boss, the man yuh 
thought said he was 'Mr. All Wet.' " 

The sheriff ingratiatingly stuck out a 
huge hand. 

. "Shake, ·brother," he said, "I'm glad 
to know yuh. I guess ef thar's anyiedy 
all wet around here, as the old slang 
phrase goes, it must be me." 

"It's me," wailed Max Hines, the 
hotel man, breaking in, "it's me that's 
all wet ! Here I was worryin' about 
that four-d o 1 1  a r s-and-eighteen-cents 
palm o' mine g-ettin' stole an' I plumb 
£ergot that I had it insured fer ten 
whole bucks-shucks, I would o' made 
money ef it had been stole !" 

Rustin, the insurance investigator, 
scowled at Max, and made a mental 
note of :Max's statement. Just let Max 
ever try to collect insurance for that 
miserable palm. 

THE PINE CONE INDUSTRY 

RESIDENTS of Wood County, Wisconsin, and various adjacent sections of 
the State have discovered what bids fair to be-during the proper season

a very lucrative industry. Pine cones, j ust ripened and in which the frost has 
not killed the seeds, are shipped in large quantities to various Sturgeon Bay 
nurseries, which for years have been doing a large business in sending cones to 
the Eastern States as well as to .various European countries. There the cones 
are used in seeding tracts for reforestation. 

The price obtained for the work is relatively large, although the work itself 
is not without its element of danger. The· hazard arises from the fact that one 
has to climb a tree and shake the cones to the ground, where a fellow workman 
gathers them -up and puts them into sacks for shipping. 



"Surly Pete" Plays Good Saint Nick 
By D. C. HUBBARD 

SURLY PETE," of the Ranch Bar C, 
Dug his heel in the ground, 

Muttering curses under his breath 
For he had to go to town. 

The boss' daughter, Mrs. Case, 
Was due on the train at noon 

To spend the Christmas holiday 
With her '\lad, and bringing June. 

June was her little, brown-eyed girl, 
She'd been to the ranch last year 

Before the advent of Surly Pete, 
The man who had no cheer. 

Hands were short on the Ranch Bar C, 
Times were not easy and so, 

None of the others could well be spared. 
That's why Pete was asked to go. 

"Be sure to stop at the store," they said, 
"And pick up the parcels there, 

Christmas stuff for the boss and us, 
And grub for to-morrow's fare." 

As his team broke into a �allop, 
The punchers waved adteu. 

"Now, don't fergit to be perlite," 
They cried as he rode from view. 

Arrived in town, Pete tied his steeds 
· And found that the traiti was in ; 

But what he met at the station 
Filled him with deep chagrin. 

Standing alone on the platform, 
A doll tucked under her arm, 

Stood little five-year-old June Case, 
Her brown eyes filled with alarm. 

"Mummy had to go back," she said, 
"Auntie was taken ill, 

So I came on here all alone. 
Can you be my Uncle Bill ?" 

"Nope, I'm just Pete," his voice went low, 
And his smile was not very · gay. 

He seemed to see his own small child
And the wife who had run away. 

As often little children will, 
She put up a trusting hand, 

Slipped it into his knotty one 
With a look of, "I understand." 

"To-morrow's Christmas, Pete," she said, 
"Will we have a Christmas tree, 

Covered over with shiny things, 
With presents for you and me ?" 

Surly Pete didn't answer her 
As he clucked for the team to start. 

"Too much fuss made over these kids." 
The old wound began to smart. 

Perched on the high, uneven seat, 
Her voice rose above the noise, 

Asking Pete about Santa Claus ; 
Hoping he'd bring her some toys. 

Pete was forgettin,g to listen, 
His practiced gaze scanned the sky. 

The' long-delayed snow was coming
If only his team could fly. 

Hoping he might beat the snowstorm, 
At least to a place they could hide, 

Pete gave a glance of discomfort 
At the patient child by �is side. 
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Just as they reached some green fi r  trees, 
Down came the snow in a whirl. 

There in the shelter they waited, 
Pete, and the tired little girl. 

Wrapping her
. 

snug in a blanket, 
Clumsy, but tender, 'tis true, 

Trembling with fear for the future, 
Wondering how they'd get through. 

On came the snow with a fierceness, 
Blotting the landscape with white ; 

Glad was old Pete for the fir trees, 
Since here they would spend the night. 

"I'm sure that Santa won't miss me, 
I've been very good for a year. 

1 know when he drives out to granddad's 
He'll look down and see us right here." 

Nonsense, thought Pete in derision, 
This Santa Claus stuff is a joke. 

Falling asleep by his fire, 
'Twas one o'clock when he awoke. 

The fury of snow had abated, 
A clear moon shown down on the pair

Old Pete and the child who expected 
Saint Nick to surely stop there. 

Pete knew the boys at the bunk house 
Had started a search hours aco, 

But it might be late in the day 
'Fore they could plow through the snow. 

The kid would be disappointed, 
Her brown eyes would fill with tears 

To find that Santa had missed her ; 
This was the worst of his fears·. 

Pete was ashamed of his feelings. 
"I'111 soft," he said, with a grin, 

"Actin' j est like an ol' woman, 
Me--allus cranky as sin." 

Morning came early to June, who 
Awaked with a happy cry, 

Spellbound she gazed at the object, 
The beauty which greeted her eye. 

Th�re stood a tree in the clearing; 
Slender and straight as a queen, 

Glis'ning with snowflakes and tinsel, 
Bearing a proud, regal mien. 

Over a space from the fir tree, • 
Roaring and blazing up high, 

Pete had a great fire glowing, 
Sending sparks up to the sky; 

· "Wasn't I right about Santa ?" 
June adled out in childish glee. 

"Come, Pete, let's open the presents, 
See what he's left you and me." 

"He only left presents for you," 
· Said Pete, trying hard to smile, 

"And a few for the bunk-house boys, 
I looked at 'em back there a while." 

"I'm sure he wouldn't forget you 
When you've been so good to me," 

Said June in a voice that wavered, 
"Let's look again, Pete, and see." 

Just then came a loud, "Merry Christmas I"  
The Bar C boys circled about 

Led by "Big Danny," their foreman. 
"Three cheers for Pete !" was their shout. 

Then, June stole up to the foreman. 
"I think there is some mistake. 

Did Santa leave it with granddad, 
Something for Pete-pie or cake ?" 

"Y<>u just �t granddad'� got something 
For Pete when he bringt; you back 

And hears how he stopped old Santa 
And got him to leave his pack." 

Danny was right, for the boss said, 
Pete never need to roam. 

As long as he wanted to s tay, 
The Ranch Bar C was his home. 

All day June stayed by her hero
{ And Pete was pleased as cou d be ; 

He who had left behind laughter, 
Drew cheer from a Christmas tree. _ 



P o t l a t c h 
!Y J. A . . T h o m p s.o n  

WESTDN Sroa.Y MAGAZINE desires this department to be of real assistance to all 
who are interested in the practical side of mining. Questions pertaining to field condi, 
tions, mining equipment, mining territories, mining laws, prospecting and general 
geology will be answered. 

Address all communications to ]. A. Thompson, mining expert, care of WESTERN 
STORY MAGAZINE, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

THE use of timber in the support 
of mine workings and the un
derground exploration of min

eral-bearing veins has already been dis
cussed in this department. Mention 
has been made of methods other than 
timbering which are common practice 
in subsurface support of mine work
ings, but they have not previously been 
treated in detail. 

Aside from the employment of tim
ber, pillars of ore or waste rock con
stitute one of the most important forms 
of mine support. Pillars were, nat
u rally enough, one of the first forms 
of support used. Except when their 
use means curtailment of the mine out
put, or when natural pillars are not 
strong enough to hold up the work
ings, they present the most obvious andl 

economical means of support . obtain
able. Apart from the loss of valuable 
mineral sometimes involved, the chief 
objection to pillars is  that it is  difficult 
to insure their proper formation and 
location. To obtain the maximum ben
efit from any type of support it is 
necessary that the supports be sym
metrically and systematically placed. 
This is d ifficult in the case o f  natural 
pillars. Either rich ore occurs where 
a pillar should be, or some irregularity 
in the vein requires a shifting of the 
location of the pillar, and the result is  
a seriously irregular system of sup
ports. 

Another disadvantage of pillars is  
the dangerous habit they foster of grad
ually cutting away the mine's supports 
to secure a few more tons of ore. This 
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habit, i f  indulged in to extremes, leads 
to an alarming and dangerous ��mdition 
underground. In moderately inclined 
deposits, pillars may stand from twelve 
to fifteen feet high. Normally, their 
diameter may be from fifteen to twenty 
feet. Yet cases have been observed in 
which the petnicious cutting away has 
reduced the diameter to three or four 
feet at the middle. Pillars in this con
dition soon deteriorate under the enor
mous stress thrust upon them, and de
velop vertical cracks, o ften extending 
to the whole height of the support. 

Another form of mine support that is 
widely used, and in keeping with the 
modern industrial trend o f  utilizing 
waste to advantage, is the system of fill
ing worked-out slopes with waste rock. 
Variations of  the filling method are rap
idly being extended and are successfully 
employed in many mines throughout the 
country. Broken ore is also frequently 
used as a filler, for reasons o f  efficiency 
as well as for economy o f  support. 
Where this type of  filler is used, the ore 
is broken in the underground excava
tions or stopes, but is not drawn off, ex
cept as is necessary to afford room for 
the working o f  the mine. In broken ore, 
there is a thirty-to-forty per cent in
crease in volume, and it is evident that 
some of the ore must be drawn off af
ter every round of shots fired, to give 
room for subsequent work at the ore 
face. That portion of the ore not drawn 
off may be allowed to remain in the 
mine, forming an ore reserve. 

Briefly, the advantages of using 
· broken ore as an underground support 
are : 1 .  A large force of men may be 
employed in breaking ore. 2. Less dan
ger from falls of rock, owing to the 
rapidity of working along the ore body. 
3. Easy control of production and uni
form output. Furthermore, work at the 
face of the deposit is facilitated. The 
ore serves as a platform on which the 
drills may be mounted, and, while stored 
in the stopes, it acts as a support for 

the workings, reducing or completely 
eliminating support that would other
wise be essential. 

The widespread application of the 
use o f  waste fillers as support is an 
authentic indication of how well re
ceived that method has recently become 
itt sound mining practice. There are 
three main sources of waste. Waste 
may be secured from the actual mining 
operations, being sorted from the ore, 
or obtained from portions of the walls 
that have to be broken down in cutting 
out the ore. Waste rock may be se
cured from special excavations cut into 
the vein walls. Materials from open 
cuts on the surface, or tailings may also 
be utilized. The first source mentioned 
is perhaps the most important, as com
paratively little labor is required in 
placing the waste in the excavation to 
be supported. 

This is particularly the case in in
stances where but a small part of the 
ore vein is valuable, and the majority 
of the vein content can advantageously 
be used as filling. 

The use o f  waste chutes is a common 
method of  getting waste from the sur
face to any portion of the mine desired. 
Where underground excavations have 
been made solely for the purpose o f  se
curing waste, great care must be taken 
to prevent cave-ins, which lead to dis
astrous results and may start because 
of weakening due to the excavation, 
untess the ground rock i s  particu1arly 
strong. 

One of the disadvantages of the use 
of fillings for support in place of  nat
ural piHars or timber is the tendency o f  
the filling t o  become loose and to· flow 
under pressure. Moreover, shrinkage 
o f  the filling at times causes serious 
trouble by disturbing the whole work
ings of the mine. 

Under skilled supervision, indirect 
meth�s o f  support are sometimes re
sorted to. A natural arch formed by 
intentionally caving ground may fre-
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quently be employed to good advantage 
in the temporary support of some work
ings. By thus arching the roof, or 
hanging wall, it is often possible to 
hold it with practically no artificial sup
port. Naturally, the character of  the 
rock formation is the governing factor 
in determining the feasibility of this 
type of support. Some formations will 
stand · with comparatively long spans 
and low arches, whereas others are so 
weak that they will not hold up even 
under short spans and high arches. The 
famous Homes take and Alaska-Tread
well Mines are often cited as successful 
instances o f  the use o f  arching for sup
port in strong formations. 

To L. P., Brooklyn, New York, G. 
B. H., El Paso, Texas, and others who 
have inquired about the recent regula
tions for the prospecting and leasing of  
potash deposits in  the United States : 

The General Land Office, Department 
of the Interior, Washington, D. C., has 
issued regulations covering potash
mining leases and prospecting permits 
under the act of February 7th, 1927, 
"To promqte the mining of potash on 
the public d'Omain." In the regulations it 
is stated that a prospecting permit will 
be granted for not more than twenty
five hundred and sixty acres of public 
lands. As a reward for discovery of  
potash thereon within two years, the 
permittee will be issued a mining lease. -. 

Part of the text of the regulations is 
printed herewith : "Permits may be is
sued to (a)  citizens of the United 
States, (b)  an association of such citi
zens, (c) or a corporation organized 
under the laws of any State or territory 
thereof. 

"A permit may be issued for not more 
than twenty-five hundred and sixty 
acres of public lands of the United 
States in reasonably compact form, by 
legal subdivisions if surveyed ; if un· 
surveyed, by metes-and ... bounds descrip
tion. The permit will confer upon the 

recipient the exclusive right to prospect 
for· chlorides, sulphates, carbonates, 
borates, silicates, or nitrates of potas
sium oni the lands embraced therein. In 
the exercise of this right the permittee 
shall be authorized to remove from the 
premises only such material as may be 
necessary to experimental work and 
the demonstration of the existence of  
such deposits or any o f  them in com
mercial quantities. 

"A permittee who shows that he has 
made a discovery of valuable deposits 
of potash within the area of the permit 
and within the two-year period for 
which it is issued, is entitled under Sec
tion 2 of the Act to a lease of any or all 

· of the land embraced in the permit con
taining such deposits and chiefly valu
able therefor, the area to be taken in 
compact form. 

"The lease will be issued at such 
royalty and acreage rental as may be 
fixed pursuant to Section 3 of the Act. 
A discovery of a valuable deposit of po
tassium shall be construed as the dis
covery of a deposit which yields com
mercial potassium in commercial quan-
tities. . 

"Under authority of Section 3 of the 
Act, unless otherwise specified in the 
permit when issued, a permittee who 
makes the first discovery in any district 
and becomes entitled to a lease will be 
granted a lease at the minimum royalty 
of 2 per cent o f  the quantity or gross 
value of the output of potassium com
pounds and other related products, ex
cept sodium, at the point of shipment 
to market, and at the minimum rental 
of 25 cents per acre for twenty years 
succeeding the issue of the lease." 

To K. H., Vancouver, British Co
lumbia : A strike of gold has been re
ported on the former military reserva
tion on Nome River at Nome, Alaska. 
Three test shafts were reported sunk, 
and all were said to have showed placer 
gold present. 



A HAIL of friendly greeting from 
our fellow man is the most wel
come of all gifts. No other is 

so enduring, no other so brightens with 
use 'in the giving and receiving. Yet, 
while there is no comradely hail, in 
word or gesture, that fails to fan a 
warm, fraternal feeling in our hearts, 
there is one, ab.ove all others, that 
brings with it a joy beyond compare. 
It's 

Merr, ChrUtnuul 

We give it to you now, Merry 
Christmas t And again and again we 
call the sweet refrain-Merry Christ
mas-that the wind may take it up and 
bear it gayly to the four corners of 
the earth, whistling it with glee to each 
and every one of you. 

To each and every one of you. To 
the line-rider and his mount, breasting 
the s�nging gale. To the prospector 
and his faithful little burro, plodding 
over the desert waste. To the boys and 
girls, dancing gayly under the mistle
toe. T-o the dear old folks at home, 
sitting before the soothing blaze while 
the gentle, feathery flakes blanket their 
home under a downy comforter. To 
the sailors on the rolling main, below 
and aloft, may the wind send our mes-

sage, singing it through the rigging and 
down the hatches, Near and far, over 
the plains, to the herder and the herd, 
let the yuletide greeting wing its way. 

Up the mountainside and into the 
canyQn deep, Merry Ch-ristmas I 

How fortunate we are that Christ
mas comes to cheer us in the dead of 
winter, to gladden and warm our hearts 
as they are gladdened and warmed at 
no other time of the year. And what 
a wonderful thing, wonder of wonders, 
is Christmas, when winter's sleet, and 
snow, and bitter cold, only build a 
charming, cheery frame for the beau
tiful picture of Christmastide. All that 
the elements accomplish by lashing 
themselves into a fury, is to fan the 
spirit of Christmas , into a warmer, rud
dier glow. And that is the answer to 
the "why" o f  Christmas. For Christ
mas expresses the very best that lies in 
man. And the more wicked tpe ele
ments, the more the pure, sweet love, 
the kindly acts, good will to men, show 
in glorious contrast to the wicked 
things that would destroy. But Christ
mas can't be destroyed, for Christmas 
is the very essence of life, the spirit 
of virtue, love, artd truth. The divine 
fire that never dies. 

1t's our notion, that when Christmas 
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Day comes every day, then will man be 
saved from drudgery, worry, and de
spair. There is One who came to 
earth on Christmas Day and made His 
acts at all times the acts of a good man. 
And so It comes that on one day in the 
year, at least, His memory and His 
acts are kept green and glorified. 

Too many forget what Christmas 
really is, what it really stands for, and 
what makes it stand alone so smilingly 
in a naughty world. 

There has come to us another Christ-

mas, another chance of chances to be 
happy-happy in the only worth-while 
way, by bringing happiness· to others. 

A hail of friendly greeting from our 
fellow man i s  the most welcome gf  all 
gifts. And there is  one, above all oth
ers, that brings with it a joy beyond 
compare. We give it to you now, and 
from you we ask the same. 

MERRY CHRISTMAS ! 
Here is something about one o f  our 

popular authors. 

KENNETH GILBERT 
By D.C. Hubbard 

WHEN a man has never been farther 
East than Chicago, he must be a 

sure enough Westerner. Born in a little 
backwoods Wisconsin town, Kenneth 
Gilbert literally .grew up with the wild, 
and has never had any desire to taste 
the effete East, the night clubs and the 
lights of Broadway. He even admits 
that until he was fifteen years old, he 
was pretty much of a little savage. As 
long as he behaved himsel f, his parents 
didn't insist upon his doing anything 
but what he wanted to do. They knew 
that he was gaining strong muscles and 
knowledge from the woods that he 
could not gain elsewhere. His friends 
were the woodsmen, hunters and trap
pers. From them he learned the rudi
ments of woodcraft, and an understand
ing o f  the minds and manners of wild 
animals. 

At the time when most children are 
barely leaving their babyhood behind, 
eight years in fact, Kenneth Gilbert 
was the owner of a 12-gauge shotgun, · 
a .44-;40 rifle and a canoe. Of course. 
he was obliged to attend school, but 
vacation days were spent almost en
tirely in the woods. He loved "living 
off the country :• and one time rre
mained in the open ten days alone, 
with nothing but a box of cartridges 
for his gun, matches and a little salt. 
Game was plenti ful and he was un
afraid of the wild creatures., lt is  . 

said that animals sense fear in human 
beings and will readily attack any one 
who is timid. We fear what we do 
not understand. Gilbert feels that with 
his long and close contact with wild 
things, he understands them and so 
does not fear them. 

KENNETH GI LBERT 

"But," adds Gilbert characteristically, 
"to correct any error o f  judgment on 
my part, there i s  always the old .45 
on my right hip . 
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At fifteen, · Gilbert started westward. 
Some of his time he spent in the Da
kotas, and the old gold · camps of  Mon
tana. Nearly three years claimed him 
in China, Japan, Manchuria, Siberia 
and some of the Pacific islands. Then 
he returned to the Pacific Northwest, 
where he has established himself, con
tent with occasional trips to Alaska and 
more frequent forays into territories 
nearer home. 

Mr. Gilbert feels that the glamour 
of the West is stiii present and there 
are plenty of "great open spaces" where 
the old romance is still rampant. In 
a little shack which he has built in 
the Olympic foothills he often retires. 

Here his only" neighbors are bear, deer, : 
cougar, wild cats and the great silence 

,of  the wilderness. It makes the shiv: : 
ers run down our hack to hear him 
tell about how he likes to prowl through 
the woods on a moonlight night, match
ing wits in craft and silence with the 
wild things. '*' 

Successful writers always tell of the 
things they know most about. They 
steep their very souls in the subject ' 
matter they are handling. . This is the 
reason that their work bears the ring 
of truth. Because Kenneth Gilbert has 
lived and still lives the life he w rites 
about, he is successful ; he knows , 
whereof he speaks. 

THE WEST 
And What Do YOU Know About It r 

Here is a chance to test, and, at the same time, increase your knowledge of the 
West. Take these questions now, one at a time, and write your answers down during 
the coming �eek. In the next issue, right here, at the bottom of the last page of the 
Round-up, you'll find all of the questions in this week's issue correctly answered. 
Compare your am•wers with the· right ones and mark yourself accordingly. If you 
have read your WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE with care during the past years, you 
should have little trouble in getting mighty good marks on these qu.estlons, for nearly 
all of them are based on information given in articles and stories that have been 
printed in WESTERN STORY MAGAZINE. 

Then get your best-thinking Stetson on, your pencil out, and go to it. 
More questions n.ext week. 

1 .  What are the stirrup leathers to a cowboy's saddle ? . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

2. What part of the saddle is a seven-letter word beginning and ending with 

"s ?" . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 3. To what use are they put ? . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

4. What parts of a saddle are also parts o f  an automobile ?  . . .  ' . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 
5. Describe them . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 6. The rigging of a saddle is 
what ? .  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • 7. What are the broad under-leathers which go·: . t '  
next to  the  horse called ?. . . . . . . . . . • . • • . • . . . • . . . . . 8 .  What is a cinch or: •. 
cincha ? .  . . . . . . . . . . •. . . . . . . . • 9. Its purpose is . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . .  

1 0. A rubber cinch is . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . • .  
,; 

Answers to last week's questions: 1 .  A tree. 2. A frame of wood covered� . 
with rawhide. 3. Horn, 4. The high pommel o f  a saddle, formerly of wood,

·
. 

now of steel, covered with rawhide. 5. Fork. 6. The curved portion or under-
'
: , 

side of · the fork. 7. Cantle. 8. The leather side extensions o f  the seat. 9. SkirtS \ ·  
the uppermost broad leathers j oining behind the cantle. 1 0. Skirts. 



ConcludJul J:y 
Helen Rive_rs 

Miss Helen Rivers, wbo conducts this department, will see to it that you will be 
,tble to make friends with other re.11ders, though thousands of miles may separate you. 
It must be un4erstood that Miss Rivers will undertake to �xclJange letters only be· 
tween men and men, boys and boys,' women and women, girls and girls. Letters 
will be forwarded direct when correspondents so wish; otherwise they will be an• 
swered here. Be sure to inclose forwarding postage when sending letters through The 
Hollow Tree. 

MERRY Christmas ! Heap the 
yule logs on the hearth, folks ; 
it's Christmastide I And since 

Christmas comes but once a year, let it 
come with more good cheer than ever 
before. Now, good cheer, folks, is ev
erything that serves to gladden us. 
Santa brings tinseled gifts to glaAden 
the hearts of the little folks. Grown-ups 
glad�en each other's lives through an 
exchange of good wishes. The old 
Rolla js brimming with yuletide mes
sages from one Gangster to another. 
Listen, folks, while we read some o f  
them out. This may be for you. 

DEAR Miss RIVERs AND GANG : A Merry 
Christmas from a cow-puncher !  'I've been a 
top hand on my father's fifty-four-thousand
acre ranch at Paso Robles, California, for 
eight years. We run close to three thousand 
head of shorthorn stock, and consequently we 
run a crew of six to fifteen cow waddies, ac
cording to the season. I take pride in saying 
that I believe that our ranch, the Este1la; is 
one o f  the finest in the State of California. 
Now this is the season for letter writing, 
folks, and I'll be glad to hear from you-all. 
Is there anything in _particular that you'd like 
to know about ranch life ? You'll sure get an 
answer pronto ! DEWAYNE HILLMAN. 
· Estella Ranch, Paso Robles, California. 

Homesteader. 

DEAR GANGSTERS : 'I'd like to born in long 
enough to wish you a Merry Christmas. This 
greeting comes from :a homesteader in Cane 
Beds, Arizona, and there's nothing I'd like so 
much as a few sincere Pen Pals to help me to 
while away the leisure hours. If there's any 
advice that a homesteader can give you, don't 
hesitate to ask, folks. 

G. BRUCE McDANIEL. 
Cane Beds, Arizona. 

More advice to the workers. 

DEAR Miss RIVERS : Now, I'm not out 
to knock the State of Oregon, for it is a 
beautiful section of the country to live in, 
but I want to warn the working class of 
folks that they can't live on scenery. · I've 
lived in Oregon for seventeen years ; most 
of the time in the ,Williamette Valley. I've 
also lived down on the lower Columbia River, 
and in the logging camps at Bend. I've also 
1ived in Wall a Walia, Washington, and want 
to say that eastern Oregon is practically the 
same as eastern· Washington. I know the 
problems of the working class from the coast 
clear through to the eastern State line. And 

· lf'm right here to say that those who have a 
home and a good position had better stay with 
both. 

I'll gladly give information to any one 
who'll accompany their letter with a self
addressed return envelope. 

MERTIE B. CooK. 
912 Fourth and Center Street, Newberg, 

Oregon. 
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Rancher. 

DEAR Miss RIVERS AND GANG : Merry 
Christmas I It will surely be a merry one for 
me if I can find a pard who will take over 
my ranch and run it for me. 

This ranch, known as Ghost Ranch, is be
tween Banff and Calgary, in western Alberta, 
Canada, and is on an elevation above the 
Bow and the Ghost Rivers. It consists of 
two hundred acres, and is but twenty miles 
from the Rockies. 

In 1923, the government built the Banff
Windermere-Calgary trail, which runs right 
through my ranch. We have now turned the 
place into a dude ranch, and as I am a World 
War veteran and unable to run the ranch 
myself, I want to find a pard or a man and 
wife who would be able to take charge of 
things for me. They must know about dairy
ing, trapping, raising chickens, and be familiar 
with the care of horses, pack outfits, et cetera. 
To the right pard I'll put the undertaking on a 
good paying basis. ROGER MoRTIMER. 

Care of The Tree. 

In the forest service. 

DEAR Miss RIVERS : I'm in the Kootenai 
National Forest, and am a forest service look
out. 'I'm twenty miles out in the sticks, by 
trail. Any of you hombres want to relieve 
the monotony of this lookout life by dropping 
me a few letters ? Thanks, buddies. 

RAY MESSMAN. 
Libby, Montana. 

Rambler. 

DEAR MISS RIVERS AND GANG : Merry 
Christmas I Is there any one who would like 
to know something about the Jackson's 
Hole country in Wyoming? There are prob- . 
ably a dozen ranches in Jackson's Hole, and 
the Lazy S. S. is one that I worked for some 
time back. There are only two ways of get
ting into Jackson's Hole. One way is through 
the Teton Mountain Pass, from Victor, Idaho, 
and is thirty miles of mountainous trail. 
The other entrance is through the Hobart 
Canyon, and is ninety miles from the North
ern Pacific Railroad. Of course, the Jackson 
Hole country can be entered through the 
hills but that is a very dangerous under
taki�g, because of the landslides in those 
parts. . . 

I aim to return to that country some hme. 
In the meantime, is there any one who wants 
to hear more about it? RAMBLER. 

Care of The Tree. 

"I should like to live in a Western 
town," says L. L. I. ,  care of The Tree, 
"but if I depended upon myself to lo
cate, I 'd probably land in the middle of  
a desert." This young miss appeals to  
the Gangsters to  offer suggestions to  
her about where to  locate. She is sel f
supporting .and must be located some
where that clerical work is to be found. 
She al�o plays the pipe organ, and can 
teach music. Letter Pals will be cor
dially welcomed by this Sister Gang
ster. 

Don't let the New Year find you 
without a friendship badge, folks. Re
solve to order one now if you haven't 
one already. 

Twenty-five cents in coin or stamps, 
sent to The Hollow Tree Department, 
Western Story Magazine, 79 Seventh 
Avenue, New York City, will bring you 
either the pin style or the button for 
the coat lapel. In ordering, be sure to 
state which you wish. 

Mrs. Beatrice Smith, of Manchester 
Depot, Vermont, has three small boys, 
the oldest aged seven, and she would 
like to find a place to work where she 
can have her children with her. Is 
there a Gangster who can help this  
mother ?  

McLennan County 'Gangsters, please 
come forward. 

DEAR Miss RIVERS : First of all, a Merry 
Christmas I And next, is there any one living 
in McLennan County, Texas, who will write 
to a lonesome buddy ? I'm hoping to hear 
from my ol' stamping ground. 

SAMUEL C. BEERMAN. 
1321 North Tenth Street, Philadelphia, 

Pennsylvania. 

"I live in Rayne, the rice city o£ 
America, down in the good old •Missis
sippi Valley," says Sidney L. Ross, Jr. 
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Address this Gangster's letters to 
Rayne, Louisiana. 

"I live in one of the loveliest parts 
of Ontario, t�e garden of Canada," 
says Golden, care of The Tree. This 
Gangster is eighteen and is planning to 
visit the West next summer. Any sug
gestions as t� t.he best trips to take will 
be much appreciated. She will also ex
change snaps with the girls who have 
them to offer. 

Foot-loose Gangster. 

DEAR Miss RIVERs : I'd like to hear from 
hombres in Oregon and Washington, or from 
fellows who've traveled or worked their way 

· across the country. I'm a foot-loose hombre 
of twenty-nine and have traveled about a bit 
and worked at almost everything. I must say } like the outdoor occupations best. I've 
been through a dozen States, but have yet to 
find one that surpasses my own State of 
Maine for beauty and variety. Come on with 
your descriptions, W estemers I 

R. G. OsiER. 
493 Hudson Street, New York City. 

"We would like to hear from any 
oqe who can give us information con
cerning the working conditions and op
portunities in southern Missouri and 
Arkansas," say Mr. and Mrs. R. D. Per
sonette, 815 West Washington Street, 
Plymouth, Indiana. They would like 
to locate in a place where · steady em
ployment can be found, and where they 
can afford to own a small piece of 
ground. 

Adventurer. 

DEAR Miss RivERS : I would like very 
much to run across a real, hon.est-to-goodness 
prospector who would like to take a little 
trip into New }.{exico or Arizona, or perhaps 
take a look down across the border. I'm 
thirty, am looking for some good hard work, 
and know .a little about prospecting, as I've 
milled around Joplin, M issouri, and Pitcher, 
Oklahoma, a bit. 

Now, prospectors, if you feel lucky, and 
want to waste a little of your life's time 
picking around, just get in touch with me. 

ADVENTURER. 
Box 635, Anson, Texas. 

Grass Valley, California. 

DEAR Mrss RIVERS : I know you-all will 
be interested in the romantic beginning of this 
town called Grass Valley. 'It was during the 
year of the great gold rush, '49, that my 
great-grandfather led a band of pioneers 
northward from Sacramento. At the place 
now called Grass Valley, my grand father or
dered the party to make camp, and the fol
lowing morning there was a great stir when 
it was discovered that the horses and oxen 
had strayed. A long and tiresome search on 

. foot ensued, and at last when they came upon 
the animals they found them feeding upon 
tall, luscious grass that covered a beautiful 
valley. The pioneers then named the place 
Grass Valley, which has remained its name 
to this day. 

And, now, if there's anything more you'd 
like to know about this lovely little valley, 
I'll be glad to have you make me your pen 
friend. EILEEN HuGHES. 

233 Rhode Island Street, Grass Valley, 
Cali fornia. 

Old-timers,· please write. 

DEAR Mrss RIVERS : I was born in Butte, 
Montana, but when I was three years old my 
folks moved to Snowing, about· sixty miles 
from Lewistown, where I lived until I went 
overseas and got into the World War. As a 
result, I'll never b� able to ride again. 

I'd like to hear from some of the old
timers. · My father lived in the good old days 
of riding herd. FRANK QurNN. 

15� Third Street, S. W., Rochester, Minne
sota. 

Billie Thompson, o f  Warford, West 
Virginia, would like to correspond with 
some hombres west of the Mississippi. 
He is seventeen, a high school student, 
and is interested in all sports, especially 
boxing, footbalt, and track. 

"I live in one of America's largest 
rubber-manufacturing cities, Akron, 
Ohio," says Ray Sherman, 543 Winan's 
Avenue, Akron, Ohio. Miss Ray is 
eighteen, and will tell the Gangsters all 
she knows about Akron, the old Indian 
town that . celebrated its one hundredth 
anniversary two years ago. 
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It is oar aim in this department to be of genuine practical help and service to those 
who wish to make use of it. Don't hesitate to write to as and give us the opportunity 
of assisting you to the best of our ability. 

Address all communications to John North, care of WESTERN STORY MAGA· 
ZINE, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

R'ANCHING has always been one 
of the most popular topics of 
our correspondents. Whenever 

the sons of the West get together, talk 
of cattle and horses is sure to follow. 
I don't know whether Paul K., of Butte, . 
Montana, is an old-timer or a novice 
along this line but he's asking some 
questions that I think will interest a 
lot of you hombres. 

"Can you tell me. Mr. North, where 
the most ranching is carried on up in 
British Columbia ? I'm interested in 
this industry and would like all the facts 
I can collect about it. Can stock re
main out all winter up there ? What kincl 
of cattle are found on the ranges ? 
What about government grazing leases ? 
And also what does government land 
cost in that region ?" 

Cattle and horses are ranged on the 
elevated bunch-grass areas on the North 
and South Thompson, Nicola, Cariboo, 
Lillooet, Chilcoten, Windermere. and 
Boundary districts. Paul K. would 
also find areas sui table for stock-rais-

ing along the line o f  the Grand Trunk 
Railway, especially in the Francois 
Lake region, and to the north in the 
Parsnip River and Peace River dis
tricts. Stock may remain out all winter 
without shelter in the south, but winter 
feeding with hay for some months is 
a necessity in the case of  cattle all over 
the province. Horses are mostly small, 
but are being improved to meet the in
creased demand for heavier farming 
stock Many well-bred Hereford and 
shorthorn cattle are on the ran.ges. 
Government grazing leases can be ob
tained at from three to five cents per 
acre. Government land in the north 
and central range districts costs five to 
ten dollars per acre. 

If Paul makes a trip up that way to 
look the situatior1 over he'll find that 
many of the ranchers go in for sheep 
in flocks ranging from five hundred to 
two thousand ; and apart from the 
coyote nuisance these animals do very 
well. There's always been something 
mighty peaceful and pleasant to us in 
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the sight of a flock of sheep a-grazing 
on a hillside. I reckon it hits - a lot of 
chaps the same way. At any · rate 
Ike W., · of Boston Massachusetts, 
shares our feeling, but like a good Yank 
this New Englander is also giving a 
thought or so to the money-making side 
of the business. 

"What _part of the Northwest is best 
suited to sheep-raising, Mr. North ?" 
queries Ike. "The Willamette Valley of 
Oregon has been strongly recommended 
to me. What about this section ? Are 
feed and land expensive ? How is the 
winter climate out there ? Are there 
many blizzards ? What brands would 
you r�mend ? Also I'd like to know 
i f  there would be mu<:h loss from sheep
killing dogS? Is there a near-by mar
ket ? Does sheep-raising in Oregon pay 
well ?" 

According to M. M., an old-timer in 
Oregon, wool can be produced at less 
cost in the Willamette Valley of Ore
gon than in any State east of the 
Rockies. This is due to three facts. 
In the WiUamette Valley sheep require 
less feeding than in States with a colder 
climate ; land can be had for one half 
the price of grazing land in the central 
States ; and there is much less disease. 
They require almost no dry feed as 
there is but little snow and that gen
erally melts in a few days. It is in 
fact the mild winter climate of the 
Wiltamette Valley that produces these 
most favorable conditions for the sheep 
iQdustry. There are no blizzards or 
severe storms to drive them to cover. 
They can be pastured on winter-sown 
grain or turned in on orchards after 
the fruit is harvested. 

Many men who are in the sheep 
business claim that there is nothing that 
will pay a farmer greater dividends and 
require less work than a flock of sheep. 
Shropshires, Oxfords, and Ramp
shires are preferred. We are glad to 
report that there is no loss to any ex
tent from sheep-killing dogs. They 

have a dog tax out in Oregon, and 
whtm sheep are killed by dogs they 
are paid for out of this fund. Yes, 
Ike, there is a near-by market, for 
Portland is the greatest wool eenter in 
the United States, with the exception 
of Boston. . 

Sheep-raising in the Willamette Val
ley is not an experiment, but is one of 
the oldest and best established indus
tries in that part of the West. We 
don't know whether Sam K., of Chey
enne, Wyoming, is in this business or 
not, but he evidently follows some line 
that keeps him out of doors in a cold 
climate. 

"I suffered some last winter from 
snow blindness, Mr. North," writes he, 
"and am wondering if you have any 
remedy to offer for this trouble ?'' 

We know snow blindness can be pre
vented by wearing amber glasses, which 
are said to be the best, or by cutting 
down the amount of light that reaches 
the eyes by using smoked glasses. ,When 
glasses are not available black net may 
be used. And if a hombre has nothing 
else .handy charcoal rubbed around the 
eyes and the sides of the nose will de
crease the glare from the soow. _ 

Speaking of weather, ·Bert A., of  
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, is  looking for 
a place where it is always warm. "I 
have bad a nervous breakdown," he 
writes, "and have been unfit for any
thing much for a year. The doctors 
advise me to get out into the open cli
mate that is mild the year round and 
where there is plenty of sunshine. I 
can't do any hard work but I'd like to 
do something to  help myself along as 
my funds are limited. Somebody sug
gested Tucson, Arizona, to me. Is 
this a good place for a sort of invalid 
to go in the hope of recovering his 
health ? How are living conditions 
there ? What are the industries ? Is 
it easy to get employment ?" 

From all that we have heard, this 
Arizona city is hard to beat. It is 
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blessed, you know, by what's called the 
"sunshine-climate," and the warmth, 
clear skies, and bracing air are said to 
work wonders for sick people. Tucson 
is surrounded by lofty mountains and 
rests upon a half-mile-high plateau 
covered with grass, shrubs, cacti,  palo 
verde, and mesquite trees. 

In this city of Tucson, the days are 
literally filled with sunshine from 
October to May. There is no fog and 
very little wind. Every outdoor recrea- · 
tion is at your command there, from 
horseback riding to big game hunting. 
Living conditions are favorable and a 
modest income is said to be sufficient 
in this climate. 

Tucson's industries are somewhat 

limited. It is, of course, the center 
of production for the mining and cattle
raising industries in this part of Ari
zona. There are a few small factories, 
also. It is not always an easy matter 
for the newcomer to obtain employ
ment, and it is well to be in a position 
to finance onesel f over a period of 
several months. 

And, now, before we sig_n off we 
want to state that we've had so many 
inquiries lately from campers for 
simple recipes for field cooking that 
we've become quite a chef. We are 
now prepared to tell you hombres the 
best way to prepare anything from 
"beans in the hole" to rabbit pie. Send 
your inquiries along 

ONE OP THE MORE DIFFICULT MOUNTAINS 

T HE main six-day trail ride in the Canadian Rockies from Banff to Mount 
Assinibeine has recently been completed by a group f rom the· United. States 

and Canada under the direction of Colonel Philip Moore. This annual ride to the 
so-called Matterhorn of the Canadian Rockies serves to recall the story of other 
a.ttempts to scale this most difficult twelve-thousand-foot peak. The peak is 
named for the Assiniboine Indians, who inhabited the region. The word really 
means "stone boiler," referring to the tribe's practice of cooking their meat by 
means o f  dropping hot stones into the water containing it. 

Assiniboine was first visited by a white man in 1 893, when R. L. Barrett, 
with the famous Tom Wilson as guide, made the ascent. There was a period 
after that, however, when would-be climbers came to camp around the base 
o f  the peak and issued the decision that the peak could not be climbed. This 
ultimatum did not deter others from making the attempt-with the result that 
various parties narrowly escaped death in snowstorms that came up unexpectedly 
while the attempt was being made. 

In 1901 , however, an Englishman, with some valiant companions, managed 
to reach the top in six hours and twenty minutes. Mount Assiniboine has since 
been visited by many people, and is now an objective for camping parties. The 
ascents attempted and accomplished, though, are few and far between. Some
times they are successfully undertaken with the aid of a Swiss guide ; but storms 
persist around Assiniboine, and the way will always remain difficult. 














