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e held a council of war. The end
o'?,it was that we drove our stock into
th_((*.t;own next day, thirty miles, and
sold it. It didn’t make us rich, but at
least we got the price of the hides.
Then three of us went to work in the
coal-shippings, and Jim Clayton went
back to stay with the women. Hehad
smashed his shoulder that summerand
was of no mortal use with shovel and
pick. We were to keep them in sup-
plies, and it looked as if, after all,
things might have been worse.

And they got worse before 2 great
while. The coal compuny petered out
just as the real cold weather set in.
%Ve took back a big load of coal; it was
the only pay we ever got for our last
fortnight’s work, and we called an-
other council.

Along in November late—about the
time when they were keeping Thanks-
giving on the side where they know
what Than ksgiving means—we started
out on 2 buffalo hunt. There was en-
ough to cat, such as it was, for a
month in the cabins, and fuel enough
to keep them warm; and by that time
we thought work might begin again.
Anyway, we'd have our meas for the
rest of the winter.

‘Well, it's no use to go over that. It
wasn’t a pleasure trip. We weren't
out for the fun of killing. We camped
out at night and rode and shot and
dressed game by day, and did not
starve nor quite freeze to death; and
we got back again onto the plains
along in December.

I wanted to push through and get
home, but the horses were played out;
and all the next day, after we struck
the level we just crawled along. We
had not heard a word since we started,
and I was pretty anxious—Afolly was
not well when I left her; but there was
no choice about it. I had to go; tae
women were with her, and there was
a doctor in the town, and Clayton had
a.goot borse, and we had to do about
that as we had done about everything
else—take our chances.

Ishan’t forget that day. Along in
the middle of the morning 2 norther
began to blow. Itdid not snow, al-
though the sky thickened up with
gray, woolly-looking clouds, low down
ana _torealemng. Xou never Ielt S
norther? A wind that goes through
your-bones, that clautches your heart
and stops your brain, that breaks you
up, body and sonl. You don't know
anything about cold till_you've felt

one. I tanere 18 such a thing €3 a
frozen hell that’s where these winds
come from. It isn’t pure cold, it's
ghast cold, and allthe infernal regions
Iet loose, yelling and thundering up.im
the awful emptiness over your head
and around vou. .
Love the prairies? Well, you ca.t.
love them a good deal better on paper.
than anywhere else. But there's.a.
fascination about them, somchow. It’s.
like the sea. A man that's got his.
living on them for ten years is fit for.
nothing else in. God’s world. Hs.
can't get away. He's spoiled for,
everything else under heaven. He's
got to bave the sky and achance to:
breathe. It's about all there is to,gefa.
better than he can have anywhere
clse; but it's a sure fact that sa much:
he's got to have, whatever else gets
left. It's like a poem, maybe—*I
ain’t much on rhyme” myself—driving.
across them iIn warm weathers,
horses fresh and well fed, with a big.
tent and spring cots for camping ang
a supply wagon with everything you
can think of but ice, and maybe that;.
all the world a-ripple with summer;
green; thesouth wind surging like &.
warm ocean, and the sky blue and.
"soft and arching away up to the.
great wide throne. That’s one thing.
To go trailing along, horses dead.
beat and half-starved, pulling a big
wagon through sloughs up to the axles.
or over frozen rutsthat wring every:
bolt in the concern and every bone in.
your body; with mile after mile of dead,
grass stretching out to the edge of the
world; with buzzards swinging up out.
of nowhere, more like something in-,
fernal than any decentlive thing; with.
coyotes yelping and crying all night—
that's another thing, and kind that-
doesn’t get talked about much. Per:
haps youremember that item in last
winter’s newspapers, 2 half:dozen
lines or so—two families frozen in a
Texas norther, horse, dogs, and all,
just as they stood. .-
That night we went into. camp ign..
miles from home. There was a raving
and plenty of brush, gnd the.harses,
were ready todropin their tracks;,
and that last ten miles was.one of the,:
things that couldn’t be dome.  So.we,.
got our. fires made and our horses. fed
and sheltered as well as we could, apdy
gu&sqme heart, into ourselves ith:.
uffalo, steak and hot, coffee; and the,
rest of them pagked themselvesinto#hs,.

wagon. Some one had to stand guard




