
XEUTRIA
ordeal and that Chajjijo did not mean to be

brutal.

Wliat times we had that summer and au-

tumn! It A\as a year of frequent rains, and
horses and eattle were sleek and fat and rol-

lieking. Chappo and I would go out from
camp twice each week and prowl the mountains

the livelong day. Perhaps a long-eared calf

would be roused U])—he is one that has escaped

branding—and my master would settle him-

self and take down his ro})e even as I flas^ied

in pursuit, over roeks and brusli, down canons'

sides, u]) cliffs, shooting through defiles. It

is something to be a momitain horse, though it

is I who say it; nn other horse in the world

could have carried Cliappo at full speed where

1 carried him after mavericks. And he never

faltered.

"Wherever you put your doggone feet is

good cnougli for me, \eutria," he said once, at

the bottom of a perilous descent.

Chap])o was an excelknt cowhand, more
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