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-The Sweetening of Ezra Sankie's Pot
One Cani't 'Divide Humanity lIno Bad Breeds and Good

By ARTHUR STRINGER

CHEYENNE MAcCALLUM, the "bad man"
of Jackpine Creek, bad invaded 'Teet
Bruie's smoke-hung bar-room in quest of
an old cigar box. Hle carried with him,

in the crook of bis great arm, a young pup that
shivered and whimpered against bis moose-bide
jacket. Wben its whimpering, every now and then,
would rise and break into an open and mournful cry
of pain, Cheyenne would blaspheme solemniy and
movingiy, and reiterate still again just wbat be
wauld give ta get bis hands on tbe unsanctified son
of misery wbo would break a young dog's leg that
a-way.

As Cheyenne was known to be the freest-handed
blackieg wcst of the Dirt His bis challenge was
accepted in silence, and tbe quiet care and solicitude
with which he improvised a pair of splints, and
bound up tbe wounded fore-leg, was watcbed with
somcthing that might be said toi approach awe.

"Who'd ever tbink," said Black SaunaIo, as tbe
door cioscd once more on the giant in moose-hide
and bis whimpering charge, "' Cheyenne MacCal-
Ium a-goin' round wct-nursin' a six-week-old-she-
mangrel tbat a-way!"'

Timber-Line Ike, drying bis beaded mocassins
in the box-stove glaw, lookcd at Black Sauna!l with
heavy disdain.

"Wbat -1 ailus -toid you short-hurus," he said,
siawly, leaning back and linkihig bis stubby rcd
fingers over bis gorilla-like cbest. "Thcre's one
fact I ailus laid out, and I allow I allus will. And
tbat fact is, thcrc's no good wastin' time tryin' to
divide this here corral o' bumanity into the breed
that's good and the brccd that's bad. For some-
where you'Il allus find enough gaad in the meanest
speerited cuss tbat ever stole a blanket from a sick
squaw, or mebbe cnougb bad in the neatcst-prayin'
sky-pilot that ever tbought he was a-rapin' down
the flesh and the dcvii and Jackpine Crcek alto-
gether, to show you that you're calculatin' on some-
tbing that's about as uncertain as a Chinook wind."

"Wbich ail is, mebbe, goin' ta give the Aimighty
an uncommon shock, wben it cames ta a show-down
for the gaod points concealin' themselves in a few
citizens along this here crik-bed," commentcd Black

SaunaIo with placid disgust.
Timber-Line Ike twiddled bis short red thumbs,

ruminativeiy.
"Mebbe so; mebbc so!" be acquiesced, in bis slow

and delibenate wisdom. "But such bein' the AI-
migbty's lime o' snufflin', mcbbc He'hl git as much
good out o' the black cards as tbe others, a-fore the
end of the game. I've scen good men go bad, and
now and agin I've scen bad men bein' good. Which
same reminds me some forcible of a lesson wbat
came home ta me, 'bout the time I was cuttin' my
eye-tceth, saine as you, Sauriol 1"

And this it was that pnampted Timber-Line Ike
to tell what he kncw of Ezra Sankie and bis pot.

"These here proceedlin's took place some time after
aur aid friend, Montana Bill, institooted thcm sun-
parlons and mud-batbs o' his up on Cane Peak-
Bill called it a sannytarium. And I alw, after
bittin' on them medicinal springs, and gittin' that
sunny littie shelf a' rock six thousand f cet up, for
lungens, and rapin' in a mild and trustin' tenderfoot
for the cast a' puttin' up that palatial heaîth.-joint,
I allow that Bill ougbt ta have lived a fat and easy
gain' life. But this sannytarium business is a. hcap
more complicated than steer-berdin'. Leastaways,
Bih! saw that, when lie gat that health-joint gain'
full swing and let bis eye dwell on the specimens

"That third patient o' Montana BilI's came along
kind o' unexpected and sudden. He was a Eastern
tenderfoot answerin' to the name a' Judge Wimbie,
and I allow be was the fattest tbing aur friend Bill
ever squaw-cinched on to Cone Peak. Hc carried
about three hundred o' beef aparejoed inside bis
saddle-girtbs, and Bili's side partner beaded him off
from Banff witb a mitful of Saskatoon taik about
those Cane Peak mud baths. This bere Ju 'dge Wim-
ble, havin' soaked in about forty yeans o' extra high
livin', was carryin' round with him a genteel corn-
bination o' king's-evil and gout. And an off days,
wben bis leg was bad, he could hand out about as
high-spicced and well-bnowned a line o' profanity
as you even tried to strike a match on!1 Not that
this here aid judge's cussin' was mean and vindic-
tive--not forý a minit. There was soînetbing round
and mealy and ripe about that aid. man's swearin'.
Cusses just seemed ta, fa!! out o' Wim, Jike big
ripe apples out of a aid apple tree. And seeîn' be
was weightcd down with'ready dust, payin' bis four
bits twice a day for these here mud-batbs o' Biil's,
he was given ahi the rape he wanted, keepin'
Creepin' Koiker and Tunc-Up Tidmansb some bus>'
squarin' up their three-handed cut-throat account
ever>' nigbt, with Bill sittin' up meek and patient
ta put out the ligbts.

"But that Cane Peak poker outfit neyer gat into
fair and open sailîn' until Bill's next patient ambles
along, in the shape of a Soutbern spart by the name
o' Captain jade. Thishere Captain jade had seen
about as much high-livin' as aId Judge Wimble, I
ailow, but it took the captain different. With bim
it was a higb-gradc Iode a' rheumatism, with out-
crappin's a' treemers. Hc'd been shootin' mauntain
sheep back in the bis, and landed on Bill's healtb-
joint witb an extra equipinent o' lumbago, through
sicepin' in jackpine wind-breaks witbout iickcrin'
up sufficient. Hc was lean and wiry and fine-
wninkled about the corners a' the eyes and mouth,
and as bald as a hard-head. When be tald a yarn
be ailus laid back and cackîed like a hen wbo'd just
droppcd a egg., But wben it came ta a show-down
in the line o' cussin' he ran this here Judge Wimble
a uncomman close second. Oniy the captain's cus-
sin' was diff'rent: saur and sharp and cuttin' as
aikali topped off witb a flavorin' o' blue-stane.

"But Montana Bill wasn't damn' an>' kickin' those
days. Hc just laid Iow and watcbed bis wad gettin'
fatter and fatter, givin' the beat corner o' bis sun-
pariar aver ta these here unregenerate aid growlers,
a-watchin' tbe four of 'cm make for that poker
table flrst thing ever>' mornin', and waitin' for the
last band ta be dealt round at nigbt, before puttin'
out the Iights. Whcn the>' cussed aver the grub,
Bill swaiiowed it mcek. Whcn the>' smaked in bcd
and burnt haies in the sheets, Bill let it pass. When
the aId judgc, bein' uncomnion heavy, broke anather
chair, Bill just chalkcd it down agin bis account
and said nothin'. Bill was migbty glad these here
four patients o' bis were provin' so congeniai, and
gittin' so much fun out a' theit poker, scein' there
was nothin' ta do at Cane Peak but sit and look at
sevcn miles a' rock and jackpine, or walk round
and bet an the weatber.

"THENBi1's sieprnrsent in word hewas

"'And which also means,' says Tune-Up Tid-
marsh, 'that I ventilates with thirty-eight caliber
orifices the cuss who opens fire on me about this
here soul o' mine!'

"But when this here broken-down sky-pilot turns
up at Cone Peak Bill lays off sittin' up nights appre-
hendin' that talk menace. For Bill and his four
growiers- sees first cut o' the cards, that for a man
whose trade had been the scientific teachin' of the
art o' public discourse this here Professor Ezra
Sankie was about as quiet and silenit and ail-round
retirin' a cuss as ever wore shoe leather. There
was six foot two o' him, but he was rolled out so
uncommon thin that you could a-knotted him up
into a hoss-hair cinch. He was kind o' pale and
sallow and hungry-appearin' in the face, mighty
solemn and sad-lookin', 1 allow. He had a queerish
pale and plaintive eye, too, and a protroodin'
Adam's-apple that worked up and down, some
visible, when be was devourin' his grub. Wbich
same always gave the four growlers the Jim-Jams,
every Mca! time. But he was about~ as ahl-round'
unoffendin' a sky-pilotas ever put on a collar back-
wards,,and as -that poker gang sized him up, in his
long and shiny black coat, faded out into akind o'
gentie green, with the cloth gone off the buttons
and the metai worn bright round the edges, why,
1 allow they were unanimous in decidin' they'd
allow no special dust bein' kicked up about their
sportin' proclivities.

" FATps rr. the first day this here sky-pilot
bullyin' him round, stickin' out for their rights.

"'This here crow-bait angel-buster,' says Tune-
Up, the first mornin', as he shuffies* the deck and
deals round some astentatiaus, 'remiînds me of a
snake-fence decked with moss!'

"',Kind o' reniinds me of a lost hound, wanderin'
round that-a-way!l' says Captain jade.

"'Reminds me of a codfish!l' says Judge Wimbie,
cussin' round good and audible, just so 's ta estab-
lish a workin' precedent.

Then they goes on with their game, 'speciai noisy
and pr'fane, slingin' out their chips, and'rakin' in
their dougb, with the sky-piiat a-settin' in one
corner o' the sun-parlor as quiet and unoffendin'
as a lost cat havin' his spelîs a' bad coughin' now
and then, and takin', bis temper'ture about every
haîf hour.

"'Twasn't until well on in the afternoon that the
old jud4ge did any 'verbal quirtin' about this. But
bein' peevish through losin' bis pile ta Tune-Up,
on a jack-pot that was runnin' greenbacks over the
table-edges, he lets out some suddcn.

"'I wish you wouldn't smokc that darned ther-
momn'ter round here ahl day in my face!' lie yeiis
out, with a bang on the table.

" Which same makes the sky-piiot j4mp a' good
six inches up in the air. Then he flushes up, kind
o' red and hot, and apologizes meek and, gentie,
layin'. out that he'd try not to offend 'em ini the
future.

"Fact is, this here sky-pilot's affendin' took an
altagether different and unlooked for trait. Wbich
same was due to bis prayin' aioud, whcn he turns
in. And seeiW~ as Montana Bil! hadn't expended
any unnecessary labour and wealth in puttin' up
that health-j oint o' bis, just kind o' biockin' off the
bedroomns with quarter-inch green pine, ailowin'
plenty for ventilation, these here four aid gamblers
are some electrified that night by bearin' a long
and cloquent prayer gain' up to the Almîghty for
their unregenerate souls. And mebbe it didn't leave
those sulphur-catin' side-winders kind a' weak and
gaspin', lyin' ther 'e hearin' theirselves described to
the Aimighty so plain and explicit and unvarnished.
Which same brings 'cm down ta the next day's
game kind o' quiet and constrained, nat sayin' any-
tbing about this here prayin' they'd been overbearin',
quite accidentai.

"But they'd taken their stand, and they stuck to
it. They aiiowed no interferin' with their gamin'
and thcy kept on tyin' their aIl-round cussedness
with a lariat a' well-braided swearin'- Whieh saqnie


