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“away for dear

“#] don’t give a continental hang
of-course-but it’s_a_shame all
thessame. Now, don’t you dare an-
swer back, Scot. You know as well
as 1 do what a perfect duﬁer of a;
father 1've got. What ?' And the
figure #tting on the corral-fence bent
forward slightly “1 ought to be
pmm! of him? Proud just because
he happens to be Senator Tom Crit-
tenden 2. Well, 1 guess not. What's
the good of being a senator when he
only comes back home once a year,
and then give a continental
hang-rap about any of us, the ranch,
or the cattle, or you or me either?”

“You said that before.”” Seet Crit-
tenden’s - brown eyes were full of
taughing, good-natured tolerance as
he looked from under the brim of his

don't

gray felt hat up at the girl-on the
fence

“Said what ?

“Continental hang rap.”

“Well, T don't care if T did. That
isn’t the point all. The point is

that here are both of, us, you're go-
ing on twenty-seven and I'm "most
seventéen, and we're both right smart
children, Peckham used
to tell us belore off on the

as old Uncle

he went

range and got himself too near a
steer and had to die And here we
are, buried alive up here in Big
Horn Valley, on an old joke of a
ranch thal's going to everlasting
smash under your hands—now do
keep still, Scot, and let me talk.
And our own dear blessed man-par-
ent is planted down there in Wash-
ington, clear up to his eyebrows in
miserable old politics He's for-
gotten the whole thing, you and me
and the ranch. He doesn't write to
us - once -in a dog's age, except to
send money Much good money is—
plain, every-day money—when you're
just 'most dying to see your father,
and get acquainted with him, and
love him to death

Silence for half a minute Seot
patted the sleek, russet-colored flank
of the yearling beside him, a shy,

wild young thing that had been gored
in a gerd fight up on the butte, and
brought down to be tended and kept
quiet for a \ulu’h-

*Ain't crying}” are you Tom ?” lLe
asked finally

*‘No, siree. - I'm not a bit teary —
only cross. Oh, Scot, honest and
true, can't you see how it is? Can't
you see what I'm aiming at? It's
over eight vears since he first start-

ed in,
tive, then senator
left you and Uncle
age the ranch, and mumsie
leave me, so she stayed,
then, say, Scot,””

latugh rang out clearly
sleepy air
back, showing

nrst sherifi then representa-
He went off and
Peckham to man-
wouldn't
And
Tom's happy
on the still,
head thrown
the round, -tanned
throat,—‘“‘do remember how he
came back the first year, silk hat,
and a badge and a cane. and good-
ness knows what all ? Seemed so
fupny to see him up there on the
platiorm in Cheyenne, dresspd to kilt
and full of big flary words, talking
life to the same boys
who. had heard him two years before
in top-boots and and had
seht him on ecast the same. '’
Scot rather! bitter smile
for him
“Guess

too

noon her

you

flannel,
Just
stailed, a

the senator
use for us folks now,"™
all wilk hat and cane
"1 don't Dbelieve it "
was' gone.  Tom's face
with indignant protest
“They couldn't spoil him altogeth-
er,Scol; not a man like dad! Just
think how brave he Was, even be‘!ore
he was sherif, when be ran the
old Bear Trail stage route; and af
tesward, don't You remember that
Bight  wher they got up the big
POSSe and went up the gulch “Tooking
for Bud Davis and the horses? Moth-
€F %aid it was the bullet in his shoul-
def from  Bud's rife that won him
the vote for legislature that year.
AlL e silk hats and canes and
;l:m‘lss‘l: n:h( world couldn’'t make
Fihking bu
e v to:]dn (t qdfd don” 't vou
Scot left sick Yearling and
e ‘ard the fence. There
1 nter loose on the. to!
de Tom. He broke it olp
f chewed it reflectively before an-
» avoiding the direct, anxious
eyes.
_Say. they'Nl . send  him
e said softly.

hasn’t
he said

much
“It's

The laugh
was aglow

tof
Scot

was always soft spoken and gentle. |
Under the direction of his. uncle he |
had run the ranch fairly well, but
now not a day passed but what Tom

lifted up her -voice in lamentation
and . protest again\t the state of
chaos _into which Scot's easy -going

ways‘ had brought mnatters But
then, as she used to say in fine scorn
what on earth could you expect of a
boy who stopped in the middle of a
steer-chase to look at a sunset behind
Big Horn, and drove the herd as if
they were a flock of butterflies? Tom
stared at him now as if she thought
him off in one of his day-dreams
‘‘Send dad to Cheyenne?”’ she re-
peated. ‘'Dad for—for governor ¥’
“That's what
“But why 7"
Secot's face was non-committal
*‘Girls don’t know anything about
that sort of  thing,”' he returned
teasingly, and Tom nushed hotly.
But she was stent  (losve hps- and
deep thought, not guick was
ber law in anger. One

they- say

words,
saved time |

and energy so.. She waited-for him |
‘to go on; but it was not until the|
Iast of the splinter had been chewed

and tossed aside that he spoke:

“They say if there's a new gover-
nor the W. & P Company will get
the reservation slice all right. That's
why the Shoshenes are stirring, you
know."”

Tom's manner was alert and inter-
ested.

“Yes, yes ; of vourse I know,' she
said quickly, eagerly, “‘and 1t'll be

the meanest, lowest piece of business
il they dare to steal that land-"
‘“They don't just call it stealing,'
interrupted Scot, slowly; *‘but, any+-
way, yonder in Sundafice they say if
Tom Crittenden runs for governor it
will mean the railway people are

paying his campaign expenses
Tom ?"’

The girl was silent
narrowed the
straight dark
were closed firmly
enough what Scot
terms the W. & P
ing e'\'ery efiort
and build & branch line the old
stage route from over the
range. That meant the possession of
the southern boundary the
reservation, the land the In-
dians had clung 1o so tenaciously
through many a battle—not a heal-
thy, free-handed battle like the old
border ones, but a silent
struggle, with between the
combatants, batile-field a
bloodless one Washington

The railroad had sought
on the ranchers
advantage
springing
wealth; but, somehow,
failed. Whether it was a vague feel-
ing of loyalty to the iriendly tribe
who had played fair with them year
i, year out, or whether it was sim-
ply a disinclination to biftak frow
the old channels and tradifions, one
could not say, but they {had with-
held their support when the W, & P
slice was made an issue at election.

All this T Had she nod
sat during the long winler evenings,
perched on the beside Scot,
while the cow-boys argued the mat-
ter over and over ? Had she: not
stood up beart and for her oid
friends, and cordially hated the idea
of trains whizzing over the sacred
ground of the range ' Why couldn't
they stay south, with their old rails
and branch roads asd things, and
leave the dear old tgail leading om
through valley and guleh a8 it ak
ways had * And now—

“Scot, it's because they know dad
will win, even -if be stands for a
Mormon settiement Mere in Crook
County ' she exclaimed at last.
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the Indians ? She caught ber
breath quickly as she waited for an
answer.

‘*No. And then, you know, it's alf
his party in  Washisgton now He
copld fix the reservation-cluim, they
“’.i'

““But-of course he won't ' eried
Tdm, her head held high, her homest
eyes full of righteous indignation.
“Seot, he would never do. that 1"

Scot sighed, and pulled“his hat
further over his eyes to shield them
from the noonday sun.
the valley. sloped easily from the
golden-bedded shaliows pi the river
to the low butfe-land ridges, fringed
with pines heér and there, the out-
posts and - m of - the splendid "

! mountain gully !

‘““Won't Governor Bradley go aga‘est’

Before bim |

i

l

{ recovered himsell ahd met her hall % o e
way. |9 PoR ALL POINTS “
“Gentlemen,”’ he said with dig-! » ot Steamr Nmrt
inity, facing bhis colleagues with |
How he loved every glittering, snowy | Tom’s hand on his arm, “‘my daugh- | SBA
crest, every dim ravine and cleft {ter, Miss Tom Crittenden, from | omcas %‘“-l“'ﬂ‘ﬂ‘w

His

hall closed, and his tone speculative
“It would be a mighty nice thing!

for dad to be governor of Wroming; |

ey¥es

,an at once the door swung ndel
'npen the beli-boy was brushed | AI’O-(

lessly to one side by a strong yvoung z
.arm and -.an apparition stood in mw
| piace

{ “It's only me, dad" said lum-.f “d “ ﬂo &‘
| clear voice. “‘Can’t I come in? i a ga “

S!‘Bi tor's

; mcm
abashed at

{ serutiny turned on her

{ to cross the room, but

were | Wyoming—'Tom,
tin Crook County.

Pacific P

The blue peneil dropped fror  the |
fingers, and he stared ut':
he stranger in open-eved astonish-
But Tom was not ant!
the fire masculine
She started
the senator

A——.... FOR A_-—-“’

Lopper ___Rive_r and

at
of

YAKUTAT, onu\ VAwe!.

3> they catl-her+
We will call our
little conferenceé at an end.’ ;
"I'm so sorry o have disturbed ! - g g -

45q the Shoshones could move Tarth= | you &l 860 Tol . in bt broess 1
er on.” {frank way. ‘“‘But whem you've come | 1 :

“They’re always moving on'" {all the way from Sundance to see | Jn“'Sk‘ a“ wmm
burst forth Tom, passionately And your very bwn fafser. whey vou I % o
‘M."‘re all “Khl\ i you jeave them fjusl can't wait a minuie you i A A R nsayeoet s S S A i AR
alone.” { khow 1** | :

“So's a rattlesnake And even the colonel smiled ard|

‘“Well, "they've never hurt us
if it hadn't been
ter in '97, I'd like to
the herds would
Scot, you can talk talk untit}
round-up time, and it won't do a bit|
of good ' 1It's all 3 mixed up
and 1 don’t believe—"

*‘Mighty nice thing to be governor.'

But Tom did wot notice him ALl
at once a new light came in her eves
The compréssionof her lps reiaxed; i

and |

have been?

and

mMess,

and she whistled softly
“I wouldn't bother myv head over |
it,” called Scot, as he turned away |

and walked down
“He won't come

And Tem looked  after ih
silence, then swung herself ”“‘;
ground and started on 8 rep wward
the long, low house east of
ral! " The light
eyes

toward the sheds
back
b

to

‘
the cor- ?
of battle was in her {'

Aw 0w

The doors of Senator
surte were closed There
ble &« hum of voices in
and the senator's
admittance.’

The new JZold  the red
haired one, as they hurried down the
broad ‘corridor with cigars, that
bet there were high woings on
there; and the old-timer, who
seen senators come and go for
eral years, scorned to reply
was” a kid like
Jersey, to know

Crittenden's
wis audi- |
conference, |
“No

orders were

bell-boy

he |
ini
had !
Hey
How |
that, fresh from

what - marvelous |

keen, kindly gray oyes watching the |

“Bradley is down, any event,"’
a stout, military-looking man was
saying who sat next to the senator
“The Routledge Bill killed bim. And
there's not & man they can put up

in

who would stand against you, "'ym
Hexton, the second  vice-premdent
says the road will pay any-
“You're too sure of the ranchers
fallmg in line, and you don't know
how iargei\tv the boys control the
small town sentiment the senator

said quickly, as he flecked a speck of

white cigar-ash fzsm his cleeve
“They need not know of this aflair

It goes no farther than here
Crittended laughed

nel, you are a clever " oM
campaigner, bul you don't know the |
Wypming cow-boy The W. & P
slige is an old story up there, and |
they know that the man whe n’
eltcted for govermor on our tieket |
has been looked after by Hexton. I8
M a tricky thing. Fraokly, § don's)
like to be mixed up in it
It is only a side Bwwe,” protested |
the colonel, ‘“‘dropped in a mouth
Gnee you're elected, and osly allects

Crook Coonty >

“Yes,”' responded the senater,
slowly. “but my home ix in Crook |
Counaty [ don’'t Ht' to go bhack of |
my Own.

“GetMing & trifle sentimental afles |
all these years, ayen’t yéu?™ snoeped |
the ofber. “Cg¥e of distance lending |
enchanbinent Y  You are not the |
same man Who came down berfe eight
years ago, Uritienden Maybe raseh- |
tife woulin't exuctly agree with yu
again )

There was 28 uueasy movement in !
the group aboutl the desk, and soune
glanced at the senator to see whet- |

desk-blotier with s bue pescil, bat
there was & distinctly annoyed and '

“Gentlemen~""

“Please sir.”' It was the new
bellboy’'s head stuck in the docrway.

“Go sway,™ called the cilonsl, fn

never gquailed.
“There's some one wants io see
the senator.” e

for them that v\n\~’u!hom
know \«.".vrefwmm\ent that oclipsed even the W
Oh, ,;.(‘ P

[ Herl " ““You ‘see.” it has been so long, ; A G ;
I did not quite ‘realise - what you | R INFORMATION - APPLY
would look like In fact, | hardlee | ’

tchair,

‘ugh of reliel,
:M back a pile of documents on
ldesk- and seated herselt
i place |

%:md she glanced about the rich apart.
| ment dubicusly

| pressed (he slectric hutton
| beli-boy had appeared,
{had been given,
| old place. The weihklex of perplexity
| had not left his forehead

state wffairs were shaped and had idmm of this tall, stalwart \,'uun;‘)
their sdurce in those suites * {perscn from the far west into his |

The senator was troubled. He sat | Political life was disconverting, ol
beside his broad mahogany cesk, his |5A¥ the least ["dad yel he was ocon- |

faces about him, laughing now and |Kezed up into the sweet, b"ﬂ‘:‘ face |
then at_some political quip or jest, x;‘“u‘ it coat of tan and fushed |
but joining little in the convetsation. [cheeks. She was not stylishly dress |

’Oﬂﬁ of Creok county were not thowe
{daughter should make » diflorent ap
| pearanoe, he mestaily decided | and
[thes he became aware that she was

| talking, and be forgot bher dvess
| ¢ And, anyway, the ranch is

[yeafnid. Amd even Upcle Peckham
ididn't do things the way you uu‘}
begd * Well, they took it off the old

by the un,’:m croek,

Ulesaly - marked a chart

hm dormant and fistless for years

er the shalt of sarcasm bad disturbed | jowg Mossashuarits svonue, bl o8
him. He was idly marking the oad | s of  those glorious, belterckeiter

perplexed look om his face H‘nuy.k“‘ the sweet, pure ais-in ons's bos-
as the silenee grew awkward, be look jo .

the cigar from hix monlh and rm-e
on. Tom, adding teuthiully, ““at least,

a deep, threstening tone, but the boy |

[bowed as  he passed out with
There were some points

the |
of |

isstie for the moment :
The door closed on the last figure,
.Uhi Tom faced the senator joyously.
“You dear !" she excélaimed. “Ten't |
ita surprise? Haven't | grown ?|
| Aren’t you awfully glad to see me?'' |
“Why--why, . certainiy, "’ n-turm-d‘
i the Senator, vaguely, returning m?

i
1
i
i
i
{
i
i
$

Lenves Juneau April 15t and 18t
for Slikm, Yakutat, Nutohek, (
Valdes, Resurrection, Homer, §

He paused, avoiding the direct gare
of her eyes, and sank in his arm- |
while Tom laid aside her !
white sailor-hat anfl  jacket, and | .
made-herselt at home i
“There ! she exclaimed, with af
as she carelessly push
the
their
-

to

iR
“now 1 can talk to you,
Iy=""

There was a moment's hesitation

DR/ AR TSR I Iy

“Only I'm "most starved
ever eat in Washington *"
AL tithen' The senator rose and |
.\m-r:nw
and an ordet
he returned 1o his

Do vou

'he sadden |

scious of & Strong, lovikg pride as he

{ed, he noticed. The fashiunable can-!

‘ol the capital. Sesator Crittendes’s

Just
gng to smash, Sceot's nloe apd
gos, but be dossn't know how W
manage things any more than a two-

Why, you know the old Texas |

to

upper buttes beyond Woif Head Rock,
you kanow, EWURg It ‘way down
right whete
the foods xweep up Brst thing in the
spring. You know, dad, how lhal ey
‘of jand comes -oul-ilils way.’ :
She took the blue pesuil M‘ reck-
out ©% the
Slotter.  The sesator beut lorwasd
{ until his carly rom-gray bair wum)
1hmv.mmuww¢ the |
old Tamiling names, With their bowis
of sasocistions, something wtirred to |
file within Rim—something that had

Tom rattied on, telliag of the dis
uu.-mnm.mm
brought upon the ramch, telling bl
|t cow-boy goesip that lay ot ber |

‘s ond. It semsaed s M -ale
had brought a whill o the moustain
‘broses with ber, and ihe sematoe’s
dwad was  beld  high, sad one Jjook
u”utblmmwr umm
mwmm-hhm
W',Muhmtl
main, cacing for no man's lear o¢
faver, ssking patrossgs of sase.
be in the saddle sgain, sot for & ride

‘whirls i God's free vountry, with}
[ the grandeny of plais and bill around
"Mwb"]lm m

nearly why. It's time you caie back
o u,’u. You've had lots of fun.

hosts - on tln distant mountain-sides.




