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FOREWORD

Tor the accuracy of certain parts of this story

which deal most intimately with the business of mak-
ing motion pictures, I am indebted to Buck Connor,

whose name is a sufficient guarantee that all technical

points are correct. His criticism, advice and other

assistance have been invaluable, and I take this op-

portunity of expressing my appreciation and thanks

for the help he has given me.

B. M. BowEB.
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The Phantom Herd
CHAPTER 0>7E

TUB india:ns must go

T UCK Lindsay had convoved his thirty-five actor-

J—i Indians to their reservation at Pine Kidge, and
had turned them over to the agent in good condition

and a fine humor and nice new hair hatbands and
other fixings

; while their pockets were heavy with dol-

lars that you may be sure would m t be spent very
wisely. He had shaken hands with the braves, and
had promised to let them know when there was an-
other job in sight, and to speak a good word for them
to other motion-picture companies who might want to
hire real Indians. He had smiled at the fat old
squaws who had waddled docilely in and out of the
scenes and teetered tirelessly round and round in
their queer native dances in the hot sun at his behest,

when Luck wanted several rehearsals ^* "atmos-
phere" scenes before turning the ca ;.. ,u them.
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They hated to go back to the tame life of the reiier-

vation and to stringing beads and sewing buckskin

with sinew, and to gossiping amt themselves of

things their heavy-lidded Hack eyes had looked upon
with such seeming apathy. They had given Luck an
elaborately beaded buckskin vest that would photo-

graph beautifully, and three pairs of houvy, beaded

moccasins which he most solemnly assured them he

would wear in his next picture. The smoke-smell of

their tepee fires and perfumes still clung heavily to

the Indian-tanned buckskin, so that Luck carried

away with him an aroma indescribable and unmis-

takable to any one who has ever smelled it.

Jmt when he was leaving, a shy, big-eyed girl of

ten liad slid out from the shelter of her motner's

poppy-patterned skirl had proffered three strings of

beads, and had fled. Luck had sm. ^ his smile

again— a smile of white, even teeth aad so much
good will that you immediately felt that he was your
friend— and called her back to him. Luck was
chief; and his commands were to be obeyed, instantly

and implicitly; that much he had i..ipressea deeply

upon the least of these. While the squaws grinned

and murmured Indian words to one auotber, tae bijr-

eyed girl returned reluctantly; and Luck, dropping a
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hand to his coat pocket while he smiled reassurance
emptied that pocket of gum for her. His smile had
lingered after he turned away; for like flies to an
open syrup can the papooses had gathered around
the girl.

Well, that job was done, and dono well. Every
one was satisfied save Luck himself. He «wung up
to the back of the Indian pony that would carry him
through the Bad Lands to the railroad, and turned
for a last look. The bucks stood hip-shot and with
their arms folded, watching him gravely. The
Bquaws pushed straggling locks from their eyes that
they might watch him also. The papooses were
chewing gum and staring at him noleianly. T'd
Mrs Ghost-Dog, she of the ponderous form ai.d plaid
blanket that Luck had used with such good effect in
the foreground of his atmosphere scenes, lifted up
her voice suddenly, and wailed after him in high-
keyed lament that nhe would .ee his face no more ; and
Luck felt a sudden contraction of the throat while he
waved his hand to them and rode away.

Well, now he must go on to the next job, which he
hoped would be more pleasant than this one had been.
Luck hated to give up those Indians. He liked them,
and they liked him,- though that was not the point.
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He had done good work with them. When he

directed the scenes, those Indians did just what he
wanted, and just the way he wanted it done; Luck
was too old a director not to know the full value of

such workers.

But the Acme Film Company, caught with the

rest of the world in the pressure of hard times,

wanted to economize. The manager had pointed out

to Luck, during the course of an evening's discussion,

that these Indians were luxuries in the making of

pictures, and must be taken off the payroll for the

good of the dividends. The manager had contended

that white men and women, properly made up, could

play the part of Indians where Indians were needed

;

whereas Indians could never be made to play the

part of white men and women. Therefore, since

white men and women were absolutely necessary,

why keep a bunch of Indians around eating up
profits? The manager had sense on his side, of

course. Other companies were making Indian pic-

tures occasionally with not a real Indian within miles

of the camera, but Luck Lindsay groaned inwardly,

and cursed the necessity of economizing. For Luck
had one idol, and that idol was realism. When the

scenario called for twenty or thirty Indians, Luck

W>-: S^W mn



THE INDIANS MUST GO 5

wanted JnJuww,— real, smoke-tanned, blanketed
bucks and squaws and papooses; not made-up whites
who looked like animated signs for cigar stores and
acted like,— well, never mind what Luck said they
acted like.

" I can take the Injuns back," he conceded, « and
worry along somehow without them. But if you
want me to put on any more Western stuff, you'U
have to let me weed out some of these Main Street
cowboys that Clements wished on to me, and go out
in the sage-brush and round up some that ain't aU
hair hatbands and high-heeled boots and bluff. IVe
got to have some whites to fill the foreground, if I
give up the Injuns; or else I quit Western stuff alto-
gether. IVe been stalling along and keeping the
best of the bucks in the foreground, and letting these
said riders lope in and out of scenes and pile off and
go to shooting soon as the camera picks them up, but
with the Injuns gone, the whites won't get by.

"Maybe you have noticed that when there was
any real riding, I've had the Injuns do it. And do
you think I've been driving that stagecoach heU-bent
from here to beyond because I'd no other way to kill
tmie? Wasn't another darned man in the outfit I'd
trust, that's why. If I take the Indians back, I've

%^
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got to have some real boys." Luck's voice was

plaintive, and a little bit desperate.

"Well, dammit, have your real boys! I never

said you shouldn't. Weed out the company to suit

yourself. You'll have to take the Injuns back ;
no-

body else can handle the ."^ouch-me-not devils. You

can lay off the company ?f you want to, and while

you're up there pick up a bunch of cowboys to suit

you. You're making good. Luck ; don't take it that

I'm criticizing anything you've done or the way you

did it. You've been turning out the best Western

stuff that goes on the screen; anybody knows that

That isn't the point. We just simply can't afford to

keep those Indians any longer without retrenching

on something else that's a lot more vital. You know

what they cost as well as I do
;
you know what pres-

ent conditions are. Figure it out for yourself."

" I don't have to," Luck retorted in a worried tone.

" I know what we're up against. I know we ought

to give them up— but I sure hate to do it I Lor-<Zee,

but I can do things with that bunch! Kemember

Bed Brother ? " Luck was off on his hobby, the mak-

ing of Indian pictures. "Remember the panoram

effect I got on that massacre of the wagon train?

Eemember the council-of-war scene, and the close-up
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of Young-Dog-Howls-At-The-Moon making his plea
for the lives of the prisoners? And the war dance
with radium flares in the camp fires to give the light-
effect ? That fihn's in big demand yet, they tell me.
I'll never be able to put over stuff like that with made-
up actors, Martinson. You know I can't."

"I don't know; you're only just beginning to hit
your gait, Luck," the manager soothed. " You have
turned out some big stuff,- some awful big stuff-
but at that you're just beginning to find yourself!
Now, listen. You can have your ' real boys ' vou're
always crying for. I can see what you mean"when
you pan these fellows you call Main Street cowboys
What you better do is this: Close down the
company for two weeks, say. Keep on the one. .-ou
want, and let the rest out. And take these Injuns
home, and then get out after your riders. Numbers
and salaries we'll leave to you. Go as far as you
like; it's a cinch you'll get what you want if you're
allowed to go after it."

So here was Luck, arriving in due time at the rail-
road. He said good-by to Young-Dog-Howls-At-The-
Moon who had ridden with him, and whose kingly
bearing and clean-cut features and impressive pan-
tomime made him a popular screen-Indian, and sat
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down upon a baggage truck to smoke a cigarette while

he waited for the westbound train. Young-Dog-

Howla-At-The-Moon he watched meditatively until

that young man had bobbed out of sight over a low

hill, the pony Luck had ridden trailing after at the

end of the lead-rope. Luck's face was sober, his eyes

tired and unsmiling. He had done that much of his

task : he had returned the Indians, and automatically

wiped a very large item of expense from the accounts

of the Acme Film Company. He did not like to

dwell, however, on the cost to his own pride in his

work.

The next job, now that he was actually face to face

with it, looked not so simpla He was in a country

where, a few years before, his quest for " real boys
"

— as he affectionately termed the type nearest his

heart— would have been easy enough. But before

the marching ranks of fence posts and barbed wire,

the real boys had scattered. A more or less benef-

icent government had not gathered them together,

and held them apart from the changing conditions,

as it had done with the Indians. The real boys had

either left the country, or had sold their riding out-

fits and gone into business in the little towns scattered

hereabouts, or else they had taken to farming the land

Wm
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where the big herds had grazed while the real boys
loafed on guard.

Luck admitted to himself that in the past two
years, even, conditions had changed amazingly.
Land was fenced that had been free. Even the reser-
vation was changed a littla He threw away that
cigarette and lighted another, and turned aggrievedly
upon a dried little man who came up with the open
expectation of using the truck upon which Luck was
Bitting uncomfortably. There was the sqrint of
long looking against sun and wind at a far skyline
in the dried little man's face. There was a certain
bow in his legs, and there were various other signs
which Luck read instinctively as he got up. He
smiled his smile, and the dried little man grinned
back companionably.

" Say, old-timer, what's gone with aU the cattle
and all the punchers ? " Luck demanded with a mild
querulousness.

The dried little man straightened from the truck
handles and r^arded Luck strangely.

" My gorry, son, plumb hazed offn this section
«ie earth, I reckon. Farmers and punchers, they
don't mix no better'n sheep and cattle. Why, I
mind the time when "
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The train was late, anyway, and the dried little

man sat down on the truck, and fumbled his ciga-^^tte

book, and began to talk. Luck sat down beside him
and listened, leaning forward with his elbows on his

knees and a cold cigarette in his fingers It was not

of this part of the country that the dried little man
talked, but of Montana, over there to the west. Of
northern Montana in the days when it was cowman's

paradise; the days when round-up wagons started

out with the grass greening the hilltops, and swung
from the Rockies to the Bear Paws and beyond in the

wide arc that would cover their range; of the days

of the Cro^s L and the Rocking R and the Lazy Eight,

— every one of them brand names to glisten the eyes

of old-time Montanans.

" Where would you go to find them boys now ?

"

the dried little man questioned mournfully. " The
Rocking R's gone into sheep, and the old boys have

all left. The Cross L moved up into Canada, Lord
knows how they're making out; I don't. Only out-

fit in northern Montana T know that has hung to-

gether at all is the Flying U. Old man Whitmore,

he's hangin' on by his eyewinkers to what little range

he can, and is going in for thoroughbreds. Most of

his boys is with him yet, they tell me—

"
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"What they doing? Still riding?" Luck let out

flare of hope had come into his eyes.

"Eiding-yes, what little th^reie to do. Ranch-
ing a httle too, and kicking about changed times
»ame as I'm doing. Last time I saw that outfit they'

chuckled .< That was in Great Falls, some time
back. They was all in a contest, and pulling down
the money, too. I was talking to old man Whitmore
all one evening. He was telling me—

"

From away out yonder behind a hill came the
throaty call of the coming train. The dried littlemm jumped up, mumbled that it did beat all how
tune went when yuh got to talking over old days,»d hustled two tnmks out of the baggage room.
Luck got his grip out of the oiBce, settled himself

due that he had fallen upon by chance, but Luck was
no. one to wait until he was slapped in the face with
a fact. He had intended swinging back through
An«,na, where in certain parts cattle still were wild
enough to bunch up at sight of a man afoot His
questioning of the dried little man had not been born



12 THE PHANTOM HERD
of anj oonorete purpose, but of the range inan*t

plaint in the abstract Still—
" Say, brother, what'a the Flying U*8 home town t

"

he called after the dried little man with his amiable.

Southern drawl.

"Huh? Dry Lake. Yuh taking this train
?

"

"So long— taking it for a ways, yes." Luck

hurried down to where a kinky-haired porter stood

apathetically beside the steps of his coach. Dry

Lake? He had never heard of the place, but he

could find out from the railroad map or the con-

ductor. He swung his grip into the waiting hand

of the porter and went up the steps hurriedly. He
meant to find out where Dry Lake was, and whether

this train would take him there.



CHAPTER TWO
M .WHBEB THE CATTLE EOAMED m THOUSASDS,

A-MANY A HEED AND BEAND . . ."

— Old Range Bong.

TF you are at all curious over the name to whichX Luck Lindsay answered unhesitdtingly,— his
very acceptance of it proving his willingness to be so
identified,— I can easily explain. Some nicknames
have their origin in mystery ; there was no mystery at
all surrounding the name men had bestowed upon
Lucas Justin Lindsay. In the first place, his legal
cognomen being a mere pandering to the vanity of
two grandfathers who had no love for each other
and so must both be mollified, never had appealed to
Luck or to any of his friends. Luck would have
been grateful for any nickname that would have
wiped Lucas Justin from the minds of men. But
the real reason was a quirk in Luck's philosophy of
lifa Anything that he greatly desired to see accom-
plished, he professed to leave to chance. He would
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smile his smile, aud lift his shoulders in the Spanish

way he had learned in Mexico and the Philippines,

and say: "That's as luck will have it. Quien
sabe f " Then he would straightway go about bring-

ing the thing to pass bv his own doggtd efforts. Men
fell into the habit of calling him Luck and they for-

got that he had any other name; so there you have it,

straight and easily understandable.

As luck would have it, then,— and no pun in-

tended, please,— he found himself en route to Dry
Lake without any trouble at all ; a mere matter of one

change of trains and very close connections, the con-

ductor toll him. So Luck went out and found a
chair on the observation platform, and gave himself

up to his cigar and to contemplation of the country

they were gliding through. What he would find at

Dry Lake to make the stop worth his while did not

worry him; he left that to the future and to the god

Chance whom he professed to serve. He was doing

his part; he was going there to find out what the

place held for him. If it held nothing but a half

dozen ex-cow-punchers hopelessly tamed and turned

farmers, why, there would probably be a train to

carry him further in his quest. He would drop

down into Wyoming and Arizona and New Mexico,
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— just keep going till he did find the men ho wanted.
That waa Luck's way.

The shadows grew long and spread over the land
until the whole vast country lay darkling. under the
coming night. Luck went in and ate his dinner, and
came back again to smoke and stare and dream.
There was a moon now that silvered the slopes and
set wide expanses shimmering.

Luck, always more or less a dreamer, began to
people the plain with the things that had been but
were no more: with buffalo and with Indians who
camped on the trail of the big herds. He saw their
villages, the tepees smoke-grimed and painted with
symbols, some of them, huddled upon a knoll out
there near the timber line. He heard the tom-tom3
and he saw the rhythmic leaping and treading, the
posing and gesturing of the braves who danced in the
firelight the tribal Buffalo Dance.

After that he saw the coming of the cattle, driven
up from the south by wind-browned, saddle-weary
cowboys who sang endless chanteys to pass the time
as '.hey rode with their herds up the long trail. He
saw the cattle humped and drifting before the windm the first blizzards of winter, while gray wolves
slunk watchfully here and there, their shaggy- coats

W\^
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rniBed bj the biting wind. He mw them when eamt
the Chinook, a howling, warm wind from out the

•outhweat, cutting tho snowbanks as with a knife that

turned to water what it touched, and laying bare the

brown grass beneath. lie saw the riders go out with

the wagons to gather the lank-bodied, big-kneed calves

and set upon them the searing mark of their owner's

iron.

Urged by the spell of the dried little man's plain-

tive monologue, the old range lived again for Luck,

out there under the mc .in, while the train carried him
on and on through the night

What a picture it all would make— the story of

those old days as they had been lived by men now
growing old and bent. With all the cheap, ata^j'

melodrama thrown to one side to make room for the

march of that bigger drama, an epic of the range land

that would be at once history, poetry, realism I

Luck's cigar went out while he sat there and
wove scene after scene of that story which should

breathe of the real range land as it once had been.

It could be done— that pictura Months it would
take in the making, for it would swing through sum-
mer and fall and winter and spring. With the trail-

herd going north that picture should open— the
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tr«il-herd toiling over big, unpeopled plain., with the
riden slouched in their wddles, hat brima pulled
low over eyes that ached with the glare of the sun
•nd the sweep of wind, their throats parched in the
dust cloud flung upward from the marching, cloven
hoofs. Months it would take in the making,— but
sitting there with the green tail-lights switching
through cuts and around low hills and out over the
level, Luck visioned it all, scene by scene. Visioned
the herd huddled together in the night while the
heavemi were split with lightning, and the rain came
down in white-lighted streamers of watei. Visioned
the cattle humped in the snow, tails to the biting
wind, and the riders plodding with muffled heads
bent to the drive of the blizzard, the fine mow pack-
ing fuU the wrinkles in their sourdough coats.

^

It could be done. He, Luck Lindsay, could do it

;

in his heart he knew that he could. In his heart he
felt that all of these months -yes, and years -of
pictur^making had been but a preparation for this
great picture of the range. All these one-reel pioneer
pictures had been merely the feeble efforts of an
apprentice learning to handle the tools of his craft,
the mental gropings of his mind while waiting for
this, his big idea. His work with the Indians was

n:]
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the mere testing and trying of certain photographic
effects, certain camera limitations. H§ felt like an
athlete taught and trained and tempered and just
stepping out now for the big physical achievement of
his life.

He grew chilled as the night advanced, but he did
not know that he was cold. He was wondering, as a
man always wonders in the face of an intellectual

birth, why this picture had not come to him before;
why he had gone on through these months and years of
turning out reel upon reel of Western pictures, with
never once a glimmering of this great epic of the
range land; why he had clung to his Indians and his
one-ree.i Indian pictures with now and then a three-
reel feature to give him the elation of having achieved
something; why he had left them feeling depressedly
that his best work was in the past ; why he had looked
upon real range-men as a substitute only for those

lean-bodied bucks and those fat, stupid-eyed squaws
and dirty papooses.

With the spell of his vision deep upon his soul,

Luck sat humiliated before his blindness. The pic-

ture he saw as he stared out across the moonlit plain
was so clean-cut, so vivid, that he marvelled because
he had never seen it until this night. Perhaps, if
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tie dried little ma„ .„; ,:ot taik:.<) of the old ran-e-
over the platform .v,. fha dried little man?Why ]„at as he stood he was a type! He was theOld Man who owned this herd that should trail north
and on through scene after scene of the picture! Xamake-up needed there to stamp the sense of reality
upon the screen. Luck looked with the eye of his
.mapnahon and saw the dried little man climbing,
w.th a stiffness that could not hide his accustomed
ness, mto the saddle. He saw him ride out with hismen, scattering his riders for the round-up; the oldcowman making shaq«r the contrast of the younger
men, tong Melibly upon the consciousness of th^sewho watehed that this same dried little man had
grown old in the saddle; filing indelibly the fact
hat not ..a day did the free ranging of cattle grow

to be one of the nation's great industries.
Of a sudden Luck got up and stood swaying easily

to the motion of the ear whUe he took a long, last
look at the moon-bathed plain where had been bomi- great, beautiful picture. He stretched his arm,
a. does one who has slept heavily, and went inside
and down to the b^miing of the narrow aisle where
were kept telegraph forms in their wooden-barred
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niches in the wall. He went into the smoking com-

partment and wrote, with a sureness that knew no

crossed-out words, a night letter to the dried little

man who had sat on tho baggage truck and talked of

the range. And this is what went speeding back

presently to tho dried little man who slept in a cabin

near the track and dreamed, perhaps, of following the

big herds

;

Baggage man,
Sioux, N. D.

Report at once to me at Dry Lake. Can offer
you good position Acme Film Company, good salary
working in big Western picture. Small part, some
riding among real boys wlio know range life. Want
you bad as type of cowman owning cattle in picture.
Salary and expenses begin when you show up. For
references see Indian Agent.

LuoK Lindsay,
Dry Lake, Mont.

If you count, you will see that he ran eight words

over the limit of the flat rate on night letters, but he

would have ovei^run the limit by eighty words just

as quickly if he had wanted to say so much. That

was Luck's way. Be it a telegram, instructions to

his company, or a quarrel with some one who crossed

him, Luck said what he wanted to say— and paid

the price without blinking.
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I don't know what the dried little man thought

when the operator handed him that message the next
morning; but I can tell you in a few words what he
did: He arrived in Dry Lake just t^.. trains be^
hind Luck.

Luck did not sleep that night. He lay in his be.th
with the shade pushed up as high as it would go, and
stared out at the tamed plain, and perfected the de-
tails of his Big Picture. Into the spell of the range
he wove a story of human love and human hate and
danger and trouble. So it must be, to carry his
message to the world who would look and marvel at
what he would show them in the drama of silence.
Hehadnotnamec.i -'ctureyet. The name would
come m its own g. . ..^e, just as the picture had
come when the time for its making was ripe
The next day he did not talk with the men whose

elbows he touched in the passing intimacy of travel •

though Luck was a companionable soul who was
much given to talking and to seeing his listeners grow
to an audience,- an appreciative audience that
laughed much while they listened and frowned upon
interruption. Instead, he sat silent in his seat, since
on this train there was no observation car, and he
-tared out of the window without seeing much of
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what passed before his eyes, and made notes now and
then, and covered all the margins of his time-table

with figures that had to do with film. Once, I know,
he blackened his two front teeth vith pencil tappings

while he visualized a stampede and the probable

amount of footage it would require, and debated

whether it should be " shot " with two cameras or

three to get sceues from different angles. A stampede
it shouLl be,— a real stampede of fear-frenzied range
cattle in the mad flight of terror; not a bunch of
galloping tame cows urged to foreground by shouting
and rock-throwing from beyond the side lines of the
scene. It would be hard to get, and it could not be
rehearsed before the camera was turned on it. Luck
decided that it should be shot from three angles, at

least, and if he could manage it he would have a
" panoram " of the wl -.le thing from a height.

The porter came apologetically with his big whisk
broom and told Luck that they would all presently be
gazing at Dry Lake, or words which carried that

meaning. So Luck permitted himself to be whisked
from a half dollar while his thoughts were " in the
field " with his camera men and company, shooting a

real stampede from various angles and trying to

manage so that the dust should not obscure the scene.
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After a rain -of course! Just after a soi^King
ram, he thought, while he gathered up his time-table
and a magazine that held his precious figures, and
followed the porter out to the vestibule while the
train slowed.

It was in this mood that Luck descended to the
Dry Lake depot platform and looked about him. He
had ro high expectation of finding here what he
sought He was simply making sure, before he left
the country behind him, that he had not "

overlooked
any bets." His mind was open to conviction even
while it was prepared against disappointment; there-
fore his eyes were as clear of any prejudice as they
were of any glamour. He saw things as they were.
On the side track, then, stood a string of cars

loaded with wool, as his nose told him promptly.
Farms there were none, but that was because the soil
was yellow and pebbly and barren where it showed in
great bald spots here and there; you would not ex-
pect to raise cabbages where a prairie dog had to
forage far for a living. Behind the depot, the
prame humped a huge, broad shoulder of bluff
wrinkled along the forward slope of it like the folds
of a full fashioned skirt. There, too, the soil was
bare,- clipped to the very grass roots by hundreds



24 THE PHANTOM HERD
upon hundreds of hungry sheep whose wool, very

likely, was crowding those cars upon the siding.

Luck wasted neither glances nor thought upon the

scene. Dry Lake was like many, many other out-

worn " cow towns " through which he had passed

;

changed without being bettered; all of the old life

taken out of it in the process of its taming.

He threw his grip into the waiting, three-seated

spiing wagon that served as a hotel bus, climbed

briskly after it, and glanced ahead to where he saw
the age-blackened boards of the stockyards. Cattle

— and then came the sheep. So runs the epitaph of

the range, and it was written plainly across Dry Lake
and its surroundings.

They went up a dusty trail and past the yawning
wings of the stockyards where a bunch of sheep

blatted now in the thirst of mid-afternoon. They
stopped before the hotel where, in the old days, many
a town-hungry puncher had set his horse upon its

haunches that he might dismount in a style to match
his eagerness. Luck climbed out and stood for a

minute looking up and down the sandy street that

slept in the sun and dreamed, it may be, of rich, un-

forgotten moments when the cow-punchers had come
in ofF the range and stirred the sluggish town to a
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full, brief life with their rollicking. Aoroes the
street was Rusty Brown's place, with its narrow
porch deserted of loafers and its windows blinking

at the street with a blankness that belied the things

they had looked upon in bygone times.

A less experienced man than Luck would have been
convinced by now that here was no place to go seek-

ing " real boys." But Luck had been a range man
himself before he took to making motion pictures;

he knew range towns as he knew men,— which was
very well indeed. He looked, as he stood there, not
disgusted but mildly speculative. Two horses were
tied to the hitching rail before Rusty Brown's place.

These horses bore saddles and bridles, and, if you
know the earmarks, you can learn a good deal about
a rider just by looliing at his outfit. Neither sad-
dle was new, but both gave evidence of a master's

pride in his gear. They were well-preserved saddles.

They had the conservative swell of fork that told

Luck ahnost to a year how old they were. One, he
judged, was of California make, or at least came
from the extreme southwest of the cattle country. It

had a good deal of silver on it, and the tapideros were
ahnost Mexican in their elaborateness. The bridle

on that horse matched the saddle, and the headstall

-fi'. i
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at the bottom, and somewhat battered gray hat and
gray chambray shirt, might have been almost any
type of outdoor man. Certain it is that few stran-
gers would have guessed that he was one of the best
riders in that part of the State;

Luck bought a couple of good cigars, threw away
his cigarette and lighted one, set the knuckles of his
left hand upon his hip, and sauntered over to the
pool table where the two ^en he wanted to meet were
languidly playing out their third string. He
watched them for a few minutes, smiled sympa-
thetically when Andy Green made a scratch and
swore over it, and backed out of the way of the Na-
tive Son, who spraw' d himself over the table comer
and did not seem to know or to care how far the end
of his cue reached behind him.

Luck did not say a word to either; but Andy, not-
ing the smile of sympathy, gave him a keenly at-
tentive glance as he came up to that end of the table
to empty a comer pocket. He fished out the four
and the nine, juggled them absently in his hand, and
turned and looked at Luck again, straight and close.
J^uck once more smiled his smile.

''M I don't believe you know me, brother," he
said, answering Andy's unspoken thought. "I'd

;l

i 1
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luTo Men me in a picture •omewhere."
" By giMiou., m you the little fellow that drove

« "tage coach and lix honee down off a grade—

"

" That', my number, old-timer." Luck', «nile
widened to a grin. That had been a hair^lifting

"7 •-d Andy G«en w„ not the fim atranger to
wallc up and aak him if be had driven that stage
co^b and a„ hor.e, down off a moun.ain grade in!oa w.de gulch to .v., d being he-d up and the regula-

ap«t.cular thmg Luck had ever done. « Go, down

.b^. 'and then when I'd pa,«d camera a;d wa.
out. the acene, by thunder, I tangled up with a deep
^uck-hole U.at waa grown over with weed., and like
to have broken my fool neck. HoWa that for luck ? '-

He took the ciga. from hi. lip. and «niled again

P^umb ^Jed one perfectly gcKxl Concord coach,and wou^d have been playing leading corp« at a fu-

2 ; ^T."^ " ' '•*''' '^^^ "»^-« "» tteMat for that drive off the grade. A. it waa, I hung

f"f
'^™ ""* «»«• «iU o»e of the boy, cut me

looM. Where did JOT, Me the picture

=

i9)f
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"Met Up in the Fall.. Saj, I'm glad to meet

you. Luck Lindaay's your name, ain't it? I re-
member you were called that in the picture. Mine's
Green, Andy Green,- when folks don't call me
something worse. And this is Miguel Eapponi, a
whole lot whiter than he sounds. What, for lordy
Bake, you wasting time on this little old hasbeen burg
for? Take it from me, there ain't anything left
here but dents in the road and a brimstone smell.We re all plumb haltei-broke and so tame we—

»

"You look all right to me, brother," Luck told himm that convincing tone he had.

'^ell, same to you," Andy retorted with a frank
heartiness he was not in the habit of bestowing upon
strangers. « I feel as if Fd worked with you. Pink
was with me when we saw that picture, and we both
Mered ' Go to it I

' right out loud, when you gath-
ered up the ribbons and yanked off the brake and
went off hell-popping and smiling back over your
shoulder at us. It was your size and that smUe of
yours that made me remember you. You looked
like a kid when you mounted to the boot; and you
drove down off smiling, and you had one helanaU of a
tnp, and you drove off tbat grade looking like you
was trying to commit suicide and was smiling still

i
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whey-ou pulled up at the post^ffiee. By gracious,

Luck gave a little chuckle deep in his throat. - I
did all that smiling the day before 1 drove off the
Krade, ho confessed, looking from one to the other.
I don t guess I'd have smiled quite so sweet, maybe,

»f Id waited." '^
'

'' Is that the way yoti make moving picrures, hind-
side-foremost

? " Andy, his back to the table, lifted
himse f over the rim to a comfortable seat and began
to make himself a cigarette.

"Yes or both ways from the middle, just as it
happens. Luck was always ready to talk pictures.
In that stage-driver picture I made all the scenes

before I made that drive,- for two reasons. Big-
gest one was that I wanted to be sure of having it all
made, in case sometliing went wrong on that feature
dnve; get me? Other was plain, human bullhead-
cdness. Some of the four-flushers I was cursed withm the company,- because they were cheap and Ihad to balance up what I was paying the Injuns,-
they kept eyeing that bluff where I said I'd come

the coach, and betting I wouldn't, and
^n comers about me just stalling. I fust

let em sweat. I made the start, and I made the fin-

dowTi V

talking
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dering if you meant to stop, or if you just leaned
too^ar out the car window on your way through

For a half minute Luck looked up at him. He
had expected a preparatory wimiing of the confidence
of the men whom he sought He had plamied to lead
up gradually to his mission, in case he found his
men. But in that half minute he threw aside his
plan as a weak, puerile wasting of time, and he an-
swered Andy Green truthfully.

"^0,1 didn't fall off the train," he drawled. «I
just grabbed my grip and beat it when they told me
where I was. Pm out on a stiU hunt for some real
boys. Some that can ride and shoot and that know
cow-science so well they don't have to glad up in
cowboy clothes and tie red bandanna bibs on to make
folks think they're range broka"

" And yet you're wasting time in this tame little
granger wart on the map !

"

^^

"No not wasting time," smiled Luck serenely.A httle old trunk-juggler up ike trail told me about
the ITying U outfit that is still sending their wagons
out when the grass gets green. I stopped off to give
the high-s,gn to the boys, and say howdy, and swap
yams, and maybe haze some of 'em gently into camp.
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Iw^ted to «e if tte nytog u ha, g„t „y „., ^^^

«^^^ '"'** '''^"""y «» tie Native Son.
JMow, what do you know about that, MiR?" he

br^thed aoftly hehind a n,outhf„l of ^n.oke.
Wanting to rope him out a few from the Flying^ y Have you g„t . «., p^

"mongrt that outfit of long-haired hayseeds? "

The Native Son shook his head negligently and
gave Luck a velvet-eyed glance of friendly pity

" If ttere is, he's ranging deep in the breaks and
nej^er shows up at shirping timek" he averred.
I TOnever seen one m,«lf. The/ve got one that-what would you call Big Medieine, if you wanted

to name him quick and easy, Andy f
"

Andy frowned. "What I'd call him had best
not be named in this God-fearing Uttle hamlet," he
".ponded gloomily. "I ^ ^^j ^^^ ^^kun m the day I talked about cow-punche« that's
ever dug sand onta their eyes on traU-herd "
The Native Son, stffl with the velvet-eyed look of

p.^, turned to Luck. "Andy's right," he sighed.
They've got one that takes spells of talking deliri-

ously about when he punched cow, in Coconino
Coun^; but I guess there's nothing to it."

I!

]i
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" You say you was told that the Flying U outfit

lias got some real ones?" Andy eyed Luck curi-
ously and with some of the Native Son's pity.
Just m a general way, what happens to folks that

lie to you deliberate, when you meet 'em again?
I'd like," he added, "to know about how sony to
feel for that baggage humper when you see him-
after meeting the Flying U bunch."
The soul of Luck Lindsay was singing an im-

promptu doxology, but the face of him -so well
was that face trained to do his bidding- became
tinged with disgust and disappointment With two
real boys" he was talking; he knew them by the

unconscious range vernacular and the perfect can-
dor with which they lied to him about themselves.
But not so much as a gleam of the eye betraved to
them that he knew.

" So that's why he went off grimiing so wide," he
mused aloud. " I was sure caught then with my gun
at home on the piano. I might have known better
than to look for the real thing here, though you fel-
lows have a few little marks that haven't worn off
jet."

''Me? Why, I'm a farmer, and I'm married,
and I m m a deuce of a stew because my spuds is dry-
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ing-upon me and no way to get water on 'em without
I carry it to 'em in a jug," disclaimed Andy Green
bastzly. "All I know about punchers I leax-ned
from seeing picture shows when I go to town. Now
Mig, here—" '

" Oh, don't go and reveal all of my gviilty past,'^
protested the Native Son. " Those three day. I
spent at a wild-west carnival show have about
worked outa my system. I'm still trying to wear
out the clothes I won off some of the boys in a crap
game,' he explained to Luck apologetically, "butmy earmarks won't outlast the clothes, believe me "
Luck thoughtfully flicked the ash collar off his

cigar. "It won't be any use then to go out to the
^ijmg TJ, I suppose," he observed tentatively, his
eyes keen for their changing expressions. " I may
as well take the next train out, I reckon, and drift
on down into Arizona and New Mexico. I know
about where some real punchers range -but I
thought there was no harm in looking up the pedi-
gree of this Flying U outfit I'm sure some obliged
to you boys for heading me off." Back of his eyes
there was a laugh, but Andy Green and the Native
Son were looking queerly at each other and did not
see it there.
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Z^Tv'^'lf::""'
He knew that att*iy»g U he would find a remn«,t of the old order
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of thinga. He would find some real boys, if these
two were a fair sample of the bunch. That they lied
to him about themselves and their fellows was but a
sign that they accepted him as one of their breed.
He looked them over with gladdened eyes. He lis-

tened to the unconscious tang of the range that wasm their talk. These two farmers ? He could have
laughed aloud at the idea.

" Well, I might get some atmosphere ideas," he
said at last « If you don't mind having me trail
along—

"

" Glad to have yuhl " came an instant duet.
" And if I can scare up a horse—

"

" Oh, we'U look after that You can come right
on out with us. The boys'U be plumb tickled to
death to meet you."

" Are they aU farmers, same as you— these boys
you mention?" Luck looked up into Andy's eyes
when he asked the question.

Andy grinned. " Farmers, yes— same as us ! "

he said ambiguously and picked up his gloves as he
turned to lead the way out mm

K'



CHAPTER THREE

AND THBT SIGH FOa THE DAYS THAT ABE GONE

TUST when Luck's new acquaintances first for-

t/ got to carry on* their whimsical pretense of
knowing little of rang© matters, neither of them
could have told afterwards. They left town with the
tacit understanding between them that they were
going to have some fun with the Happy Family
and with this likable little man of the movies.
They rode out between long lines of hated barbed
wire stretched taut, and they lied systematically and
consistently to Luck Lindsay about themselves and
their fellows and their particular condition of servi-

tude to fate.

But somewhere along the trail they forgot to carry
on the deception

; and only Luck could have told why
they forgot, and when they forgot, and how it was
that, ten miles or so out from town, the two were tell-

ing how the Flying U had fought to save itself from
extinction; how the "bunch" had

save

schemed and
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worked and had in a measure succeeded in turning

aside the tide of immigration from the Flying U
range. Big issues they talked of as they rode three

abreast through the warm haze of early fall ; and as

they talked, Luck's mind visioned the tale vividly,

and his eyes swept the fence-checkered upland with

a sympathetic understanding.

" Right hero," said Andy at last, when they came
up to a gate set across the trail, " right here is where
we drawed the line— and held it. Now, half of

those shacks you see speckled around are empty.

The rest hold nesters too poor to get outa the coun-

try. One or two, that had a little money, have stuck

and gone into sheep. But from here on to Dry Creek
there's nothing ranging but the Flying U brand.

Not much— compared to what the old rarge used to

be— but still it keeps things going. We throwed a
dam across the coulee, up there next the hills, and
there's some fair hay land we're putting water on.

We have to winter-feed practically everything these

days. The range just nicely keeps the stock from
snow to snow. I've got pitchfork callouses on my
hands I never will outgrow if I was to fall heir to a

billion dollars and never use my hands again for

fifty years except to feed myself. It takes work, be-

vi

I
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liev mel And if there', anything on •irth .
puncher hates worse than work, it's some other kind
of work.

"At the nyi^ u,» he went on. loeking .t 1^^
Vyyoiy. "you'h »» the eff^t of too numy people
moved ,n,o the range countr)r. If there'. a,ythL
rore dut™«ing than a baby left without a mother,
.t« a bnnch of cow-puncher, that', outlived their
range. Ain't that right ?

"

"Sure if. right! " Luck's .ynipathy wa. a^^
lutely ,u,oer* .<How well I kn„„ ft, Barbed
wire «raped me outa the .addle in Wyoming-
barb«l wire and sheep. AU there is left for a fellowX to forget it and .tart a barber rf-,p or a cigar rtand," elae make picture, of the old days, the way I've
"eendomg. You can get a little fun out of making
picture, of what used to be your everyday life. You
ean rtep up on « horse and go whoopin' over the hills
and kmda fo^ it ain't true." A wi,tfulne« wa.m Luck s ton^ " You pick out the big minutes from
the old days- that had a whole lot of dust and sunand Uurst and hunger in between, when all', said-ym pick out the big minutes, and you bring them toWe .gain, «,d «>rt of pud, them up cIo« together
•nd leave out mort of the hanfahip,. That's why*,
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many of the old boys drift into pictures, I reckon.
They try to forget themselves in the big minutes."
The two who rode with him were sUent for a space.

Then the Native Son spoke drily: « About the big-
gest minutes we get now come about meal times."

" Oh, we can get down in the breaks on round-up
time and kinda forget the worid's fenced clear 'way
round it with barb-wire," Andy bettered the state-

ment « But round-up gets shorter eveiy year."
" My next picture," Luck observed artfully and

yet with a genuine desire to unbosom himself a little

to these two who would understand, "my next pic-
ture is going to be different. It's going to have a
crackajack story in it, of course^ but it wiU have
something more than a story. I'm going to start it

off with a trail herd coming up from Texas. You
know— like it was when we were kids. I'm going to
show those cattle trailing along tired— and footsore,

some of them— and a drag strung out behind for a
mile. I'm going to show the punchers tired and hun-
gry, and riding half asleep in the saddle. And with
that for a starter, I'm going to show the real range;
the reoZ range— get that, boys? I'm going to cut
clean away from regulation moving-picture West;
clear out away from posses chasing outlaws aU over a
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«»•«« location, rm gohg ,0 fi„d „„ ^ „j
-.„^;oHnc.n..fi„do«,b,.t„.ae,ltt

7 •" ""*• "« ""^ I'" -ick of piling ,„to . „..

on lor .Hooting wrape. to take r mco in Ib.ow . p|«e where I oouid prodnco a.utf „.„, „;„ia

mp, been replwang them with planlt. By k~-«««% yon don't «» ^, „„„j J^ ^niore, come to thini; of it Tl.. '
^

te^d^onndovert^nl^^"^'^""-'-'-

i«%,
' h« heen mighty little naed in film. |'enotice that ? It's aU ««„^ * , .

"«• Jiver

tie fnll prd^ofZr.T^f'^"^' '"' ''"""^

ud mi- r *^'^ """^ '» ""S world,

rSrp:*rrr ''"- "" ^-^ ^™' -'
.«ta rf one part beantiful maiden in diatresa, threeP«.l-d., and two parte hero. Mi. these ;1^

iSI
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with plenty of swift action and gun-«noke^ and serve
with bandits all dead or handcuffed and beautiful
maiden and hero in lover's embrace on top. That's
.vour film West, boys~ and how well I know it I"
Luck stopped to light a cigarette and to heave a sigh.
" I've been building fihn West to order for four
years now, and more. Only fun I've had, and the
best work I've done, I did with a bunch of Indians
rve just taken back to their reservation. For the
rest, it's mostly bunk."

^^

" Xot that stage-driver picture," Andy dissented.
There wasn't any bunk about that, old-timer.

That was some driving! "

" Some driving, yes. Sure, it was. It was darned
good driving, but the same old story doctored up a lit-
tle. Same old shipment of gold, same old bandits
lying in wait, same old hero doing stunts. I ought
to know," he added with a grin. « I wrote the stoiy
and did the stunts myself."

"Well, they were some stunts!" admired Andy
with unusual sincerity.

Luck waved aside the compliment and went back
to his hobby. - Yes, but the West isn't just a set-
ting for stunts. I've got my story- here," and he
tapped his forehpad, which was broad and full and

i
i " 1
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not .0. hi^ ..i.„ ^i^ to s™ „y euwr. »,„.nd get . brtfr on^ „d I'm g„i„g „ „„,j „,
bunch of r.^ boy. ,h.t en ge, iau, the .tor »„dL
. « well they won't need to do „.. «ting,_t.,.
h.t o« .tj^d . p.„„,^ „„ ,,,„, „„,^ .^ ^^ J^

It* 7.^ *""* ""^ ^"^ • '"-'t of freak.
that th,nl, they-re „.I ride„ if «,ey^ , . ^„^
up-grade without falli^ „ff b.„i„.^
direouon of .ho« .ctorin« h„ been knowing to ^

how r,.« their work i*
*

" They .ay U.6 public demand, a certain grade of

down deep .nn.y heart I believe the public .tand^
for that .tuff becau«, they don't ^ any tetter.Th„ W^eler I've got in miud will^'^ .^

"

n n T^""*"~" ^'" ""-y "O a fiv^acre
tract m Burbank and rai«, .tring bean, for a living."

I™8°«apatchofrtringbeu..,".ighedtheN..

2 Son, " that I've teen .itting up nigtt, wTt^. I

of"i t,^" f "i'
'"' ""^ ""-^ Some kindof Iitae green bug chew, on them «>on a. my back i.tunied. They ought to te ripe by now-Ldtey

are^^tHrough bl<«omi,,. Bon't go iuto b.^!
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Luck looked at him and laughed. The Native

S<«, in black and white Angora chaps and cream-
colored shirt and silverfiligreed hatband as oma-
mental touchen to his attire, did not look like a man
who was greatljr worried over his crop of string beans
while he rode with a negligent graoo away from a
glowing sunset But in theRo days the West is full
of incongruities.

" Oh, shut up about them beana !
" implored Andy

Ormi with a bored air. "It's water they want;
and a touch of the boo now and then. You leave 'em
for a month at a time and then ^o back and wonder
why you can't pick a hatful off 'em. Same as the
wet 01 us have been ranching," he added ruefully,
turning to Luck. « With the beat intentions in the
world, the Lord never meant us fellers for fanners
•nd that's a fact We'll dmp a hoe any time of day
or night to get out riding after stock. Of course, we
didn't take up our claims with the idea of settling
down and riding a hoe handle the rest of our lives.
If we had, I guess maybe we'd have done a little be^
ter at it"

" We did what we started out to do," the Native
Son pointed out lazily. "We saved the range

-

what little there is to save-and we kept a lot of

11
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poor y.^f„>. serving U> death en that land, didn'twe? He ^.Jed riowly. « If j j^jn't gotten «y»d planted tho» I«an,," he added, "I'dt ZhW&e over :t. A giri ga™ n.e a handful of pintotZand asked n.e to plant them-I did hoe thl^;
d^ended tardily .„ Aniy. « I i„«j ^^ ^ davbefore the Fourth. You know I did SaZV
you h«d tho. ,en.„n.co,o:«, ,p„d,t^,^"

*™^

cdtural defic.enc.es, and drifted off into openX

rrr ^'
• '

"""'^ '»"«™ adjustment ofthe.r persona^fes to his ^juirements. They we™

bTluc: "d-^""-,

°'
'"' '-^ -*-ew„rstf:r:^rT

7 ,"°^' """"^ »'o"8side them, was seeing themdouched in their saddles and riding boneZ^^
a shuflling trail-herd huriying toL . t '

place. He was seein. ,7 n ^ ""^""^y ae was seemg them galloping hard on the

Placed rad.um flares lighting the so,ne hrillianSy
Howard then. He was seeing these two ploddtf^^da bent, into the teeth of a hlizzard He'!:^s

2'

" ni have to ride home to the missus now," Andvannounced .he second time hefore Luck heardtm
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" Mig wiU take you on do™ to the home r„ch, and
after supper ru ride over. So long"

trail looted back once to grin and wave hia hand,and touched hi, hor,e with the spura. luck starei
after h.m thoughtfully, but he did not put histho^hta ,nto worda. He had been trained in thehard aohool of picture. He had learned to hold hia
tongue upon certain matters, snch as hia opinion of
a man a personal attributes, or criticism of his an-
pearance, or anything which might be repeated, mltoously or otherwise, to that man. He did not aay
to M.g^el Rapponi, for instance, what he thought ofAndy Green aa a man or a rider. He did not men-- hun at all. He had learned in bitterness how
Idle gossip may eat away the efficiency of a whole
company.

For that reason, and also because his mind wasbusy „th his plans and the best means of carrying
them o„„ ae two rode almost in silence .0 thThill
bat shut the Flying TJ coulee away from the world.
Luck gave a long sigh and muttered " Great ! " when
the whole coulee lay spread before them. Then his
quick glance, took in various details of the ranch and
he sighed again, from a different emotion

III
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"It m«t have been . gre.. place twenty ye.„

ago, -h. .mended hi. &« ^^^^^ ^^Jf^
Wly twenty year, ,^?" The Netire Sen «„hua . quick, h.lf.re«»ntful glwica

"Twenty year, ago there wa»'t «> much b«b-
w.re trumn^/. L„ek explained fron, the viewpoint
of Ae trained producer of Western picture « You
2"^dn't place a camera ^ywhere'now for a loj
hot ac«»s tte coulee without bringing a fence intoae «en^ And the 1^ .tables are too old, and thenew ones too new." He pulled up «,d stared long atae .weep of hilU fc^ond, and the wide ,p«ad of them«.dow «,d ae big field farther up stream, and atthe lazy meandermg of Flyiug p creek with it. wil-low frmge just turning yeUow with the firrt touch ofau^He l^ked at the bu.din^ .p„„,,, ^
"When that log houae wa. headquarter, for the

ranch, and the round-pole corral, were the only

held the saddle horses on cold nighb, and the wagon.WMe out from green gra^ b, .uowfall, and the boys
l..d around all winter, just reportin' regular at grub-
PJe and catching up on sleq> they'd lost in the sum-ner- lorJee, what a place it must have been I

"
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There was something in his tone that brought the

Native Son for an instant face to face with the Fly-
«g U in the old days when aU the range was free.
&0 with faces sober, because the old days were gone^d would never any more return, they rode down
the grade and up to the new stable that was a monu-
ment to the dead past, even though it might also be
a sign-post pointing to present prosperity. And in
this wise came Luck Lindsay to the Flying U and
was made welcome.

'l -i

ill

L«l



CHAPTER TOVR
THE UTTIE BOCTOB PBOTESTS

rpHErittle Doctor steppe.; out .po„ the po«hA w,th the faint tracing of a frown upon W-ojth forehead, and with that alight tighteCg ^ae hp. wh,ch to her fa„.i„ ^, de.er»i„atL
d«appro.aI aometimea, tenae momenta always.

ataM
"
'""f

/" ' '"""'' '""''^ ^"^ «»ward the

2T '
^^ ""•* '"^'' ''°™ *"« -«>» -ized»pon the acant folda of her akirt, and flapped th,»-P«% againat a.e aiWlad anklea tha' were

"
oe^u^Iy good to look upon,- ainco faahion haa"rw
-ade.tqu,tepenniaaible.oIookuponanUea. H^M not rela. with the waiting. Her frown^a tnSe more pronounced.

"Mr. Lindsay ? " with a rising inflection.
tuck turned his h.ad, saw her standing there,

Z^d "'. r"'""'""''« ^-^"'«'^*^'^^w rd h.r w.,h that hriak, purposeful swing to hiswalk that goes wuh an ene,^tic disposition. Thelittle Doctor waited, and watched him, and did no
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relax a muscle from her determined attitude. Poor
httle Luck Lindsay hurried, so as not to keep her
standing there in the wind, and, not knowing just
what was before him, he smiled his smile as he came
up to her.

I should have said, poor Little Doctor. She tried
to keep her frown and the fixed idea that went with
It, but she waa foolish enough to look down into
Luck s face and into his eyes with their sminy friend-
Imess, and at the smile, where the friendliness was
i^peated and emphasized. Before she quite knew
what she was doing, the Little Doctor smiled back.
Mill, she owned a fine quality of firmness.

" Come in here. I want to have it out with you,
and be done," she said, and turned to open the door.

Sounds bad, but I'm yours to commaaid," Luck
retorted cheerfuUy, and went up the steps stiU smil-
I

J.
He liked the Little Doctor. She was his kind

of woman. He felt that she would make a good pal,
and he knew how few women are qualified for open
comradeship. He cast a side glance at the kitchen
window where the Kid stood with a large slice of
bread and chokecherry jam balanced on his palm, and
on his face a look of mental distress bordered with
more jam. Luck nodded and waved his hand, and

P- H
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w»t in wh«, the Littl. Doctor .tood waiting forhun with . certain ominou. quiet in her manner,
luck shook back hi, heavy mane of hair that waag^ymg prematurely, aquared his shoulders, and then
held out h« hand meekly, pahn upward. Boys learn
fwt pose in achool, you know.
"Oh, for pity's sake 1 H you go and make me

tough -and I am mad enough at you, Luck Lindsay,
to- to blister that palm I If you weren't any big!
Ser than Claude, I'd shake you and stand you in .comer on one foot."

"Listen. Shake me, anyway. I believe I'd
imdald.e.t And while I'm standing in the comer-on one foot-you can teU me aU you're mad atme for."

The Little Doctor looked at him, bit her lip, and
then found that her eyes were blnrred so that his face
seemed to waver and grow dim. And Luck Lindsay,
because he saw the tears, laid a hand on her shoulder
and pushed her ever so gently into a chair.

"
^f

^« that's worrying you. If it's anytiiing
that I have done, I'll have one of the boys take me on*
and shoot me; it's what I would deserve. But I cer-
tainly can't think of anything—

»

" Do you know that you have filled little Claude's
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mind up with stories about moving pictures tiU he's
just crazy? He told me just now that he's going
with you when you go back, and act in your company.
And If I won't let him go, he said, he'd run away and
hit a freight-train outa Dry Lake,' and get to Cali-

forma, anyway. And- he'd do it, too I He's pei^
fectly awful when he gete an idea in his head. I
know he's spoiled~ all the boys pet him so-»

"Wait. I^t's get this thing straight Do yon^ for one minute, Mrs. Bennett, that I'd coax the
Kid away? Say, that hurts -to have you beUeve
that of ma'> Thei^ was no smile anywhere on
Lucks face now. His eyes were as pained as his
voice sounded.

Once more the Little Doctor weakened before him.
She bdieved what he said, ti.ough five minutes before^e had believed exactly Uie opposite. In her mind
she had accused him of coaxing the Kid. She had
fully mtended accusing him of it to his face.
" I don't mean coax, perhaps. But—

"

''Listen. If <iie Kid has got that notion, rm
more sorry than you can guess. Of course, I think
pictures and I talk pictures; I admit I make them inmy sleep. And the boys are interested. Those that
are gomg back witii me and those that are not are

tmmii
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Jw.y. .ioki»g „e .t the ™bj«t I «bu, Uu.t I«ok e«y, ho added with a whunaioal lighhabg .f

h™, Mr.. B«mett He', g„, ae rtuff i. him tomake a red nuu, -and I wouldn't oall him ™iled

mu'dh« developed away ahe«J of the calendar; you"e what I me«. r He', nine, he tell, me-"

older tt^ he i.," the Little IX«U,r eorreoted ,uickly.
Wel^ he^a .on,e hoy, And kid. «»,ehow tab,

^•"d; I cou^d «e that But I ^, never
talked to him in the way yon mean."
The little Doctor looked at him and heritated;

help .p«ik,ng her mind. « You murtn't tai» it pe,.«nally .t all,'' .he «id, " if I .«„ y„„ that I am^appomted in the boy,; in Andy and Ho«nary cP«»Uy, beoau«, they „,;*» to appreciate thelttlehome th^ have mad^ and .tay with it One«rtof

andidi thmg.. They haven't really gr„„n up. andth^ never will But I am di«pp.inted, ju^ tte
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"»* th.t they d»„ld w«,. to g. perfo™u^5 «.«nd

a»n»dve. for H.„i,g pie,^ StiU, tht', th«,OTO bu.u.«., of co«»^ if a^ ,„, ^
»o«gh to do it But now little a.„de h.. t.ke^^-er-„d I wid, Mr. tod«y, yo« c«Ud do

2f^ .«•-" She topped, but not be«u«
wh.Uhe«.dw«h»rtiugL»4'.feeliug..

Sh. didnot know that Ae hurt him at aU.
"It .eem, to be won*, in your ertimation, th«.^ the Kid to yellow fever," Luck o.:erved

" WeU, of conrre you can nnderstand that I riiould
not want a boy of mine to -to be aU taken up with^.do. of acting cowboy p.,,. for a n«>ri„g p;^

'^
Still there are some fairly decent people in theb«me„,' I..-k poinuxl out tiU mo« <,„i,tiy, „dgot upon h., feet He had no smUe now for tto Lit-

tie ^.or, though he waa „m g»u, ^ y. ^^^
I eeewha you mean, M„. Bennett I uude«tand

youperfeotiy. I d.dl do what I can .„ ,^i, U,e^*o the Kid-a character and ideal., anTl w«.,
to th«>k yon for coming to me in this matter. Others"« I might have gone agaiuat your wiahes without
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b»w»« th.t I w„ Mug „.-' For „„ b^u- „ar» b. hdd h« gliuioe with «„n,u,i^ «„, ,„^^
«»t of !« e^e.; U,e Little IX«tor did »ot know what

rirr v
^'"' '- *•""« -"""v- he .dd«ir<m h.« no. h.d tto opportunity to m.dem«d, of•~~ But I .gr« „iu, y^ ^,, ^, ^,^

.._^t horn,, and I .hall certainly have a talk with

u.lTZL'" *! ''"'' '"" •^ '«**«P' "and

Z^.^^5°^^""'
''^•^ " '"' '^'^ • f'i-* "milea^ behajd it a good deal that puzded the LittleW Do^ w.„7 one minute," he .aid, d»p.

Md b«o»UI,g .g.i„ tt, i„,^,y ^^^^ ^^ ^^
«y. I heapMba- I've certainly corrupted themor^and amhition. of .on.e of the hoy. -looking«.tth.w.yy„„d,_t„,Ip^^^_^^ J
He turned then and went out
The Little D«*„ p.id hi„ the tribute of huny-

»«^^,^dowwhe«.hecould watch himgodo^
the p,a.. In hi, walk, in the «t of hi, head, there
w.a.tm„n.e.hingti.a.puzdedher. ShehoiTIhe wa. no. „ff»j«,, „, ^^ ^^^^^ ^^^_^
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t«n „d beckon, .nd then ,ait „.,„ «,, Kid Uijoined Lun from U,e kiWien. She «w thetl.

wken he looted up at Luck Tl,.^
''•"•lace

«»ther, and the Utile Z,
^''° '"'"'"« ""J ««>.

ourfy. What ifa'^H^' ""^'^ '^»' "»«
/ Wiat If the Kid Aould run away ? He haddone .t once, and it wa, well within the p„h.hm^^ti«t he nugh, do it again, if thi. pr<»en.!Ct rf

W ago diKovered, could not be driven - I„/,i,w- time, when he could not .^coaT'
'^

luck bad been juat th«o daya at the Flrfn, U
In^o»^reeday,hehad<it.edhin.«lfi„^i:^^

ye^«.d ;it " *'"^'"'« '»<"-"'oi«« it for

V '
axid i^atsj, jrou must know, was f««f ««« • •

the querulousnees of an old aire171 ? "^
with fho « •

^^ ** °^^ ^ot sweeten^mJT^ "T- ^"^^ '"-' -'--««' thati-ncl hked hia egga fried on both aide,, and thereafter

always liked hia eggs fried and flopped.^^ <Iay^ and the Old Man frequently left hi.

W
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^«1 to d« .to„« u..t luck told «, „»,,,_ ^a. on.«»^««d a„ u«^^«, Kid. v„7 litel.. ,hU. h.

T™,, they h.d «„che. of thoi, „„„, tho« boy. of

r^' " "»« «-e to ride fim into Flying U oonlee.^'™ '»'<'<l»«'«e", «.d tl... w„ homeId iJ,.™-»ld be; eveu Andy 0«en, who w„ h.ppi,yZn«J. b««ght hi. wife .nd .t.y«l .he« ly' « ^tmie, «th «n.U e,cu» for the coming

«nl"r h"^
""' """' '"' <*<»» ""»»^"»ng the Happy F«.ily, „d had convinced th«n

^T' '"'"":'«""« --J J-PPin* depend™
«P«. a.e.r grnng back with him to Lo. Mg^^ U^ ^. he h«, .«omp,i.Hod . good del rbuTthituck w., m tte habit of c«,wding hi. ^.y. w,^'

j^
«! uie pleasure of staying at the Flyix^ U while

rjr^'
^*.''*''^''"'' •"«"""» had plam.edj

2\ t^^ "" ^«7 S"--! humor with the world« he had he«. nntil the little !,«*„ i^^7^
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1» • CMUmity i. he, „e.l 7 J ^ ""
""^^

.. I.
"'"''-•"'''• eyes it woiiH n." Honor, p^vidri he did the right kC If f

tk. right kind of pictures
^ "'"'' '»

-Stivrc^'-^t'hr"' """'•''• •"" -'

-tUthe.o'Ter^lXrorTT

ia this wise: ^' ^^ ^® ^*^
"Old-timer, you're the luckiest boy I've «e«n in nmy travflla »-^ • "^ * •®®** m all
y travelB,- growing up here on the Flyinir H »•».

"«> 80 that m another five vmi^ t - ..

7," yo"»®«, and your folks will he l«,w«around havinff the „nnA *,• ,
larking

they were 2^' *^ ^^ *^'^'^^ ^"^«d whilewey were raismg yon. I'Ubet^"

»
i-ok „ th.t h« curl. d.<„ed, «,d «t hi. feet „

. I

» t '1
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far apart as was comfortabla « I knew she would,"
he added with weary wisdom in his tone. « Doctor
DoU car get around anybody when she takes a no-
tion."

Luck held his face from smiling. He looked sur-
pris^ and disappointed in the Kid, and sorry for
the Kid s parents. At least, he made the Kid feel
tiiat he was thinking aU these things, which prores
how well one may master the art of facial expression.
He did not say a word; therefore he put the Kid
upon the defensive and set his young wits to devisini?
arguments in his favor.

"A woman never knows when a feUow begin* to
grow up. Doctor Dell is the nicest girl in the world,
but she needn't tiiink I'm a baby yet. I can ride a
buckm horse, and I went on round-up last spring-
and made a hand, tool I can swing a rope as good
as any of the bunch; you seen me whirl a loop and
jmnp through it, and there's more stunts than that I
can do-- It was dinner time, so I had to quit before
I showed you." The Kid paused. He had not yet
produced any eflFect whatever upon that surprised,
pitymg, disappointed look in Luck's face, and the
iud began to feel worried.

" Well, I was just bluffing when I said I'd run
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willing oonaent I need you for my pal ; and I oould
teach you a lot that would be useful to yoa. But
they need you a whole lot worse than I do. TheyVe
been taking ca»e of you and loving you and planning
for you aU these eight years, just watching you grow,
and being proud of you because you're what they
want you to be: husky and healthy and good aU the
way through. You couldn't go off and leave Hiem
now; it wouldn't be right And, pard. you need
them even worse than they need you. I know,— be-
cause I had to grow up without any one to love me
and look after me; and believe me, old pal, it isn't
any cinch. It's just pure luck that I didn't get
killed off or go bad. Now, I'd be good to you, if I
had you with me, and so would the boys; but we
couldn't take the place of Doctor Dell and Daddy
Chip.

" I've talked pictures too much to you. I didn't
know how it was hitting you, or how much you
wanted to go. But listen. U I had the chance
you've got here,- if I had a ranch like this, and
cattle, and horses, and a father and mother and uncle
like you've got,— I never would look a camera in
the eye again as long as I live. That's straight, old-
timer. Why, I'm working uy head off trying to get
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tliat was full of thought « This can be your home.
You can be one of the Happy Family. We'd like to
have you."

There was something queer in Luck's voice when
he murmured a reply. There was something in his
face which no one but the Kid had ever seen. The
Kid's arm cr^t around Luck's neck, and tightened
there and stayed. Luck's hand went up to the curls
and hovered there caressingly. And they talked, in
tones lowered to the cadence of deep-hidden hopes
and longings revealed in sacred confidence.

The Little Doctor, shamelessly eavesdropping be-
cause she was a mother fighting for her fledgling,

tiptoed away frran the comer of the stack, and went
back to the house, wiping her eyes frequently with
the comer of her handkerchief that was not em-
broidered. She went into her room and stayed there
a long while, and before she came out she had re-

course to rosewater and talcum and other first aids
to swollen eyelids.

Whatever she may have thought, whatever she
may have overheard beyond what has been recorded,
her manner toward Luck was so unobtrasively tender
that Chip looked at her once or twice with a puzzled,
husbandly frown. Also, the Kid felt something spe-

mim'f^:BMM'w^^
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CHAPTER FIVE

A BUWOH OF OWB-aEELKEa FBOM BEWTLT BBOWIT

THE Manager of the Acme Film Company
cleared his throat with a rasping noise that

flwmded very loud, coming as it did after fifteen

minutes of complete silence. Luck, smoking a cig-

arette ahsent-mindedly by the window while he
stared out across two vacant lots to a tawdry apart-
ment house,— and saw a sage^jovered plain instead
of what was before his eyes,— started from his day-
dream and glanop- at Martinson inquiringly.
" Well, what do you th ak of it ? " he asked.

Martinson cleared his throat again, and shuffled
the typed sheets in his hands. " Seems to lack ac-
tion, don't it?" he hazarded reluctantly. "Of
course, this is a rough draft; I realize that I sup-
pose you'll strengthen up the plot, later on. Chance
for some good cattle-stealing complications, I should
think. But I'd boil it down to two reels, Luck, if
I were you. There's a lot of atmosphere you
couldn't get, anyway—

"
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street oara had stopped runnmg, and the steam heat
had been turned off in the hotel where he lived, and
he had finished with an o d Mexican »erape draped
about his person for wirmth. But his enthusiasm
had not cooled, though his room grew chill. He had
gone to bed when the typing was done, and had
dreamed scene after scene vividly while he slept
Still glowing with the pride of creation, he had read
the script while his breakfast coffee had cooled, and
he had been the first man in the office, so eager was
he to share his secret and see Martinson's eyes gleam
with impatience to have the story filmed.

Knowing this, you will know also why he swore.
Martinson thrust out his under lip at the oath, and
tossed the script neatly into the clear space on the
desk. " Oh, if that's the way you ied about iti

"

His tone was trenchant « Sony I offered any sug^
gestions. There are some good bits, if they're
worked up right, and I naturaUy supposed you
wanted my opinion."

" I did. I never saw you square up to anything
but the same old dime-novel West before. I wanted
to see how it would hit you."

"Well, it don't" Martinson waited a minute
while tliat sunk in. When he spoke again, his man-

i'mr^Ju^^£^
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on the ftreet set where moet of the exterior action

takes place; we're behind on releaaes, you know, and

these ought to be ruahed. You'd better go over and
see how he's making out; you may want to make
some changes."

Luck hesitated so long that Martinson was on the

edge of withdrawing the proffered scripts. But he

took them finally, and ran his eye disparagingly over

the titles. « Bently Brown I
" he said, as though he

were naming something disagreeable. " I'm to film

Bently Brown's blood-and-battle stuff, am I?" He
grinned, with the comers of his mouth tipped down-
ward so that you never would have suspected it of

ever producing Luck's famous smile. "I might
turn them into comedy," he suggested. " I expect I

could get a punch by burlesquing—"

"Punch I" Martinson pushed his chair back im-

petuously. " Punch ? Why, my godfrey, man, that

stuff's all punch I"

Luck curved a palm over his too-expressive mouth
while he skimmed the central idea from two or three

synopses. Martinson watched him uneasily. Mar-
tinson claimed to keep one finger pressed firmly upon
the public pulse— wherever that may be found—
and to be ever alert for its warning flutterings.

'
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Martinaon claimed to know a great deal about what
the public liked in the way of moving pictures. He
believed in Luck's knowledge of the West, but he did
not believe that the public would stand for the real
West at all; the public, he maintained, wanted its
West served hot and strong and reeking with the
smoke of black powder. So—
"WeU, the market demands that sort of thing,"

he declared, arguing against that curved pahn and
the telltale wrinkles around Luck's eyes. "

It's all
tommyrot, of course. I don't say it's good; I say
it's the stuff that goes. We're here to make what the
pubUc wUl pay to look at." Martinson, besides
keeping his finger on the public pulse and attending
to the marketing of the Acme wares and watching
that expenses did not run too high, found a Httle timem which to be human. « I know. Luck," the hmnan
side of him observed sympathetically; "it's juat
made-to^rder melodrama, but business is simply
rotten, old man. We've just got to release films the
market calls for. There's no art-for-art's^ake in the
movie business, and you know it Now, personally,
I like that scenario of yours "

" Forget it I " said Luck crisply, warning him off
the subject. To make the warning keener^ged,

|r
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72 THE PHANTOM HERD
he lifted the typed sheets over which he had worked

so late the night before, glanced at the top one, gave

a snort, and tore them twice down the length of them

with vicious twists of his fingers. He did not mean

to be spectacular; he simply felt that way at that

particular moment, and he indulged the impulse to

destroy something. He dropped the fragments into

Martinson's waste basket, picked up the bundle of

scripts and his hat, and went out with his mouth

pulled down at the comers and with his neck pretty

stiff.

He went swinging across the studio yard and on

past the great stage where the carpenters halted their

work while they greeted him, and looked after him

and spoke of him when he had passed. Early idlers

— extras with high hopes and empty pockets— sent

him wistful glances which he did not see at all;

though he d'd see Andy Green and his wife (who
had been Rosemary Allen). These two stood hesi-

tating just within the half-open, high board gate

fifty yards away. Luck waved his hand and swerved

toward them.

"Howdy! Where's the rest of the bunch?" he

called out as they hurried up to him. Whereupon

the group of extras were sharp bitten by envy of
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these two strangers, spokon to so familiarly by Luck
Lindsay.

" Do you know, I feel sure the boys are being held

in the lost-child place at the police station !
" Eose-

mary Green twinkled her brown eyes at him from
between strands of crinkly brown lair. "I had
tags all fixed, with name, age, owner's address and
all that, and I was going to hang them around the

boys' necks with pale blue ribbon— pale blue would
be so becoming! But do you know, I couldn't find

them I I feel worried. I should hate to waste

thirty-nine cents worth of pale blue ribbon. I can't

wear it myself; it makes me look positively swarthy."

Rosemary Green had a most captivating way of say-

ing swarthy.

The comers of Luck's mouth came up instantly.

"We'll have to send out scouting parties. I need

that bunch of desperadoes. Let's look over by the

corrals. I've got to go over and see what kind of a

street set they're knocking together, anyway.

" Hello 1 I have sure-enough crying reed for all

you strays," he exclaimed five minutes later, when
they came upon the Flying U boys standing discon-

solately at the head of the street " set " upon which

carpenters were hammering and sawing and painters

i
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were daubing. Luck's eyes chilled as he took in the

stereotyped " Western " crudeness of the set.

" Well, we sure need you— and need you bad,"

Pink retorted. " We want to know what town -vas

peeled so they could set the rind up like that and call

it a street ? Between you and me. Luck, it don't look

good to me, back or front You walk into what
claims to be a saloon, and come out on a view of the

hills. They tell me the bar of that imitation saloon

is away over there on that platform, and they say the

bottles are all full of tea. That right ?
"

Luck nodded gloomily* " Soon as they get the set

up, it's going to be your privilege to come boiling out

of that saloon, shooting two guns, Pink," he prophe-

sied. " You'll have the fun of killing half a dozen
boys that come down from this end shooting as they

ride." He put his cigarette between Us lips and be-

gan to untie the dingy blue tape that bound the

scenarios together.

" Ever read any of Bently Brown's stories ? They
wished a bunch of them on to me while I was gone
and couldn't defend myself," he said, as one who
breaks bad news. " I'm certainly sorry about this,

boys. It's a long way from what I brought you out
here to do

; and if you want to, you can call the deal

I
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oflF and go home. Rip-snorting, rotten melodrama—

-

cheap as ice in Alaska. Stuff I hate— because it's

the stuflf that cheapens the West in pictures."

"What about our range picture?" Andy Green
began anxiously.

Luck choked back an oath because of Andy's wiie.

" Ah— they're married to the idea that this rot is

what sells best. They don't know what a real West-
em picture is; they never saw one. And they're

afraid to take a chance. I was in hopes— but

Mart's the big chief, you know. He'd gone and
loaded up with this trash, and so he couldn't see my
story at all. I get his viewpoint, all right; he's keen
to pry off some real money, and he's afraid to experi-

ment with new tools. But it does seem pretty raw
to put you beys working on this cheap studio stuff

after getting you out here to do something worth
while."

" We're to stay right here, then ? " Weaiy spoke

the question that was in the minds of all of them.
" That's the present outlook," Luck confessed with

bitterness. " I don't need real country for this junk.

I was all primed to show him where I'd have to take

my company to New Mexico, but I didn't say any-

thing about it when he sprung this Bently Brown

m
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business. This will all be made right here at the
studio and out in Griffith Park."

D
.
deep in Lwk's heart there was a hurt he

would not reveal to any one. It was built partly of

disappointment and an honest dislike for doing un-
worthy work; it had in it also some personal chagrin
at being compelled to put the Happy Family at work
in the very class of pictures he had often ridiculed
in his talk with them, after bringing them all the
way from Montana so that he might produce his big
range picture. He stood looking somberly at the set

which Clements had planned to save time— and
therefore dollars— for the Acme Company. He
thought of his range stoiy, as it had first grown out
of the night away up there in the plains country;
he thought of how he had hurried so that he might
the sooner make the vision a reality; how he had
talked of it confidently to these men who had listened
with growing enthusiasm and interest, until his
vision had become their vision, his hopes their

hopes.

They had left the Flying IT and come with him to
help make that big picture of the range. By their
eager talk they had helped him to strengthen certain
scenes; they had even suggested new, original

i!
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material as they told of this adventure and that

accident, and argued— as was their habit— over

scenes and situations. That was why Andy had
spoken of it as their picture. That was why they
were here; that was what had brought them early to

the studio. And in his hand he held a half dozen or
more of those cheap, lurid stories he had always
despised; they must let the public see their faces in

these impossible, illogical situations, or they must go
back and call Luck Lindsay names to salve their dis-

appointment.

The dried little man— whose name was Dave
Wiswell— came walking curiously up the fresh-

made " street," his sharp eyes taking in the falsity

of the whole row of shack-houses that had no backs;

bald behind as board fences, save where two-by-fours

braced them from faUing. He saw the group stand-

ing before a wall that purported to he the front of a
bank (which would be robbed with much bloodshed
in the second scenario) and he hurried a little. Luck
scowled at him preoccupiedly, nodded a good morn-
ing, and turned abruptly to the others.

"Listen. If you boys are game for this melo-

drama, I'd like to use you, all right. You'll get ex-

perience in the business, anyway, so maybe it won't

I
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do you any hann. And if the weather holds good,

we'll just make a long hard drive of this bunch of

drivel; we'll rush *em through— sabe ? And I'll

make it my business to see that Mart doesn't unload
any more of the same. You may even get some fun
out of it, seeing you're not fed up on this said West-
em drama, the way I am. Anyway, what's the

word? Shall I hop into the machine and go down
and buy you fellows a bunch of return tickets, or
shall I assign you your parts and wade into this blood

and bullets business ?

"

Weary folded his arms and grinned down at Luck.
" I'm all for the blood and bullets, myself," he said

promptly. « I'm just crazy to come shooting and
yelling down this little imitation street and do things

that are bold and bad."

"I should think," interjected Rosemary Green,
with a pretty viciousness, "that you'd be ashamed,
luck Lindsay! Do you think we are a bunch of

quitters ? Give me a part— and a gun -- and I'll

stand on a ladder behind that hotel window and
shoot 'em as fa-t as they can turn the comer down
there." Her brown eyes twinkled hearteningly at.
him. " I'll pull my hair dowr and yell and shoot

and wring my hands— Pink, you keep still ! I'm
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positive I can shoot and wri g my hands at the same
time in a Bentlj Brown story, can't I, Luck ?

"

"You certainly can," Luck told her grimly.

" You can do worse than that and get by. Well, all

right, folks. You prowl around and kill time while

I get ready to start. There won't be anything doing

till after lunch, at the earliest, so make yourselves at

home. I'd introduce you to some of these folks if it

was worth while, but it ain't. You'll know them
soon enough— most of them to your sorrow, at that."

He turned on his heel with a hasty " See yuh later,"

and plunged into the work before him just as ener^

getically as though his heart were in it.
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CHAPTER SIX

VILLAINS ALL /J?D PROCD OF IT

'pVAY'S work, boys I " called Lu.k through hisM^ littlo megaphone at three o'clock one day,
and doubled up his working .^ript that was much
crmnpled and scribbled w^.th ha.^y pencil marks.
No use spoJing good'film," he remarked to his as-

sifltant, glancing up at the sweeping fog bank, off to
the west. "By the time we rehearse the nert
Bctne, she'll be too lark to shoot You go an'' order
these cavalry costumes, Beckitt ; and, say I Yoa tell
then down there that if they're shy on the number,
they better set down and make enough, because they
won t see a cent of our money if there's so miich as a
c^teen lacking. And tell 'em to send armv guns.
That last assortment of junk they sent out was pa-
thetic I want equipment for fifty U. S. Cavalry
time of the early eighties. That don't mean forty-
nine -get me? You're inclined to let those fel-
lows have it their own way too much. I want tiiis
cavalry—^*

I
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" Thv^re ain't any close-ups of cavalry, are there ?
"

Beck'tt demurred. " I told them last time I thought
those guns would do, because I knew the detail
wouldn't—

"

" Listen." Luck's tone was deliberately tolerant
"That's maybe the reason you've been searching
your soul for all along— the reason why you can't
get past the assistant-director stage. I want those
fifty cavalrymen equipped I Do you get that?"
While his eyes held Beckitt uncomfortably with their
stem steadfastness, Luck thrust the script into hi^
coat pocket that had a pc-manent, motion-picture-
director sag to it. « If I meant that any old gun
would do, I'd give my orders that way. Now, r».

member, there isn't going to be any waiting around
while you go back and argue, nor any makeshifts,
nor ^ything but titty cavalrymen fully equipped.
Here's tiie list complete for to-morro./s order. You
see that it's filled!"

Beckitt took the list which he should have made
hims f, sincb that was what he was paid for doing,
and went oif in the sulks and the company machine!
Luck puUeu a solacing cigar from an inner pocket
and licked down tb:< roughened outer leaves, and
scowled thoughtfully across the studio yard. The
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camera man was figuring up footage or something,
and his assistant was hunting to get the tripod
folded and put away. There was a new briskness in
the movements of every one save Luck himself, after
he spoke that last sentence through the megaphone.
The Happy Family— or that part of it which had

thrown away pitchforks and taken to the pictures—
came clanking across the stage toward Luck. You
would never have known the Happy Family, unless
it were the Native Son who wore his usual regalia in
exaggerated form. The Happy Family had wide,
flapping chape that made them drag their feet they
were so heavy and so long, and great Mexican spurs
whose rowels dug tiny trenches in the ground when
they walked. They wore .' i biggest Stetsons that
famous hat brand e\ r was stamped upon. They
had huge bandanas draped picturesquely over their
chests, and their sleeves were rolled to the elbows and
their eyes rimmed with deep pencU shadings. At
their hips swung six-shooters of violent pattern and
portent. Around their middles sagged belts filled

with blank cartridges. A sack of tobacco was mak-
ing the rounds as they came on, and Luck watched
them through speculatively narrowed lids.

" Say, by cripes, that there saloon is the driest
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poison-palace I ever irgod out of with two guns
spittin' death and dumnation ! " Big Medicine com-
plained, coming up with the plain intention of light-

ing his cigarette from Luck's cigar. "How'-' v.

stack up this time, boss? Bein' soused on cold .cd,

I couldn't rightly pass judgment. How many was
it I mu.-dered in cold blood, in that there scene where
I laid 'em out with black powder? Four, or five?

Pink, here, claims I killed him twicet, whereas he
oughta be left alivf mough to jump on his horse and
ride three hundw and fifty miles to fall dead in
hi» best girl's arms. He claims he made that ride
day before yesterday, and done r me pitiful weaving
around in the saddle, out there . che hUls, and that
he died in that blond lady's arms first thing this

morning, and I hadn't no right to kill him twicet

afterwards in the saloon fight. Now I leave it to

you, boss. How about this here killin' Pink off

every oncet in a while?

"

Beep in his throat Luck chuckled. " Well, Pink
certainly does die pathetic," he soothed the perturbed
murderer, dropping his professional brusqueness for
frank comradeship. "He's about the best little

close-up dier I ever worked with. He can get a sob
anytime he rolls his eyes and gasps and falls back-
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ward." He clapped his hand down on Pink's shoul-
der and gave it a little shake.

" That's all right," drawled the Native Son, tak-
ing off his sombrero to deepen the crease and the
dents, because three girls were coming across the lot.

"But I've got a complaint of my own to make.
When you holler for Bud to start the rough stuff,
he just goes powder cra^y. He shot me up fou^
times in that scene I Twice he held the gun so close
my scalp's all powder-marked, and by rights he
should have blowed the top of my head plumb into
the street. He gets so taken up with this slaughter-
house business that he'U wind up by shooting him-
self a few times if you don't watch him."

" One thing," Weary put in mildly, « I want to
speak about. Luck. We need more blood for those
murders. I didn't have half enough for all the mor-
tal wounds Bud gave me. By rights that saloon
should be plumb reeking with gore when we're all
killed off -the way Bud flies at it with those two
six-shooters. No buUets hit the waUs anywhere, so
It stands to reason they aU land in a soft sp't on our
persons. I needed a large bucket of blood—
and I had about a half teacupful." He grinned.
" Mamma I That was sure some slaughter, though I

"

;;
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"Where's Tracy Gray Joyce?" Luck inquired

irrelevantly, with a hasty glance around them.
To-morrow, he'll have to come into that same

slaughter pen and seize the murderer and suhdue
him by the steely glint of his eye and by his unflinch-
ing demeanor." He pulled the comers of his mouth
down expressively. " That's the way the scenario
reads," he added defensively.

Well, say, by cripes, he better amble down to the
city and buy him some more glint I " Big Medicine
bawled, and laughed afterwards with his big haw-
haro-haw. " And I'U gamble there ain't enough un-
flinchin' demeanor on the Coast to put that boy
through the scene. Honest-to-gran'-ma, Luck, that
there Tracy Gray Joyce gits pale, and his Adam's
apple pumps up and down when I come up and smile
at hmil What color do yuh reckon he'U turn to
when he stands up to me right after me slaying aU
these innocent boys -and me a-foamin' at the
mouth and gloatin' over the foul deed I've just did?
Say? How's he going to keep that there Adam's
apple from shootin' clean up tf^rough his hair, and
his knees from wobblin' ? How—-"

" He won't," said Luck suddenly, with a brighten-
ing of his eyes. "He won't I hope they do

If

ill



I I

i I

86 THE PHANTOM HERD
wobble. You go ahead, Bud, and foam at the mouth.

You •— you look at Tracy Gray Joyce. Not in the

rehearsing, understand; leave out the foam and the

gloating till we turn the camera on the scene. Sabe ?

On the quiet, boys."

"Sure," came the guarded chorus. It was re-

markable what a complete understanding there was

between Luck and the Happy Family. It was that

complete understanding which had kept Luck's

spirits up during his imloved task of producing

Bently Brown stuff in film.

"Well, say I" Big Medicine leaned close and

throttled his voice down to a hoarse whisper.

"What kinda hee-ro will your Tracy Gray Joyce

look like, when I start up foamin' and gloatin' at

him?"

Luck smiled. " That," he said calmly, " is for

the camera to find out." He was going to say some-

thing more on the subject, but some one called to him

anxiously from over toward the office. So he told

them adios hurriedly and went his busy way, and

left the Happy Family discussing him gravely among

themselves.

The Happy Family were so interested in this new
work that they were ready to see the bright side



VILLAINS ALL 87

even of these weird performances which purported to

be Western drama. If you did not take it seriously,

all this violence of dress and behavior was fun. The
Happy Family waa slipping into a rivalry of

violence; and the strange part of it was that Luck
Lindsay, stickler for realism, self-confessed enthu-

siast on the uplifting of motion pictures to a fine art^

permitted their violence,— which was not as the

violence of other, better trained Western actors.

The Happy Family, after their first self-conscious

tendency to duck behind something or somebody,

had come to forget the merciless, recording eye of

the camera. They had come to look upon their work

as a game, played for the amusement of Luck Lind-

say, who watched than always, and for the open ridi-

cule of Bently Brown, writer of these tales of blood

and heroics.

And Luck not only permitted but encouraged them

in this exaggeration,— to the amazement of the

camera man who had turned the crank on more West-

em dramas than he could remember. Scenes of

violence— such as the saloon row in which Big

Medicine had forgotten that Pink was to be left alive,

and so had killed him twice— made the camera man
and the assistant laugh when they should have

;4
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shuddered; and to wonder why Luck Lindsay, wholly
biased though he was in favor of the Happy Family,
did not seem to realize that they were not getting the
right punch into the pictures.

Luck was not behaving at all in his usual manner
with his company. Evenings, instead of holding
himself aloof from his subordinates, he would head
straight for the furnished bungalow which the Flying
U boys had taken possession of, with Eosemary
Green to give the home atmosphere which saved the
plp.fQ from becoming a mere bunk-house de luxa If
he could possibly manage it, Luck would reach head-
quarters in time for dinner— the Happy Family
blandly called it supper, of course— and would pro-

ceed to forget the day's irritations while he ate what
he ambiguously called " real cookin'."

There was a fireplace in that bungalow, and a
fairly large living-room surrounding the fireplace.

The Happy Family extravagantly indulged them-
selves in wood, even at the unbelievable price they
must pay for it; and after supper they would light

the fire and hunt up chairs enough, and roll ciga-

rettes, and talk themselves quite away from the pres-

ent and into the past of glowing memory.
The horses they rode— before that fireplace—
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would have made any Frontier Day celebration

famous enough to be mentioned in the next encyclo-

pedia published. The herds they took through hard
winters and summer droughts would have made them
miUionaires all, if they could only have turned them
into flesh-and-blood animals. They talked of bliz-

zards and of high water and of short grass and of
thunderstorms. They added little touches to the big
range picture Luck had planned to make. Star^
ing oflF suddenly in this wise: "Say, Luck, why
don't you have— ?" and the fires of enthusiasm
would flare again in Luck's eyes, and the talk would
grow eager.

But— and here was the key to the remarkable
interpretation which Luck permitted the Happy
Family to give the Bently Brown stories— some
time before the evening was too old. Luck would
swing the talk around to the work they were doing.
He would pull a Bently Brown scenaro from his

pocket and read, with much sarcastic comment, tht

scenes they were later to enact. He would incite

the Happy Family to poking fun at such lurid per-

formances as Bently Brown described in all serious-

ness and in detail. He would encourage comment
and argument and the play of their caustic imagi-

i;^
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nations upon the action of the story. He would
graduaUy make them see the whole thing in the light
of a huge joke; he would, without saying much him-
self, bring the Happy Family into the mood of want-
ing to make Bently Brown appear ridiculous to all
beholders.

Is it any wonder, then, if the camera man and the
assistants should exchange puzzled glances when
luck put the Happy Family through their scenes?
Exits and entrances, the essential details of the
action, Luck directed painstakingly, as always he had
done. Why, then, said camera man to assistants,
should he let those fellows go in and ball up the dra-
matic business and turn whole scenes into farce with
their foolery ? And why had he chosen Tracy Gray
Joyce as leading man? And that eye-rolling, iimp
sentmientalist, Lenore Honiwell, as his leading
woman? Luck was known to despise these two,
personally and professionally They could not, to
save their lives, get through a dramatic scene' to-
gether without giving the observers a sickish feeling.
To see Tracy Gray Joyce lay his hand upon the left
side of his cravat and cast his eyes upward always
made Luck shiver; yet Trac> Gray Joyce would he
have for leading man, and none other. To see

\
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Lenore Honiwell throw back her head, close her eyes,
and heave one of thc^ terrific motion-picture sighs
always made the camera man snort; yet Luck, who
before had considered her scarcely worth a civil bow
when he met her, had actually coaxed her away from
a director who really admired her style of acting.

And when Luck, who had always gone about
his work impervious to curious onlookers, suddenly
changed his method and ordered all interior sets

screened in, and all bystanders away from the im-
mediate vicinity of his exterior scenes, the Acme
people began to caU him " swell-headed "— when
they did not caU him worse. Even his excuse that
he was working with boys new to the business and did
not want them rattled failed to satisfy moat of them.
The Happy Family, in the tiny, bare dressing

rooms which they called box-stalls in mercj'ess
candor, were smearing their faces liberaUy th
cold cream and still arguing among themselves over
the doubtful blessing of owning as many lives as a
cat, and bewailing the bruises they had received while
sacrificing a few of their lives to the blood-lust of
Big Medicine and Pink, the two official, Bently-
Brown bad men. Outside their two connecting
"staUs" a fine drizzle was making the studio yard

• t
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«n empty place of churchyard gloom and incidentally
jUBf

', ing Luck in quitting so early. Big Medicintf
waf awabbing paint from hia eyebrows and bellow-
ing his opinion of a man that will keep a-oomfn', by
cripes, after he's shot the third time at close range,
and then kick because he takes so much killing off.

This was aimed at the Native Son, who had evidently
died hard, and who meant to retaliate as soon an he
got that dab of paint out of his eye. But the door
opened violently against his person and startied him
into forgetting his next observation.

This was Luck, and he had the look of a man who
owns a guilty secret, and is ready to be rather proud
of his guilt,— providing society consents to wink at
It with him. Je was not smiling, exactly; he had a
wicked kind of twinkle in his eyes.

" Hurry up, boys I My Lord, how you feUows do
pnmp and jangle in here I They're going to run
our first picture, The Soul of UUlefoot Uw. Don't
you fel-—

"

"The which?" Big Medicine whirled upon him
rubbing his left eye into a terrifying, bloodshot con'
dinon while he glared with the other.

*' The Soul of Littlefoot Law," Luck repealed dis-
tinctly with a perfect neutrality of manner.
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" 'S that ^'lat you caU aU that ridin' and shootin'

w* done, that you said was by moonlight ? " Pink
inquired pugnaciously— for a young man who had
died the death four different times that day.

" That's what it's called," Luck averred with firm-
ness.

"Aw— where dooe Soul of Littlefoot Law come
in at? " Happy Jack scoffed.

" It doesn't, so far as I knew."
" Aw, there ain't no sense in such a name as that.

Is that where I got shot off'n my horse, and Bud,
here, done his best to run over me ?

'*

" That's the one. My Lord, boys, how long does
it take you fellows to get your make-up off ? They'll
have the film run and passed and released and out
on the five^ent circuit on its fifteenth round before
you—" Luck, director though he was, found it

wise to pass out quickly and hold the door shut be-
hind him for a minute. '* Honest, boys, you want
to hurry," he called through the closed door. He
waited until the sounds within indicated that they
were hurrying quite violently, and then he went his
way; and he still had the look in his eyes of one
who bears in his soul a secret guilt of which he is

inclined to be proud.

ISI
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When the Acme people gatherni reaignedly in the

private projection room, however, Luck's wicked lit-

tl3 twinkle had turned a shade anxious. He excused
himself from the chair between Martinson and Mol-
lie Hyan, the stenographer, and went over to confer
with the Happy Family and the dried litUe man who
kept dannishly together as usual, and he forgot to re-
turn to his place.

The Acme people, personally and individually,
were sick and tired of all mot'on pictures that did
not portray with vividness the beauty or the talents
of themselves, or the faults of their acquaintances.
No Acme people, save Lenore Honiwell and Tracy
Gray Joyce and a phlegmatic character woman, were
in this picture at all. The camera man who took it

did not think highly of it and considered the won-
derful photography as good as wasted, and he had
said as much— and more— to his intimates.
Beckitt, luck's assistant, had privately announced it

as the rottenest piece of cheese ho had ever seen
under a Wild-West label, and disclaimed aU responsi-
bility. They of the cutting and trimming clan had
not said anything at all. Martinson, having heard
the rumors, felt that they confirmed hia own suspi-
cion that Luck had made a big blunder in bringing
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thoee cowboys into the compfny. They w^jre not
actors. They aid not pretend to be actors.

You will see that it was a critical audience indeed
that gathered there in the projection room that rainy
afternoon to see the trial run of The Soul of the Lit-

ilefoot Law. It would take a good deal to win any
approbation from that bunch.

And then *hey were looking at the first scene,

which was a night in Whoopalong, the fake town
over there beyond the big stage. The Happy Fam-
ily, all disguised as cowboys, came surging out of
the darkness. H-m-m. That was the bunch that
Luck Lindsay bad done so much bragging about,

and called "real boys," was it? silently commented
the audience. No different from any other cow-
boys, as far as any o. le could see.

True, they used about half the usual amount of
film footage in getting to foreground; probably un-
derspeeded the camera,— an old, old trick which has
helped to put the dash and ginger into many a ^joot

horseman's act

But the " XT cowboys " certainly surged up to

foreground, and it was seen that they rode with
reins in their teeth, and that each and every man
fired two huge six-shoot- - straight up at the moon

It!
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•very time their hone, hit the gromid with forefeet
The Happy Family leaned forward and craned
tround the head, of thoee in front that they might
•ee all of it Luck -^

' told them before making thi.
•cene to " eat 'em alive, ' and the Happy Family had
very nearly, done so. Andy Green nudged hi. wife,
«o»emai7, and whiapered hurriedly that this wa.
where the camera man had palled up hi. tripod by
the root, and beat it, thinking he wa. going to be
rur over; and that was why the «sene wa. cut unex-
Pectedly juat wher^ Andy set hi. horw on =*,

hamiche. and powd, a heroic figure of a cowboy ram-
pant, immediately beforr the len..

Luck, glancing hurriedly to right anu rt, did
down and rerted the nape of hi. neck on the >ack of
hi. chair, dipped a fredi .tick c. gmn between hi.
^th, hung hi. hat on hi. knee, and prepared to view
hi. wor^ with critical ir.'nd and impartial, and with
hi. con«;ience like hi. be :/ at ease. The thing had
certainly Parted off with zip enoufe-h, .ince zip wa.
what Mart claimed the Public demanded.
The next «5ene wa. a continuation of the one be-

fore,--the camera man having evidently recovered
himself and gotten to work again. n,e Happy
Family, rtiU «ipging a- d .tiU rfiooting two gun.
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apiece at the pale moon, were shown entering the
wloon door four abreast and with the rest crowding
for place. Still there was lip; all kinds of zip.
The Happy Family nudged and grinne<' : the dusk
and were very much pleased with themselves as XY
cowboys sedcing mild entertainment in town.
Some one behind remarked upon the surging and

the shooting, and Big Medicine turned his head
quickly and sent a hoarse stage whisper in the gen-
eral direction of the mumble.

" Ah-h, that there ain't anything I Luck never let
us turn ourselves loose there a-tall. You wait, by
cripes, tiU yuh see us where we git warmed up and
strung out proper! You wait 1 Honest to gran'—

"

It was Luck's elbow that stopped ^im by the simple
expedient of cutting off his wii^d. Big Medicine
gave a grunt and said no more.

Thereafter, the Happy Family discovered that
there was a certain continuity in the barbaric per-
formances in which Luck had grinningly encouraged
them to indulge themselves. They beheld them-
selves engaged in various questionable enterprises,
and they laughed in naive enjoyment as certain
Woodcurdling traits in their characters were depicted
with startling vividness. Accented by make-up and

*
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magnified on the screen, the goggling, frog-like ugli-
ness of Big Medicine became like unto ogres of child-
ish memory; his smile was a thing to make one's
back hair stand up with a cold, prickling sensation.
Happy Jack stared at himself and his exaggerated
awkwardness incredulously, with a sheepish grin of
appreciation. The rest of them watched and missed
no slightest gesture.

So they saw the plot of Bently Brown unfold,
scene by scene; unfold in violence and malevolent
intrigue and zip and much %hting. Also unfolded
something of which Bently Brown had never
dreamed; something which the audience, though
greeting it with laughter, failed at first to recognize
for what it was worth, because eveiy one knew aU
about the Bently-Brown Western dramas, and every
one believed that they were to be made after the
usual recipe more elaborately stirred. So every
one had been chortling through several scenes before
the significance of their laughter occurred to them.

^

Comedy -that was it Comedy, that had slipped
in with cap and bells just when the door was flung
open for black-robed Tragedy. But it was too late
to stop laughing when they discovered the trick.
They saw it now, in the very sub-tiUes which Luck
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had twigted impishly into sly humor that pointed to
the laugh in the deeds of blood that followed. They
saw it in the goggling ferocity of Big Medicine; in
the innocent^yed, dimpled fiendishnesa of Pink; in
the lank awkwardness of Happy Jack. They saw
it in the sentimental mainerisms of Lenore Honi-
weU, whose sicklsh emotionalism slipped pat into the
burlesque. They rocked in their seats at the heroics
of Tracy Gray Joyce, who could never again be
taken seriously, since Luck had tagged him merci-
lessly as an unconscious comedian.

Oh, yes, there was zip to the picture! But there
was no explanation of the title. The Soul of LUtle-
foot Law remained as great a mystery when the pic-
ture was finished as it had been at the start. Little-
foot Law, by the way, was Pink. That much the
audience discovered, and no more; for as to his soul,
he did not seem to own one.

Luck, stiU hunched down so that his back hair
rubbed against his chair back, was laughing with his
jaws wide apart and his fine teeth stiU gleaming in
the half darkness, when Ted, general errand boy at
the office, came straddling over intervenin? laps and
laid a compelling hand on his shoulder.

Say, Luck," he whispered excitedly, "the au-

l\
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thor'B with Mart, and they both want t' see you.
^^ flay, I g«ie85 you're in Dutch, aU right; the
author's awful mad, and so is Mart But say, no
matter what they do to you, Luck, take it from me
that pit'cher's a humdinger 1 I like to died a-lau«h-
ingl"



CHAPTER SEVEN

KBNTLT BEOWN DOES NOT APPEECIATE COMEDY

T UCK unhooked his hat from his knee, brought
i-i his laughing jaws together with that eloquent,

downward tilt to the comers of his mouth, sat up
straight, considered swiftly the possibilities of the

next half hour, and paid tribute in one expressive

word of four letters before he went crawling over
half a dozen pairs of knees to do battle for his pic-

ture. His picture, you understand. For since he
had made it irresistible comedy instead of very me-
diocre drama, he felt all the pride of creation

in his work. That was his picture that had set the

Acme people laughinj,— they who had come to carp
and to talk knowingly of continuity and of technique

and dramatic values, and to criticize everything from
the sets to the photography. It was his picture; he
had made it what it was. So he went as a champion
rather than as a culprit to face the powers above him.

Martinson and Bently Brown were waiting for

him near the door. They were not going to stay

i'
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and see the next picture run, and that, in Luok'B
opinion, was a bad-weather sign. But he came up
to them cheerfully, turning his hat in his fingers to

find the front of it before he set it on his head.

(These limp, wool, knockabout hats are always more
or less confusing, and Luck was fastidious about his

apparel.)

"Ah— Mr. Brown, this is Mr. Lindsay, ah—
director who is producing your stories." Martin-
son's tone was as neutral as he could make lu

Luck said that he was glad to meet Mr. Brown,
which was a lie. At the same instant he found the

stitched-down bow on his hat, and from there felt

his way to the front. At the same time he decided

that there was going to be something doing presently,

if Mart's manner meant anything at all. Mart was
a peaceable soul, and in the approaching crisis Luck
knew he would climb hurriedly upon the fence of

neutrality and stay there; and Luck could fight or

climb a tree as he chose.

They went outside, and Luck turned his eyes side-

wise and took a look at Bently Brown. He meas-

ured him mentally from pigskin puttees to rakish,

stiff brimmed Stetson with careful dimples in the

crown and a leather hatband stamped with horses'
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heads and his initials. In a picture, Luck would
have cast Bently Brown, costume and all, for a com-
edy mining engineer or something of that sort.

You know the type : He arrives on the stage that is

held up, and is always in the employ of the monied
octopus, and the cowboys who pursue and capture

the bandits have fun afterwards with the engineer,

— so much fun that he crawls out of an up-stairs

window in the night and departs hastily and forever

from that placa You are perfectly familiar with

the chaiacter, I am sure.

Luck, after that swift, comprehensive glance, was
not greatly alarmed. In that he made his greatest

blunder. He should have reckoned with the

wounded vanity of the little author who believes

himself great He should have reminded himself

that Bently Brown was not a comedy mining engi-

neer, but that touchiest of all mortals, the nearly

successful author. He should have taken warning
from the stiff-necked, stiff-bacLed gait of Bently

Brown on the short walk to the office. He should

have read danger in the blinking lids of his pale

eyes, and in his self-conscious manner of looking

straight before him.

In the office, then, luck basely deserted one Luck

1 i
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lindaaj, and left him to fight a losing battle. For
Bently Brown waa incensed, insulted, and outraged
over the manner in which The Soul of IMtlefoot Law
had been filmed. The stoiy had been caricatured
ont of all semblance to its original self. Littlefoot
Law had been shown as having no soul whatever.
Instead of being permitted to make the final, su-
preme sacrifice of his life for the honor of his enemy,
-which would have revealed to the audience his
possession of a clean white soul in spite of his bad
character,- he had been made out a little fiend who
would shoot you on the slightest provocation. The
giri had been thrust into the background, and the
hero had been made into a coward and a paltry vil-
lam; they were all desperadoes upon the screen.
Ifever in his life had Bently Brown been made to
suffer such an affront. Never had he dreamed that
his work would be made a thing to laugh at—

" They certainly did laugh," Luck lazily inter-
rupted. " And believe me, Mr. Brown, it takes real
stuff to collect a laugh out of that bunch. It wiU be
a riot with the public; you can bank on that. By
the time I get a few more made and released, you
can expect to see your name in the papers with-
out paymg advertising rates." Whatever possessed

! 1
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Luck to talk that way to Bently Brown, I cannot aay.

He surely must h«ve seen that the little, ovei>co8-

tumed author was choking with spleen.

" It was a farce 1 " The small, yellow mustache

of Bently Brown was twitching comically with the

tremble of his lips beneath. " A bald, unmitigated

farce 1

"

" Surest thing you know," Luck agreed, with that

little chuckle of his. " At first I was afraid the

crowd wouldn't get it; I didn't know but they might

try to take it seriously, l^ow, I know for certain

that it will get over. It will be the cleanest, funni-

est, farce^jomedy series that has ever been filmed."

Luck sat up straight and pulled a cigar from his

pocket and looked at it absent-mindedly. "Say,

those boys of mine are certainly real ones I I

wouldn't trade that bunch for the highest-salaried

actors you could hand me. Do you know what made
that picture such a scream? It was because there

wasn't a bit of made-to-order comedy business in the

whole fihn. Those boys didn't think about acting

funny just to make folks laugh. They were so dog-

goned busy having fun with the story and showing

up ita weak points that they forgot to be self-con-

scious. If I'd had a regular comedy company work-
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turned out tlmoat u rM^ t
' «"' mtb

. dr^nal ..
" ~««"' f«« « it ,™uld b. „

of the pnm,t.,e i„„i„eta which he w.. „ fo,d „>
P<.««.y.,g m hi. oharacte™, he would have killedLuck w,d,out any further argument or delay.

J^d of that he .plnttered and atoned like a

then «.e other, and he shook hi, «„, and ,e nodded

Mt fte leathe.b«,ded Stetson from hi, blond h«rand wipe the perspiration from hi. b,„w ^fl, a I„
euder initialed handkerchief wT.^
in . ,•„ *

«"a^eri!mef. He uud a great dealm • ve,7 few mmntes, but it wa, too involved tooincoherent to be n>r,^>^ i. ,
'""to, too

however LVk ^^ '"* ^^ ««*<«^howe™. that ho meant to «,e the Acme Company

fltd b""
'^"'"' '""'"' '^'"^ *» ''«'^-^ «.d h.s ^„tation, if ne Soul of LUtUfoot

at Luck , gr^nmng oompo,™« with hi, full a„pp,.ofnvechve. When ho perceived that Luck',Z
and that Luck's »,;,« was threatening ,0 ezpWe-to langhter, Bently Brown shook hisT ,ZZ

m;^
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of them, shrilled something about seeing his lawyer

at onoe^ and went out and slammed the door.

" Loivdeel He'd make a hit in comedy, that fel-

low," Luck observed placidly, and lighted the cigar

he had been holding. " What's he mean —* sue the

company * ?
"

" He means sue the company," Martinson retorted

grimly. "That clause in the contract where we
agree to produce his stories in a manner befitting the

quality and fame of these several stories in fiction;

he's got grounds for action there, and he's going to

make the most of it. He's sore, anyway. Some
one's been telling him he practically made us a pres-

ent of his stuff."

" Hell
!
" said Luck. « Why didn't you say so ?

"

" Why didn't you say that you were turning that

stuff into farce^»medy?'' Martinson came back

sharply. " I could have told you it wouldn't get by.

I knew Brown wouldn't stand for anything like that;

and I knew he could put the gaff into us on that
* manner befitting' clause."

"It's a wonder you wouldn't have jarred loose

from some of that wisdom," Luck observed tartly.

" You never gave me any dope at all on this Bently

Brown person. You handed me the junk he stung

il:
Hi
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You made a mees of it »» iw—*•

"Tou laughed- I.„ck pointed out WnicIIy.Then k.. eye. tw'nkled ™ddeuly. -Laugh and

"'f^'""<'ff'"'«y'-«»ok .this cigar.

''

B»tly BroTO," Martinaon remiajed him, «if that^ctu« ,. „,e.3ed a, it a.a„da. How uLy I^^eyou made, so far ?

"

^

"Tou'vo got to out out that fuuuy bu8iu«„

« -tmght dr«n.. We can't afford a Iawe.,it the»*-l tune, -and injunction, tying up the r<^ear

«.ce bunch of uselees expenae, I must say, when Pve^nchaa.ng nickel, off the expend ai nt 7{ 1»mpa.y and sitting up night, nursing p^fitWe II have to cut „,.ri«, now, to breaic evLTm
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fluke. I've left the payroll alone 80 far. That's the
wont of a break like this. The whole company has
got to pay for every blunder from now on."

Luck's eyes hardened while he listened. Hi did
not call his work a blunder, and the charge did not
sit well coming from another.

^^

"Buy off Bently Brown," he advised crisply.
"Offer him a new contract, naming this stuff as
comedy. Advertise them as the famous comedies of
Bently Brown, the well-known author. Show him
some good publicity dope along that line. Give him
the credit of making the stories live ones. This
series will be a money-maker, and a big one, if ever
they reach the screen. You're old enough in the
biisiness to know that. Mart. You saw how this film
hit the bunch, and you know what it takes to rouse
any enthusiasm in the projection room. And take
it from me, Mart— this is straight !— that's the
only way in God's worid to make that series take
hold at all. As drama the stuff is hopeless. Abso-
lutely hopeless. It's only by giving it the twist I
gave it that it will get over. You do that, Mart.
You kid this Bently Brown into being featured as
the humorist of the age, and pay him a little some-
thing for swallowing his disappointment as a dra-

•|l

' i.
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^ gooda. You do tlmt, and you'U be mU

every foot rf^t .J*"',""* I'm got to be retaken;

.«». Il»PPontoWth.tB«,wnw.^<b.te.n.

•nd
^
W.eve you m,A> the firet one when youbought t^t bunch of cowboy. UoV with yot 'if*ij o« do rtraight dramatic acting, all Lf if

For a peaceable num, Martin«.n wa. angr,. Heiad taken «,mo trouble in .soothing do^I ^'
AM temper of Bently Brown, even befo« vie,Zthe trial run of the picture. Martinson hatedlv

"peak, and aa he had done once before, Martinaon
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repented hit banhneM when it was too lata " Pe?»-

•onally, your version struck me as awfully funny,"
he began placatingly.

" Who gives a cuss how it struck you personally f

"

Luck stood up with unexpected haste. " You trim
and truckle to every one that comes along with a
gold brick, and that's why you have to sit up nights

to nurse the profits. If you had a little stiffening

in your back, the profits would show up better. You
paid good money for this bunch of rot, and turned it

over to me to whip into a profitable investment
You can make the rounds of the studio and get a vote
on whether I've done it or not. Put it up to your
Public; they'll mighty soon let you know whether
the film's a money-getter. If it is, your business as

general manager and president of the Acme Film
Company is to get Bently Brown in line for the pro-

duction to go on. A clause such as you mention in
the agreement with him shows a bigger blunder on
your part than anything I've done or ever will do.

If you'd had as much sense as Ted, you'd have kept
that clause out If you'd had half as much brains
as the comedy burro out in the corral you'd never
have loaded up with that stuff, anyway; you'd have
seen at a glance that it was rotten.
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rieh? . 7'°^ "'^ *» ""^ -"O^^ a"

„,T ^ ''°'; "'^P^f^'io-'"! on the Acme p.;

-sworked up .a a lot of dan.ed, sioily, „„3h melo-

"^better. Luck stopped and shut his teeth to

to feel ashamed of haviugutte«d. He turned tothe door, swallowed hard, and forced himself to adignified cahn before he spoke again

o..eoompanr;t:;r'rn:or'r;

:r
*" "»- - ^-o -o-^ng." Then he wLt

"Dammit, who's rmming this «>mpany-y„u or
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I?" Martinson called after him heatedly. But
Luck v^A already standing on the steps and hoisting

hi jinbrc^k a,,rinst the drizzle, and he did not give

ai y tiga that !ie heard.

i'>P

h'



CHAPTER EIGHT

gy =evon o'clock in the morning,- ,i„„o a,atMJ was h.8 ultimatum,- L„ck was standing in his
bare feet and pajamas, acrimoniously a,guing with
Marhnson over the telephone. Usually he was up
.t su, but he was a stubborn young man, and the day
promzsed much rainfall, anyway. He would haveP«f««d sunshine; the stand he meant to takewould have had m„« weight in working weather.
But smce he could not prevent the morning fro^

to7 '•?T """' '^ ^'"'"^ "»" determination
to slip mto his tones.

Martmson had spent an unplea.«,t evening with
Bently Brown, or so he declared. He had called up
several stockholders of the Acme, and had talkedZmatter over with them, and—
"Well, cut the preamble. Mart," snapped tuck,t^mg to wa™ one foot by ebbing it with the other

one. Do r go on with the work, or don't I ? ''
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"From the looks of the weather—" Mart began

to temporize.

" Weather cuts no figure with this matter. You
know what I mean. What's the decision ? " Luck
scowled at the pretty g'.-l on his wall calendar, and
began to rub his right foot with the left and to curse

the janitor with that part of his brain not occupied

with the conversation.

" Well, listen. You come out to the oflSce, after

awhile, and we'll go into this matter calmly," begged

Martinson. " No use in letting that temper of yours

run away with you, Luck. You know we all
—

"

" What did Bently Brown say ? Did you put the

pmnosition up to him as I suggested f
"

•'
• ck, you know I told you Brown wouldn't con-

si u —

"

" Say, Mart, get all those rambling words out of

your system, and then call me up and tell me what I

want to know! " And Luck hung up the receiver

and went shivering back to bed. From the things he
said to himself, he was letting that temper of his run
away with him in spite of Martinson's warning.

He had just ceased having spasms of shivering,

and had found his warm nest of the night, and was
feeling glad that it was raining so that he could stay

i

m

m
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in bed as long aa he liked, when the phone jingled
Bhrilly again. Had he been certain that it was Mar-
tinson, Luck would have Iain there and let it ring it-

self tired. But there is always the doubt when a
telephone beU calls peremptorily. Ke waited sulkily
until the girl si the switchboard in the office below
settled down to prolong the siege. Luck knew that
girl would never quit now that she was sure he was
in. He crawled out again, this time dragging the
bedspread with him for drapery.

"H'l-lo!" There was no compromise in his
voice, which was guttural.

"luck? This is Martinson. You are to retake
all of the Bently Brown pictures which you have
made so far, under the personal supervision of Bently
Brown himself, who wiU pass upon all fihn before
accepted by the company. This is final."

"Martinson? This is Luck. You and Bently
Browu and the Acme Film Company can go where
the heat's never turned off. This is final."

Wher'upon Luck slammed the receiver into its

brackets, trailed over to a table and gleaned "the
makings " from among the litter of papers, programs,
"stills," and letters, and roUed himself a much-
needed smoke. He was sorry chiefly because he had
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been compelled to use such mild language over the

telephone. It would be almost worth a trip to the

office just to tell Martinson wuhout stint what he

thought of him and all his works.

He crawled back into bed and smoked his cigarette

with due regard for tho bedclothes, and wondered

what kind of a fool they took him for if they imag-

ined for one minute that he would produce so much

as a sub-title under the personal supervision of Ben-

tiy Brown.

After awhile it occurred to him that, unless he re-

lented from his final statement to Martinson, he was

a young man out of a job, but that did not worry him

much. Of course, if he left the Acme Company, he

would have to look around for an opening somewhere

else, where he could take his Happy Family and

maybe produce. . . .

Right there Luck got up and unlocked his trunk,

which was also his chest of treasures, and found the

carton copy of his lange scenario. He had not

named it yet. In thinking of it and in talking about

it with the boys he had been content to call it his

Big Picture. If he could place himself and his

Big Picture and his boys with some company that

would appreciate the value of the combination, his

^.
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rupture with the Acme Company would be simply
a bit of good luck. While he huddled close to the
radiator that was beginning to hiss and rumble en-
couragingly, he glanced rapidly over the meagerly
described scenes which were to his imagination so
full of color.

"Pam. bleak mesa— snow— cattle drifting be-
fore wind. Dale and Johnny dis. riding to fore-
ground. Eeg. cold -horses leg-weary- boys allm—"

To Luck, sitting there in his pajamas as close as
he could get to a slow-warming steam radiator, thooe
curteiled sentences projected his mental self into a
land of cold and snow and biting wind, where the
cattle drifted dismally before the storm. Andy
Green and Miguel Rapponi were riding slowly to
ward him on shuffling horses as bone-weary as their
masters. Snow was packed in the wrinkles of the
boys' clothing. Snow was packed in the manes and
tails of the horses that moved with their heads droop-
ing in utter dejection. "Boys all in," said the
script laconically. Luck, staring at the little thread
of escaping steam from the radiator valve, saw Andy
and the Native Son drooping in the saddles, sway-
ing stiffly with the movements of their mounts. He
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saw them to the last little detail,— to the drift of

snow on their hatbrims and the tiny icicles clinging

to the high collars of their sourdough coats, where

their breath had frozen.

If he could get a company to let him put that on,

he would not care, he told himself, if he never made

another picture in his life. If he could get a com-

pany to send him and the boys where that stuff could

be found—
Well, it was only eight o'clock in the morning, a

rainy morning at that, when all good movie people

would lie late in bed for the pure luxury of taking

their ease. But Luck, besides acting upon strong

convictions and then paying the price without whim-

pering, never let an impulse grow stale from want of

use. He reached for the fat telephone directory and

searched out the numbers of those motion-picture

companies which he did not remember readily.

Then^ beginning at the first number on his hastily

compiled list, he woke five different managers out of

their precious eight-o'clock sleep to answer his ques-

tions.

Whatever they may have thought of Luck Lindsay

just then, they replied politely, and did not tell him

offhand that there was no possible opening for him

ir

f.

h
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in their companie,. Three of them made ap.x nt.

-.^ With hi. .t their office,. 0„ep„„.^t
«^h.m»PJueta,«K,n.,he..h.dalineonany.

J^V' O«eaaid.h.t,wi.h.herain,„ea.herooj.
.ng o„, they were cutting do<m to straight etudio

2tt:^:r°"'^-^--''--'^»;
Then I ™pp„,e the whole five called him name,^km h.s hack, fignrativel, e^i^, ,„ ^j^^^I-early „^r on such a day. A^„t one of then, asked

Acme; reasons, in the motion-picture business are
generally i„,»^ npcn demand and have buT; Zt t.ous value at best. And since it is never a mat^of surpr^e when any director or any member 7Ty
Z^'

O-des to t.y a new field, it would sZ

Luck had no quabns of conscience, either for hi,treatment of Martinson and his overtures, or fo hi.i^urbance, of five other perfectly inoffe;ive nLvt

and with h>s mmd shuttling back and forth from his

He folded h.s scenario and placed it in a longenvel-
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ope, hunted until he found his rubbers, took his

raincoat over his arm and his umbrella in his hand,

and went blithely to the elevator. It was too stormy

for hi's machine, so he caught a street car and went
straight to the bungalow where the Happy Family
were still snoring at peace with the world and each

other.

Still Luck had no qualms of conscience. He lin-

gered in the kitchen just long enough to say howdy
to Eosemary Green who was anxiously watching a

new and much admired coffee percolator " to see if it

were going to perk," she told him gravely. He as-

sured Rosemary that he had come all the way out

there in the hope of being invited to breakfast.

Then he went into a sleep-charged atmosphere and
gave a real, old-time range yell.

Why, I saw that peaked little person with Mr.
Martinson," Mrs. Andy remarked slightingly at the

breakfast table. "Was that Bently Brown? And
he has the nerve to want to stand around and boss

you— oh, find me an umbrella, somebody I I shall

choke if I can't go and tell him to his silly, pink face

what a conceited little idiot he is 1 " (You will see

why it was that Eosemary Green had been adopted

without question as a member of the Happy Family.)

: I

h u
It
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''I hope you told him straight out, Luck Lindsay

-
that theee boys would simply tear him limb from limb
If he ever dared to butt in on your work. VHiy it's
you that made the picture fit to look at I

"

Luck let his eyes thank her for her loyalty, and
held out has empty cup for more coffee. "

I came
out, he drawled quietly, "to find out .hat you
fellows are going to do about it. Of course, they'll
get somebody else to go ahead with the stuff, and you
boys can stay with it—

"

" Well, say I Bl\ you come away out here in the
r.u to insult us fellers?" Big Medicme roared
suddenly from the foot of the table. " FH ^k^ a lotfrom you, but by cripes they's got to be a line drawed
somewheres I

"

T '7,T ^ ^^ '^' ^"'"'^ ''''«" '0 <t«W it,
Ludr, spoke up 4e dried little man who seldom
apoke .t the table, but concentrated his attention
"pon the joy of eating what Mrs. Andy set before
-"n. I come out here to work for you. That pe-
te.^ out, by gorry I'll g„ fc^ck to chufferin a baggT
truck in Sioux, North Dakoty. Kin I ha™a^
more coffee, Mrs. Green 1

"

While Bosemary proudly brought her new pero
later in from the kitchen and refilled his cup, luck
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LindBay aut aiid endured the greatest tongue-lashing

of his life. Furthermore, he seemed to enjoy the

chorus of reproaches and threats and recriminations.

He chuckled over the eloquence of Andy Green, and

he grinned at the belligerence of Pink and the melan-

choly of Happy Jack.

" I don't guess you're crazy to work under Bently

Brown," he finally managed to slide into the uproar.

" Do I get you as meaning to stick with me— wher-

ever I go ?

"

" You get us that way or you get licked," Weary,

tie mild-tempered one, stated flatly. " You can fire

us and send us home, but you can't walk off and leave

us with the Acme, 'cause we won't stay."

That was what Luck had ridden twelve cold, rainy

miles to hear the Happy Family declare. He had

expected them to take that stand, but it was good to

hear it spoken in just that tone of finality. He
stacked his cup and saucer in his plate, laid his knife

and fork across them in the old range style, and be-

gan to roll a cigarette,— smoking at the table being

another comfortable little bad habit which Rosemary

Green wisely and smilingly permitted.

" That being the case," he began cheerfully, " you
boys had best go over with me now and give in your

.1
j

Hi
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^ wort.' notic r„ dir«tor of «„r ««p.By

tation home

—

*'

"Aw g„.nl Who «.id we wm goin' home?"
wailed Happy Jack distroMfuily.

"Now, Ii.u,n, Y„u.„ entitled to your tr.,*
portahon money That doean't mean you'll hare to
u«.tforthatpurpo,e-.abe? If. coming to you,
«nd you get it There', a week'. ,ala,y due all
around, too, beside, the two week, you'll got by giving
nohce. No u« pacing up .„y bet, like that So
'«t

«
go, boy.. I've got an appointment at one

o clodc, and I may a. well wipe the Acme .late clean
th.. forenoon, «, I can talk husine« without any
«me.back f„m Mart, or any tag end. to piek up.
«*rab your .licker. and let', move."

of ^'IT..' ^^ ^^ '" ^"^ ^•"^^' '» •?"«
of the fact that >t wa. a .tormy one. Hi. interview
w,th Mart, which he endured moatly for the .ake of
the Happy FamUy, developed into a quarrel which
wvered beyond mending hi. connection with the
Acme.

It was noon when he reached his hotel, and his
wrath had not cooled with the trip into town. There
were two 'phone calls in his mail, he discovered, and

III

ill



LINE DRAWED SOMEWHERES 125

one bore an urgent request that he call Hollywood
Bomething^r^ther the moment he returned. Thia
waa from the Great Western Film Company, and
Luck'a eyes brightened while he read it. He went
straight to his room and called up the Great Western.

Presently he found himself speaking to the great

.Dewitt himself, and his blood was racing with the

possibilities of the interview. Dewitt had heard that

Luck was leaving the Acme— extras may be de-

pended upon for carrying gossip from one studio to

another,— and was wasting no time in oflFering him
a position. His Western director, Robert Grant
Bums whom Luck knew well, had been carried to the

hospital with typhoid fever which he had contracted

while out with his company in what is known as

Nigger Sloughs,— a locality more picturesque than

healthful. Dewitt feared that it was going to be a

long illness at the very best Would Luck consider

taking the company and going on with the big five-

reel feature which Bums had just begun? Dewitt
was prepared to offer special inducements and to

make the position a permanent one. He would give

Bums a dramatic company to produce features at

the studio, he said, and would give Luck the privilege

of choosing his own scenarios and producing them in

f..

mu

.oivrsnr^sifQja ^er^wi^-



126 THE PHANTOM HERD
liisownway. Could Luck arrange to meet Demtt
at four that afternoon ?

Luck could, by cancelling his appointment with a
smaUer and less important company, which he did
promptly and with no compunctions whatever. He
did more iJian that; he postponed the other two ap-
pointments, knowing in his heart that his chances
would not be lessened thereby. After that he built a
castle or two while he waited for the appointment.
The Great Western Company had been a step higher
than he had hoped to reach. Robert Grant Bums he
had considered a fixture with the company. It had
never entered his mind that he might possibly land
within the Great Western's high concrete wall,- and
that other wall which was higher and had fewer gates
and which was invisible withal. That the great De-'
Witt himself should seek Luck out was just a bit
ataoering. He wanted to go out and tell the bunch
about it, but he decided to wait untU everything was
settled. Most of all he wanted the Acme to know
that Dewitt wanted him ; that would be a real slap in
the face of Mart's judgment, a vindication of Luck's
abilities as a director.

What Luck did was to telephone the hospital and
leam aU he could about Bums' condition. He was



LINE DRAWED SOMEWHERES 127

genuinely sorry that Burns was sick, even though he
was mightily proud of being chosen as Bums' suc-

cessor. He even found himself thinking more about
Bums, after the first inner excitement wore itself out,

than about himself. Bums was a good old scout.

Luck hated to think of him lying helpless in the grip
of typhoid. So it was with mixed emotions that he
went to see Dewitt.

Dewitt wanted Luck --- wanted him badly. He
was frank enough to let Luck see how much he wanted
him. He even told Luck that, aU things being equal,

he considered Luck a better Western director than
was Robert Grant Bums, in spite of the fact that

Bums had scored a big success with his Jean, of the
Lazy ,\ serial. You cannot wonder that Luck's
spirits rose to buoyancy when he heard that. Also,

Dewitt named a salary bigger than Luck had ever re-

ceived in his life, and nearly double what the Acme
had paid him. Luck spoke of his Big Picture, and
when he outlined it briefly, Dewitt did not say that
it seemed to lack action.

Dewitt had watched Luck with his keen blue eyes,

and had observed that Luck owned that priceless

element of success, which is enthusiasm for his work.
Dewitt had listened, and had told Luck that he would
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like to see the Big Picture go on the screen, and that
he would be willing to pay him for the scenario and
let hun make it where and how he pleased. He even
volunteered to try and persuade Jean Douglas, ofI^y A tamo, to come back and play the leading
woman's part.

" That's one thing that has been bothering me a
little," Luck owned gratefully. « Of course I con-
sidered her absolutely out of reach. But with her
for my leading woman, and the boys holding up the
range end as they're capable of doing—

"

Dewitt gave him a quick look. « Yes, my boys
are able to do that," he said distinctly. « They have
been well trained in Western dramatic work."
^Luck braced himself. " When I mentioned the
boys," he said, «I meant my boys that I brought
from the Flying U outfit, up in Montana. They go
with me." "^ ^

Dewitt did not answer that statement immediately
He inspected his finger nails thoughtfuUy before he
glanced up. « It's a pity, but I'm afraid Aat camiot
be managed, Mr. Lindsay. The boys in my Western
company have been with me, some of them, since the
Independent Sales Company was organised. They
worked for next to nothing till I got things started.
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Two or three are under contracts. You will under-

stand me when I say that my boys must stay where
they are." He waited for a minute, and watched
Luck's face grow sober. " I have heard about your
Happy Family," he added. " There has been a good
deal of discussion, I imagine, among the studios

about them. Ordinarily I should be glad to have
you bring those boys with you ; but as matters stand,

it is impossibla Our Western Company is full, and
I could not let these boys go tc make room for

strangers,— however good those strangers might be.

You understand ?

"

" Certainly I understand." But Luck's face did

not brighten.

" Can't they stay on with the Acme ? From what
I hear, the Acme's Western Company is not large at

best."

"They can stay, yes. But they won't. The
whole bunch gave in their two weeks' notice this

morning." There was a grim satisfaction in Luck's

tone.

" Left when you did, I suppose ?

"

" That's just exactly what they did. I told them
they better stay, and they nearly lynched me for it."

" Have you made any agreement with them in re-

fin
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gard to placing them with another company— for
instance ?

"

" Certainly not Some things don't have to be
set down in black and white."

"I— see." Dewitt did sea What he saw wor-
ried him, even though it increased his respect for
Luck Lindsay. He studied his nails more criticaUy
than before.

"These boys— have they any resources at all,

other than their work in pictures ? Did they bum
their bridges when they came with you ?

"

"Oh, far as that goes, they've all got ranches.
They wouldn't starve." Luck's voice was inclined
to gruffness under quizzing.

" As I see the situation," Dewitt went on evenly
and with a logic that made Luck squirm wit'i its very
truthfuhiess, " they l*ft their ranches and came with
you to work in pictures in a spirit of adventure, we
might say. There is a glamour; and your personal
influence, your enthusiasm, had its effect. Should
they go back to their ranches now, they would carry
back a fresh outlook and a fund of experiences that
would season conversation agreeably for months to

come. They will not have lost financially, I take
it They will have had a vacation which has in
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many ways been a profitable one. Should the ques-

tion be laid before them, I venture the assertion that

they would urge you to take this position with us.

They would feel seme disappointment of course—
just as you would feel sorry not to be able to bring

them with you. But no reasonable man would blame

you or expect you to bear the handicap of six or

seven inexperienced young fellows. You must see

that your only hope of placing them would be with

some new company just starting up. And this is not

the season for young companies. Next spring you

might stand a better chance."

"Yes, that's all true enough," Luck admitted,

since Dewitt plainly expected some reply. " At the

same time—

"

" There is no immediate need of a decision," De-

witt hastily completed Luck's sentence. " From all

weather reports, this storm is going to be a long one.

I doubt very much if you could get to work for

several days. I wish you would think it over from

all sides before you accept or refuse the proposition,

Mr. Lindsay. Lay the matter before your boys ; tell

them frankly just how things stand. I'll guarantee

they will insist upon your accepting the position. I

know, and you know, that it will give you a better

J I!m
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opportunity than you have had in some time. And
I am going to say candidly that I believe you need
only the opportunity to make your work stand out
above aU the others. That is why I sent for you
this morning. I believe you have big possibilities,
and I want you with the Great Western."

There was that instant of silence which terminates
all conferences. Then Luck rose, and Dewitt tilted
back his office chair and swung it away from the
desk so that he was still facing Luck. So the two
looked at each other measuringly for a moment
" I certainly appreciate your good opinion of me,

Mr. Dewitt," Luck said. « Whether I take the place
or not, I want to thank you for offering it to me. It
aU looks fine— the chance of my life ; but I can't—

"

"No, don't say any mora" Dewitt raised his
hand. « You do as I suggest ; teU the boys just what
has passed, if you lika Let them decide for yoa."
"No, that wouldn't be fair. They'd decide for

my interests and forget about their own. I know
that"

" Well, lefs just wait a day or two. You think it
over. Think what you could do with Jean Douglas,
for instanca I'U try and get her back ; I think per-
Iiaps I can. She's married, but I think they'll both
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come if I make it worth their while. Come and see

me day after to-morrow, will you ? We'll say four

o'clock again. Good-by."

So Luck went away with temptation whispering in

his ear.



CHAPTER NINE

LBAVB IT TO THE BUNOH

NOT a word did Luck say to the Happy Family
about his big opportunity. Instead, he avoided

them half guiltily, and he filled the next day and the
one after that by seeing, or tryin"' to see, the head
of every motion picture company in that part of the

State. He even sent a night letter to a big com-
pany at Santa Barbara. Always he stipulated that

he must take his own cowboys with him and have a
free hand in the production of Western pictures—
since he did not mean to risk having another irate

author descend upon him with threats of a lawsuit.

By three o'clock of the day when he was to give

Dewitt his decision, Luck was convinced that the two
conditions he never failed to mention were as two
iron bars across every trail that might otherwise

have been open to him. No motion picture company
seemed to feel that it needed seven inexperienced

men on its payroll. A few general managers sug^

gested letting them work as extras, but the majority
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could not see the proposition at alL They were
more willing to give Luck the free hand which he de-

manded, had negotiations ever reached that far,

which they did not.

The Happy Family, Luck was forced to admit
to himself, was a very serious handicap for an ou^
of-work director to carry at the beginning of the

rainy season. He did his best, and he spent two
sleepless nights over the doing, but he simply could

not land them anywhere. He talked himself hoarse

for them, he painted them geniuses all ; he declared

that they would make themselves and their company
— supposing they were accepted— famous for

Western pictures. He worked harder to place them
in the business than he would ever work to find

himself a job, and he failed absolutely.

Dewitt's eyes questioned him the moment he stood

inside the oflSce. Dewitt had heard something of

Luck's eflForts since their last meeting; and although

he admired Luck the more for his loyalty, he felt

quite certain that now he was convinced of his defeat,

Luck would hesitate no longer over stepping into the

official shoes of Robert Grant Burns, who was lying

on his broad back, and shouting pitifully futile com-
mands to his company and asking an imaginary

i
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oamera-man questions which were as Greek to the

soft-footed nurse. Dewitt, having just come from a

visit to Bums, had a vivid mental picture of that

ward in the Sister's hospital. But alongside that

picture was another, quite as vivid, of Luck Lindsay

standing beside Pete Lowry's camera with a script

in his hand, explaininr to Jean Douglas the bu. iness

of some particular scene.

" Well ? " queried Dewitt, and motioned Luck to a

chair.

"Well," Luck echoed, and stopped for a breath.

" No use wasting time, Mr. Dewitt I can't take

any position that doesn't include the Flying U boys.

I'm certainly sorry that prevents my accepting your

oflFer. I appreciate all it would mean for me and for

my Big Picture to be with you. Br — some things

mean more—

"

"You're imder no obl'gations co tie your own
hands just because theirs are not free," Dewitt re-

minded him sharply.

" I know I'm not"

" Can you figure where it will be to their advantage

fc" you to refuse a good position just because they

happen to be out of work ?

"

"I'm not trying to figure anything like that.
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Some things don't have to be figured. Some things

just are I Do you see what I mean? Thoso boys

didn't wait to do any figuring. When 1 quit the

Acme, they quit— just as a matter of course. If I

were as loyal to them as they have been to me, Mr.
Dewitt, I wouldn't have taken two days to give you
my answer. I'd have told you day before yesterday

what I'm telling you now."

Dewitt did not reply at once. When he did speak

he seemed to be answering an argument within him-

self.

" I can't let my own boys go to make room for

yours. That is absolutely out of the question.

There is a little matter of loyalty there, also."

" I know there is. I don't know that I should

want you to let them go. We're both in the same
position almost And we're at a deadlock, Mr. De-

witt I'm certainly sorry that I can't sign up with

you."

" So am I, young man. So am I. Come back if

things shape themselves so you can see your way clear

to directing my Western company. I've an idea

your boys will be going back to their ranches before

the holidays. In case they do, let me hear from
you.'*
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That was more than Luck had any right to expect,

and he had the senae to realize it He thanked De-

witt and promised, and went away with something

of a load off his mind. Tie could go now and face

the Happy Family witiiout feeling himself another

Judaa.

He found tliem sitting around waiting for their

supper and trying to invent new words to fit their

disgust with the Acme Fihn Company. They
greeted Luck as though they had not seen him for a

month.

" Bully for you, Luck I
" Andy shouted, and gave

him an approving slap on the shoulder that sent him
skating dangerously toward the table. « Best job in

town just came a-running up to you and says, * Please

take me I '— so they say. That right ?

"

"Yeah— what about this here Great Western

gitting its loop on you first thing?" bawled Big
Medicine gleefully. "By cripes, that's sure one

on the Acme bunch! They'll wisht they wasn't

quite so fresh, givin' that little tin imitation of an
author so much rope. Me 'n' Pink was over to

the studio to-day; honest to grandma, they was a

sick lookin' bunch around there. Me 'n' Pink
sure throwed it into 'em too, about letting the only
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real man they had git away from 'em the way they

dona"

" My goiry, son, I sure am tickled to see yuh light

with boia feet under yuh, like they say you done. I

heard tell the (Jroat Western's going to let yuh put on
your own pitcher; I guess them Acme tolks'll feel

kinda foolish whea they see it," declared the dried

little man, grinning over his pipe.

Luck was lighting his bewilderment and framing a

demand far explanations when Rosemaiy bustled in

from tlie kitchen.

" Oh, but we're glad, Luck Lindsay I
" she began in

her quick, emphatic way. "We all feel like a
million dollars over your good luck. We're going to

have fried chicken and strawberry shortcake for sup-

per, too, just for a celebration. T knew you'd come
out and tell us all about it So sit right down, every-

body, and keep still so Luck can tell us just what
everybody said to the other felloT/, n-A how Dewitt
happened to get hold of him so quickly. Is it true ?

The boys heard you were going to get two hundred
dollars a week I

"

"Not get it— no." Luck unfolded his napkin
with fingers that shook a little. " I was oflFered it,

but I'm not going to take it."

M

—mtmmmmmm--.
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"Not— why, Luck Lmdaayl" Bosemary very

nearly dropped, her new percolator.

"Aw, gwan! Only reason I wouldn't take two
hundred a week would be because I'd drop dead at

the chance and couldn't"

" Well, listen. There's one point that hasn't

spilled into studio gossip yet," Luck managed to slip

into the uproar. " I didn't take the place. There
were some details we couldn't get together on, so I

thanked him and turned it down."

There was silence, while the Happy Family stared

at him.

"What dee-tails was them?" Big Medicine de-

manded belligerently. « Way I heard it—

"

"Studio gossip," Luck interrupted hastily.

"You can't depend on anything you hear passed

around amongst the extras. We failed to agree on
certain technical details. 1 haven't any more job

than a jack rabbit ; let it go at that What have you
fellows been doing ?

"

" Fs ? Why, the Acme's goin' to give us absent

treatment from now o<' Andy stated cheerfully.

"They're paying us thirty a week apiece to stay

away from 'em— and I sure never earned money
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easier than that. Clements is going to take or-

ders from that soKjalled author, and he told me
straight out that the/U he using actors in those

stories."

"They'll need 'em," Luck commented drily.

" You're in luck that they don't want you to work.

Any other news ?

"

" You het they's other news !
" roared Big Medi-

cine, goggling across the tahle at Luck. " I rustled

me a job, by cripes! Soon as this rain's over, I'm
goin' to cash in my face fer two dollars a day with
the Sunspt Feller over there wants me bad fer

atmosphere in a pitcher he's goin' to make of the

Figy Islands. Feller claims he can clothe me in a
nigger wig and a handful of grass and get more
atmosphere, by cripes, to the square inch—

"

Rosemary gasped and bolted for the kitchen.

When she came back, red-faced and still gurgling

spasmodically, Pink was relating his experiences

with another company. He and the N"ative Son and
Weary, it transpired, were duly enrolled upon the

extra list and were reasonably sure of a day's work
now and then. Rosemary had paid her Japanese
maid and let her go, and Andy was going to help her
with the housework until the industrial problem was
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solved. She listened for a minute and then made a
fltiggestion of her own.

. " We're all in the same boat," she said, " and by
just sticking together, I know we'll come out swim-
mingly. Why don't you leave the hotel, and come
out here and batch with us, Luck? It would be so
much cheaper; and I can turn that couch in the
kitchen into a bed, easy as anything. I'd like to
shake that Great Western Company for acting the
way they have with you. Think of offering a man a
two-hundred-a-week position and then haggling—"

" Say, Luck," the dried little man spoke up sud-
denly, « how much does one of them there camarios
cost? I'd be wiUin' to chip in and help buy one;
and, by gorry, we could make some movin' pitchers
of our own and seU 'em, if we can't do no better."
He craned his ne«k and peered the length of the table
at Luck. « Ain't no law ag'in it, is there ? " he chal-
lenged.

" No, there's no law against it" Luck closed his
lips against further comment. The idea was like a
sudden blow upon the door of his imagination.

^

The Happy Family looked at one another inquir-
ingly. They had never thought of doing anything
like that. The dried little man may have meditated
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much upon the subject, but he certainly had not

given a hint of it to any of them.

" Oh, why couldn't you boys do that? " Rosemary
exclaimed breathlessly.

Luck stirred his coflFee carefully and did not look

up. " Don't run away with the idea that you can

buy a camera for twenty or thirty dollars," he
quelled. " A camera, complete with tripod, lenses,

magazines, and cases, would cost about fourteen hun-

dred dollars— at least."

That, as he had expected it to do, rather feazed the

Happy Family for a few minutes. They became
interested in the food they were eating, and their

eyes did not stray far from their plates.

"I can ante two hundred," Weary remarked at

last with elaborate carelessness, reaching for more
butter.

" See yuh and raise yuh fifty," Andy Green re-

torted briskly. « I've got a wife that's learning me
to save money."

" You can count my chips for all I got." Pink's

dimples showed briefly. « I'll go through my pockets

when I get filled up, and see how rich I am. But,

anyway, there's a couple of hundred I know I've got,

— counting Acme handouts and all."
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"We^ll—» the dried little man laid down his

fork to rub his chin thoughtfully, "I never had
much call to spend money in Sioux, North-Dakoty.
I batched and lived savin'. I can put in half of that

fourteen hundred— mebby a little mite more."
" Well, by cripes, I got a boy t' look out fer, and I

ain't rich as some, but all I got goes in the pot I

"

cried Big Medicine impulsively.

Luck leaned back in his chair and regarded the
flushed faces enigmatically. "This is all good
material for an argument on our financial standing,"
he said, " but if you're taking yourselves seriously,

let me tell you something before you go any farther.

Buying a camera is only a starter. Besides, I
wouldn't play with little stuflF and compete with
these big, established companies releasing on regular
programs. Say, for the sake of argument, that we
cooperate and go into this; aU I'd handle would be
features,— State's rights stuff. (Make big foupor-
five reelers, and sell the rights in as many States as
possible; that's what it amounts to.) But it isn't a
thing to play with, boys. Let's do our joking about
something elsa"

Rosemary set her two elbows upon the table,

clasped her hands together, and dropped her chiil
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upon them so that she was looking at Luck from
under her eyebrows. That pose meant determination

and an argumentative mood.

" I've been doing a little mental arithmetic," she

began. " Also I've done a little thinking. I know
now what spoiled that Great Western offer for you,

Luck Lindsay. It was because they wouldn't take

the boys too. And you turned it down because you
— oh, they're the * technical details,' young man!
You see? Your eyes give you away. I knew it,

once the idea popped into my head. What do you
think of a fellow like that, boys ? Refused a two-

hundred-a-week position because he couldn't get you
fellows a job too."

" That two hundred seems to worry you a good
deal," Luck muttered, crimson to his collar.

" Now don't interrupt, because I shall keep rifht

on talking just the same. I've a lot more to . y.

Do you realize that the donations these boys have
made already amounts to over fifteen hundred dol-

lars? And that does not include Happy Jack or

Miguel, because they haven't—

"

" Aw, gwan 1 I never had a chanct to git a word
in edgeways," Happy hurriedly defended hia seem-
ing parsimony. " I'm willin' to chip in."
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"Well, the point is this: Why not all put in

what you can, and just go out where there are cattle,

and make your Big Picture, Luck Lindsay? We
could live in the country cheaper than we can here;

and there wouldn't be anything to buy but grub,—
just a bag of beans and some flour and coffee. I'd

be willing to starve for the sake of making that Big
Picture I"

" By gracious, there's our transportation money,
too! Andy broke another short silence. "Three
hundred and fifty, right there in a lump."

"Let it stay transportation money, too!" Rose-
mary advised quickly. "It can transport you
fellows to where Luck wants to make his picture."

They waited then for Luck to speak, but he was too

busy thinking. On his shoulders would rest the

responsibility of the outfit. On his word they would
rely absolutely and without question. It was no
light matter to lead these men into a venture which
would take their time, more hard, heartbreaking

work than they could possibly foresee, and the last

dollar they possessed. He was sorely tempted to

try it, but for their sakes he knew he must not let

their enthusiasm sweep away his sober judgment
Had they owned but half his experience it would be

i
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different; but their very ignorance of the game
hampered his decision.

" Well, boss, how about it ? » Andy urged. " Are
yuh game to try her a whirl? We haven't got much,
but what we've got is yours if you want to tackle it!

We'll be right with you- till hell's no bigger than a
bullet ladle."

" That's just what holds me back. I'd certainly
hate to lead you up against a losing proposition, boys.
And if I went into it, I'd go in over my eyebrows ; if
I didn't make good I wouldn't have the price of a tag
on a ten-cent sack of Bull Durham when I quit; so
I couldn't pay you back—

"

" Aw, thunder I Think we never set into a poker
game in our lives? Think we're in the habit of
hoUerin' for our chips back when we lose? What's
the matter with yuh, anyway? " cried Big Medicine
wrathfully.

"Why, of course we share the risk of losing!

"

Rosemary scowled at him indignantly. « We'U go
in over our eyebrows, too,— and stand on our toes
long as we can, to keep our scalp locks showing above
water I " Her brown eyes twinkled a swift glance
aromid the table. "If you think these boys are
quitters, Luck Lindsay, you just ought to have been
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around when they were hanging on to their home-
steads I I could tell you things—

"

" You say buying a camera is just a starter. How
much do you figure it would cost to make our Big
Picture? Cutting out salaries and all such little

luxuries, what would the actual expenses be— mak-
ing a rough guess?" Weary leaned forward over
his plato and foi^t all about his tempting wedge of

shortcake.

Luck pushed back his plate and smiled his smile.

" For the Big Picture," ho began, while the Happy
Family leaned to listen, " there'd be the camera and
outfit,— I could pick up some things second hand,—
we'll call that fourteen hundred and fifty. Then
there would be at least five thousand feet of film;

perforated raw stock I could get for about three and
three quarter cents a foot. Say a couple of hundred
doUars for that We'd need at least three dozen
radium flares for our night scenes; they cost close

around twenty doUars a dozen. And one or two
light difFusers,— that'p just to get us started with an
outfit, remember. Then there'd be our transportation

to Albuquerque, New Mexico. Iknowtix country,

and I know what I can do there. I'd hit st. . ight for

a ranch I know between Bear Canyon and Rincon
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Arroyo -belongs to an old fellow that gure ia a
character, too, in his way. Old bachelor, he ia; got
-ome cattle and horses, and «,und-poIe corrals and
the hke of that. I know old Applehead Fomnan
like I know my right hand; we'd make Applehead's

I place our headquarters -see? Exterior stuff we'd
have right there, ready to shoot without any expense.
As for mteriors,-sayI any of you fellows handy
with hammer and saw ?

"

"Bj gracious, we all are I" Andy decUred
quickly. "We learned our little lessons when we
were building claim shacks for ourselves "

"Goodenoughl You boys could be itage me-
changes as weU as leading men," Luck grinned.
Add hammers and saws to the outfit. We'd have

to build a few interior sets."

Kosemaiy had her eyebrows tied in little knots, she
was thmking so fast. " I'll write the Little Doctor
that she can have my silver teaset," she informed
Andy mipulsively. « She offered me fifty dollars
for It, you know. That would buy lots of beans I

"
Luck lookou at her, but he did not say what was in

his mmd. Instead he reached into an inner pocket
and drew out his pftsaK^k « TVo ««* • i.^

h^.r>A.^ ^ .

»"'**'^'^*- Ave got eighteen
hundi^ and maely-five dollars in the bank," he
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announced, reading the figures aloud. " And jny car

ought to bring three or four thousand,— if I can find

the man that tried to buy it a month or so beforo I

took the Injuns bacL She's a pippin, boys I
—

"

" Oh, your lovely, big, white machine 1 " wailed

Boeemary. "Would you have to sell it. Luck?

Couldn't we squeak along without that ?
"

" Aw, you don't want to sell your carl " Pink pro-

tested. " I know where I can borrow two or three

hundred. Maybe the Old Man—"

" We'll put this thing through alone, if we do it at

all," Luck told him bluntly. " Can't afford to work

with borrowed capital ; the ride is too*great. Sure,

I'll sell the car. I was thinking of it, anyway,"

he testified falsely but reassuringly. "We'll need

every cent I can raise. There's chemicals and Lord

knows what all ; and when we come to making our

prints and marketing, why—" he threw out both

hands expressively. "If we land in Albuquerque

with five thousand dollars and our outfit, we won't

have a cent to throw away. At that, we'll have to

squeeze every nickel till it hollers, before we're

through. Believe me, boys, this is going to be some

undertaking!"

"Nice, comfortable way you've got of painting
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things cheerful," the Native Son drawled ironically.
" That's all right. I want you to realize what it's

going to be like before you get in so far you can't
back out"

" Aw, who's said anything about barking out ?

"

Happy Jack grumbled.

" Let's get right down to brass tacks and see how
strong we can go on money," Andy suggested, puUing
a pencil out of an inner pocket " Here, girl, you do
the bookkeeping while we call off the size of our pile.
Put 'er down in this book till you can get another one.
You can set me down for two seventy-five— or make
it three hundred. I can scrape it up, all right
How about you, Pink ? This is hard-boiled figures,
now, and no guess work."

Pink blew a mouthful of smoke while he did a little

mental calculation. Then he took his twisted-leather
purse and emptied it into his saucer. He investi-
gated all his pockets and added eightv-five cents in
small change. Then he gravely began to count, not
disdaining three pennies in the pil& '* IVe gut
seventy-five dollars in the bank," he ad. "Add
ninety dollars salary, and you have a hundred and
sixty-five. Add six dollars and eighty-seven cents,
and you have— my pile."

i
Hill

iiliil
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Rosemary twisted her lips and wrote the fignree

opposite Pink's name. Nesrt came Weary, then

Higuel and Big Medicine and the dried little man
who chewed violently upon a wooden toothpick and

said he was good for eight hundred, and m^by a

little mite more.

They pushed their plates to the table's center to

make room for their gesticulating hands and imeasy

elbows while they planned ways and means. They

argued over trivial points and left the big ones for

Luck to settle. They talked of light effects and

wholesale grocery lists and ray filters and smoke pots

and railroad fares and the problem of cutting down

their baggage so as to avoid paying excess charges.

Luck, once he had taken the mental plunge into the

deep waters of so hazardous an enterprise, began to

exhibit a most amazing knowledge of the details of

picture making.

To save money, he told them, he would be his own
camera man. He could do without a "still"

camera, because he would enlarge clippings from the

different scenes in the negative instead. They'd

have to manage the range stuff with only one camera,

which would mean more work to get the various

effects. But with a telephoto lens and a wide angle
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lew he could come pretty near pu . . over the
way he wanted it " And fi ore'U be uc

, ore blank
ammunition, boys," he told them. " So you want
to fit yourselves out vlth real shells. I'm not going
very strong on thia foreground buUet^ffect stuff; we
can afford to leave tliat for the Western four-flushers
that can't do ..njthing else- But she's some wild
down where woU Ikj located, .,. we'll not be packing
empty guns, it that.

"And there's uaoti.ev thii-" he went on, talking
and making notes at the same time. " If we're go-
ing to do this, we can't get started any too soon. We
may be able to hit a kto round-up and get .ome.
scenes, which will save rounding rip stock oui-' !v.>e

for It. And there's all that winter stuff to mat., »oo ;

we haven't any more time to throw away tb ji v .
have money."

" Well, we're ready to hit the trail any time you
are," Andy declared. « To-morrow, if ynh say so.
You go ahead with your end of it, Luck, and I'll be
straw boss here in camp and get the outfit packed and
ready to ship outa here on an hour's notice. I can
do it, too— believe me I

"

• Do yoi know," said Rosemary, « Pd let James
and Weary buy our winter's supplies and have them

ifi- U
'li

i;..-



IM THE PHANTOM HERD
sent by frei^t right on to where we're going.

Things are awfully cheap here. I'll make out a list,

and the boys can attend to that to-morrow. And I'll

bake up a lot of stuff for lunches on the train, too.

We're not going to squander money in the dining

car.
»

" Say, we'll just borry one of them dray teams

from the Acme corral, by cripes, and haul our own
stuff to the depot I" Big Medicine exclaimed with

enthusiasm. "Save us four or five dollars right

there!"

Luck rose and reached for his umbrella as though

he had just recalled an important engagement. " I

think I know where to f :
' a buyer for my machine,"

he said, " so I'll just get on his trail. To-morrow I'll

start getting my camera outfit together. Andy, I'll

turn this end of the expedition over to you ; that idea

of getting food supplies here is all right, within cer-

tain limits. Don't buy any cheap, weighty stuff

here, because the freight will eat up all you save.

But I'll leave that to you folks ; 1 guess you've had

experience enough—

"

" Considering most of us learned our a-h-c's outa

Montgomery-Ward catalogues," Weary observed

with a quirk of the lips, " I guess you can safely leave
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it to the bunch. Eange kids are bronght up on them
Wind-river bibles, as we call mail order catalogues.
rU bet you I can give offhand the freight on any-
thing you can name, from a hair hackamore to a gane
plow." ^ ^

" Fly at it, then," laughed Luck, with his hand on
the doorknob. "I am going to be some busy my-
self. I'U just turn over the transportation problem
to you folks. Adios."

"Prepare to ride in the chair car," Rosemary
called after him wamingly. "Even a tourist
sleeper is going to be too luxurious for us; we're
going to squeeze nickels tiU they just squeal !

"

Luck held the door open while he smUed approv-
ingly at her. " That'll be playing the game right
from the start Adios, folks."

m
I! 1

i
*-



CHAPTER TEN

UNEXPECTED GUESTS FOB AFFLEHEAD

APPLEHEAD Fomnan was wtwried over his

cat, Campadre, which is Spanish for comrade

or something of that sort. It was a blue cat and it

was a big cat, and it had a bellicose disposition, and

Applehead was anxious because it had lately declared

war on a neighboring coyote and had not come out of

the battle unscathed. Applehead had heard the dis-

turbance and had gone out with a rifle and dispersed

the coyote, but not until Compadre had lost half of

his tail and a good deal of his self-assurance. Since

that night, almost a week ago, Compadre had been a

changed cat He had sought dark comers and had

yowled when the best friend he had in the world tried

to coax him out to his meals. Applehead was very

patient and very sympathetic, and hunted small game

with which to tempt the invalid's appetite.

On this day he had a fat prairie dog which he had

shot, and he was carrying it around by a hind leg

looking for Compadre and calling "Kitty, kitty,

•i'fd"
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kitty," in the most seductive tones of which his des-
ert-harahened vocal chords were capable. He lodced
under the squat adobe cabin which held all the odda
and ends that had accumulated about the place, and
which he called the « ketch-all." He went over and
Aooked under the water tank where there was shade
and coolness. He went to the stable, and from there
he returned to the adobe house, squat like the " ketch-
aU " but larger. There was a hole alongside the fire-

place chimney at the end next the hill, and sometimee
%yhen Compadre was especially disenchanted with
his world, he went into the hole and nursed his griev-
ances in dark seclusion under the house.

Applehead got down upon all fours and called
" Kitty, kitty, kitty," with his face close to the hole.
It was past noon, and Compadre had not had any-
thing to eat since the night before, when he had
lapped up half a saucer of canned milk and had apa-
thetically licked a slice of bacon. Applehead put
his ear to the hole and imagined he heard a faint
meow from a far comer. He pushed the prairie dog
into the aperture and called "Kitty-kitty-kitty"
again coaxingly.

He was so absorbed in his anxious quest that he
did not hear the chuckle of two wagons coming up
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through the sand to the corral. He did not even

heai" the footsteps of men approaching the house.

He did not hear anything at all except a dismal yowl

now and then from the darkness. He contorted his

long person that he might peer into the gloouL He
pushed the prairie dog in as far as he could reach.

" Come, kitty-kitty-kitty !
" he coaxed. " Doggone

your onery soul, I'm gitting tired of this kinda per^

formance! You can tromp on me just so fur and

no further, now I'm a-tellin' yuh. That there tail

of youm needs a fresh rag tied to it, and some salve.

But I ain't the burrowin' kind of animal, and I ain't

comin' in under there after yuh. Come, kitty-kitty-

kitty I Come on outa there 'f ^^e I send a charge of

bird&hot in after yuh !

" His voice changed to a

tremulous chant of rising anger. " You wall-eyed,

mangy, rat^eatin' son of a gun, what have I been

feedin' yuh fur all these years? You come outa

there ! If it wasn't for the love uh Qod I got in my
heart, I'll fill yuh so full of holes the coyotes'Il have

to make soup of ye ! I'll sure spread yuh out so thin

your hide'll measure up like a mountain lion ! Don't

yuh yowl at me like that ! Come, kitty-kitty-kitty—
ni-ice kitty! Come to your old pard what ketched

yuh the fattest yoimg dog on the flat for your dinner.

!*

11
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Come on, now; you ain't skeered uh me, shorely!
Come on, Compadre— ni-ice kitty 1"

"Let me try I " cried Rosemary behind him, her
voice startling old Applehead so that he knocked his
head painfully on the rock foundation as he jerked
himself into a more dignified posture. His eyes
widened at the size of the audience grouped behind
him, but he had faced more amazing sights than that
in his eventful career. He got stiffly to his feet and
bowed, the prairie dog dangling limply from his
hand.

"Howdy! Howdy I Pleased to meet yuh," he
greeted them dazedly. Then he spied Luck standing
half behind Weaiy's tall form, and his embarrassed
smile changed to a joyful grin. « Well, danged if it

ain't Luck I How aie yuh, boy ? I was jest think-
in' about you nght this morning. What wind
flowed you into camp? Come right on in, folks.
If you're friends of Luck's, yuh don't need no inter-

duction in this camp. Luck and me's et outa the
same skillet months on end together. Come on in.

IVe et, but they's plenty left." His blue eyes twin-
kled quizzically over the Happy Family and then
went to Luck. - What yuh up to this time, boy ?

'Nother wild-west show ?
"

Ml
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Wliile they were waiting for coffee to| boil, Luck

told him what he was up to this time, i Told him

what it was he meant to do in the way of making a

Western picture that should be worthy the West.

He did not say a word about needing Applehead's

assistance; he did not need to say a word aoout that.

Applehead himself saw where he would fit into the

scheme, and he seemed to take it for granted that

Luck saw it also.

" Got all your stuff out from town ? " he asked,

while he was hunting cups enough to go around.

" If yuh ain't, you can send a couple of the boys in

with a four-horse team after dinner. I d'no about

beds, unless yuh got your own beddin'-rolls with yuh.

The missus, she can have a room, and the rest of yuh
will have to knock some bunks together. Mebby we
can clean out the * ketch-all ' and turn that into a

bunk house. One T had, it burnt down last winter

;

some dam-fool Mexicans got to fightin' in there and

kicked the lamp over. It could have a new roof put

on, I reckon ; the walls is there yet. You can take a

look around after you eat, and see what all there is

to do. Well, set up, folks; ain't much, but I've

throwed my feet under the table fer less and was

thankful to git it, now I'm a-tellin' yuh !
"

'uTv-
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Big Medicine bethought him of the remains of the

train lunch which they had frugally saved. Ho
brought that and added it to Applehead's impromptu
meal The sandwiches were mashed flat, and the
pickle, were limp, and the cake much inclined to
crumble, but Applehead gave one look and took off
his hat.

" I've et, but I can shore eat again when I git my
eyes on cake," he declared exuberantly, and pulled
an empty box up to the table for a seat "

I wisht
Compadre could git a smell uh that there fried
chicken: it would put new life into him, which he
needs after tangling with that there coyote 'tother
night"

« We ought to unhiteh and give the horses a feed »

Luck suggested. " Any particular place ?
»

" WeU, you know where to put them cayuses as
wdl as I do," Applehead mumbled, with his mouth
fuU of cake. " I don't care what yuh do around the
danged placa Go along and don't bother me. boy -

I'm busy."
^ '

"Didn't I tell you how it would be?" Luck re-
minded Andy and Weary when they were outsida
That old boy is tickled to death to have ua here

He sure is a type, too. ril be using him in the pic-

iir «1
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ture. And just take a look at that corral down

there! We'll set up camp this afternoon and round

up some horses,— Applehead always keeps a bunch

running back here on the mesa,— and to-morrow

morning we'll get to work. A couple of you will

have to take these teams back this afternoon, too.

I'll let you drive the four-horse in, Weary, and lead

the other behind. And I'll send the Native Son in

with Applehead's team and wagon, so you can haul

out a thousand feet of lumber for a stage. Get it

surfaced one side,— fourteen-foot boards, sabe?

And about twenty-five pounds of eight-penny nails.

We've ^t the tools in our outfit I wonder which

pasture Applehead's team is running in. I'll have

one of the boys get them up, unless—

"

" Luck Lindsay 1
" came Rosemary's high, clear

treble. " Aren't you boys going to eat ^ny dinner ?

"

" We'll eat when we have more time I
" Luck

shouted back. " Send Applehead out here, will

you?"

Presently Applehead appeared with a large piece

of cake in one hand and a well-picked chicken wing

in the other. " What yuh want ? " he inquired la-

zily, in the tone that implies extreme physical com-

fort.

i i

o^md*). tk:
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«
I wuit your big tern to haul «>me lm„ber outf«ot<«™. Where .rotiey? If you don't miud

c.td..ug them up while I help get thi. rtuff uuloaded,
well h«ve things moving around here directly "

"Shore I'll ketch 'em up fur ye, soon .» I find
Comp„be and give him this here bone. He's be«.
fand. off hU feed since that coyote dumb hi. frame.He was mider the house, but I reckon so m«>y
.trange voices kinds got his goat. There ain't arv

Luck threw out his h«.ds despairingly, and then
laughed. Applehead'e tender solicitude for his cat
was a S«A characteristic of the man, and Lu4 knew

wkle the boys fed the livery teams. TheZZ
^.traggling down from the house, lighting their
aft«simner cigarettes and glancing curiously at the^obe out-buildings which were so different f^m
anytting u, Montana. The sagebrush slope, wore a
-nrfortable air of familiarity, even thougraer;we" mo™ accustomed to bunch grass; but an adobe
"table was a novelty.

F«rt as they came near him, Luck put them to

m
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work. There was plenty to do before they could

even b^n work on the Big Picture, but Luck seemed

to have thought out all the details of camp-setting

with the same attention to trifles which he had shown

in the making of a picture. In half an hour he had

every one busy, including old Applehead, who, hav-

ing located Compadre in the stable loft and left the

chicken wing at the top of the ladder, had saddled his

horse and gone off into a far pasture to bring in all

the horses down there, so that Luck could choose

whatever animals he wished to use. Dave Wiswell,

the dried little man, was helping Bosemary wash the

dishes and put away the food supplies they had

brought out with them, as fast as Happy Jack could

carTjT them up from the wagon. Andy Green was

ruthlessly emptying the only closet— a roomy one,

fortunately— in the house, and tacking up black

paper which Luck had brought, so that it might serve

as a dark room. Big Medicine and Fink were clear-

ing out the one-roomed adobe cabin which Applehead

called the "ketch-all," so that the boys could sleep

there imtil the bunk-house was repaired.

Luck was unpacking his camera and swearing

softly to himself while he set it up, and wishing that

his experience as assistant camera-man was not quite

^m\,V:'i^^^iim'^
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•0 /«• in tho pMt. He foreww difficltie. with that
c«n«. until he got in practice, but he did not „y
«.yth,„g .bout i, ,„ ,h, ^^^ jj^ ^^ .^ ^^^

finally. p„, in the two-huad«d-foot n,ag..i„e of nega-
tive that he had brought with him to u» while wait-
ing for hu. big order to arrive, made a few light teM
and went up to the house to «e if Andy had the dark
J'oom dark enough.

He found Andy defending himaelf aa bc.t he could
from a .mall domestic storm. In his anxiety to h.™
ftat dj^rk room feed just the way Luck wanted it,Andy had purloined a shelf which Bosemaiy needed
«.d which she meant to have, if words could restoret to Its place behind the kitchen stove. Andy had
the shelf down and was taking out bent nails with anew hammer when Lack came to the door with hisam. fnU of packages of chemicals and a ruby lamp.

What can a fellow do?" Andy was inquiring
pamhvely. « There ain't another board on the
place that's the right width. I looked. Luck's got
to have a shelf; you don't expect him to keep aU his
jnnk on the Boor, do you J I'm sorry, but I've just
got to have it, girl."

"YouVe just got to put that shelf back, Andy.
Where do you expect me to put things ? There isn't
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166 THE PHANTOM HERD
a pantry on the place, and only that one dinky little

cupboard over there. I can't keep my dishes on the

floor, and cooking is going to be pretty important, it-

self, around this camp !

"

" Soon as the lumber gets here, I'll have Andy

build you a cupboard," Luck soothed her. "You

haven't got many conveniences here, and that's a fact.

But we'll get things straightened out, pronto. Got

any bones or scraps left, Mrs. Andy? That little

black dog that followed us out is here yet. He didn't

go back with the boys. I found him curled up in

the wagon shed just now
;
poor little devil looks about

starved* His ribs stand out worse than a cow that's

wintered on a sheep range."

With Rosemary's attention diverted to the little

black dog, Andy got the shelf nailed firmly upon the

wall of the dark room. And immediately Luck pro-

ceeded to use it to its fullest capacity and announced

that he needed another one, whereat Andy groaned.

" Say, I'm a brave man, all right, but I don't dare

to swipe any more shelves," he protested. "Not

from my wife, anyway. Timber must sure be scarce

in this man's country. I never did see a place so

shy of boards as this ranch is."

"Well, let's see if there are any barrels," said
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Luck. " IVe been studying on how to rig up some
way to develop my film. If we can find some half
barrels and knock the heads out, I can wind the nega-
tive around them with the emulsion side out, and dip
It m the bigger barrels of developer ; see how I mean ?

Believe me, this laboratory problem is going to be a
big one till I can see my way to getting tanks and
him racks out here. But I believe barrels will work
all right. And, say! There's some old hose I saw
out by the windmill tank; you get that, and see if
you can't run it under the house and up through a
hole m the floor. I expect it leaks in forty places, but
maybe you can mend it. And we ought to have some
way to run the water out in a trough or something.
You see what you can do about that, Andy, while I
go and unpack the rest of my camera outfit. There's
a garret up over the ceiling, here, and you'll have to
see what shape it's in for drying film. Stop all the
cracks so dust can't blow in. I want to start taking
scenes to-morrow morning, you know. I've got two
hundred feet of raw stock to work with till the other
gets here. I've got to develop my tests before to-
morrow so I'll know what I'm doing. I can't afford
to spoil any film."

"Well, hardly," Andy agreed. "By gracious, I

1
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hope you're making the rest of the bunch hump them-

selves, too. Honest, I'd die if I saw anybody sitting

around in the shade, right now !

"

" Andy, did you go and take that shelf after all 1

"

came the reproachful voice of Kosemary from the

kitchen, and Luck retreated by way of the front door

without telling Andy just how busy the other boys

were.

The *• ketch-all," where Big Medicine and Pink

were clearing out the accumulation of years, was en-

veloped in a cloud of dust. Down in the corral a

dozen horses were circling, with Applehead moving

cautiously about in the middle dragging his loop and

making ready for a throw. There was one snuffy

little bay gelding that he meant to turn over to Luck

for a saddle horse, and he wanted to get him caught

and in the stable before showing him to Luck.

Happy Jack was wobbling up the path with an over^

sized sack of potatoes balanced on his shoulder, and

his face a deep crimson from the heat and his exer-

tions. Down in the stable the little black dog, en-

livened by the plate of bones Rosemary had given

him, had scented the cat in the loft and was barking

hysterically up the ladder.

Luck stepped out briskly, cheered by the atmos-
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Phere of bu,aing preparation which ,u™„„ded hi-.That he was the moving spirit which directed allh^ aet.vjt.es stimulated him like good old wine,r-waa for h.s B.g Picture that they were preparing.Ab^ady hn, bra.n was at work „p„„ tho technfqne of

should as far as possible eliminate the risk of failure
bemuse of the handicaps under which he must work.Havmg ,0 te his own camera-man, and ,0 work

,
*
an assistant, piled high the burden of work-a responsibility, but he culd not afford to payZPlanes such assistants would demand. He hid ap™^.ca knowledge of camera craf, since he had™rked h« way up through all branches of the game,and he was sure that with practice he could do the

photogTaph.„ work. He hoped to teach A.dy enough
abou .t so ttat he could help; Andy seeme/.o ha^e- adaptab-hty superior to some of the others J
Tb T ?' '"'""' """"'y' ^""^ •^'i-ed.

can 4 1/
'"'"^ ™"'" ™» -"«'» i-di-

not very well weave a love story into his plot without

artTw "" '"^ *" *^ ^^''^' -- herP^ would consist m<«tly of riding in and out of-»es and looking pretty,-,. ,,,3. ^ ^^^
i
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portion. And by the time he was ready to produce

the dramatic scenes, he hoped that she would be able

to act the part. It was a ris]- of course, and down

deep in his heart he feared thu much of her charm

would never reach the screen; but he must manage

somehow, since there would be no money to spend on

salaries. He ought to have a character woman, too,

— which he lacked.

But other things he did have, and they were the

things that would count most for success or failure.

He had his real boys, for instance; and he had his

real country ; and, last and most important of all, he

had his story to tell. In spite of his weariness. Luck

was almost happy that first afternoon at Applehead's

ranch. He went whistling about his task of direct-

ing the others and doing two men's work himself,

and he refused to worry about anything.

That evening after supper, when they were all

smoking and resting before Applehead's big rock fire-

place. Luck's energy would not let him dwell upon

the trivial incidents of their trip, which the Happy
Family were discussing with reminiscent enjoyment.

Applehead's booming laugh was to Luck as a vague

accompaniment to his own thoughts darting here and

there among his plans.
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"Aw, gwan !

" Happy Jack was exclaiming in hia
habitual tone of protest. •• Conductor lied to me, iahow I come to be o^er to that place when the train
started to pull out. I waa bujin> something. I
wasn t talking to no Mexican girl. I betche -"
"Now, while we're aU together," Luck broke sud-

denly mto Happy-a e.xplanation, "I'm just going
over the scenario from start to finish and assign your
parts^ Applehead, I'm going to cast you for the
sheriff. You won't need to do any acting at all -'•

We^, if I do, I calc'late I got some idee uhhow a *m^ had oughta ack," Applehead informedhm with a boastful note in his voice, and pulled him-
self up straighter in his chair. " I was 'lected shurf
uh this county four different terms right hand run-»m <md if I do say it, they wasn't nobody ever said
Ididntdomyduty. Ary man I went after, I come
purty near bringin' him into camp, now I'm tellin'
yel This here old girl has shore talked out in
meetm', in her time, and there wasn't ary man
wilted to face her down in an argument, now I'm•^n ye. He got up and took his old six^hooter
off the mantel and held it lovingly i„ his palm.
Very solemnly he liAed his thmnb and polished a
certain place along the edge of the yeUow ivorv han-
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die, and held it so the Happy Family could see three

tiny notches.

" Them's three argyments she shore settled," he

stated grimly, and turned slowly upon Luck.

" Yes-8, I calc'late I can play shurf for ye, all right

enough."

Luck looked up at him with his eyes shining, re-

membering how staunch a friend Applehead had

been in times past, and how even his boastings were

but a naive recognition of facts concerning himself.

Applehead Forrman was fifty-six years old, but Luck

could not at that moment recall a man more danger-

ous to meet as an enemy or more loyal to have as a

friend.

"I calc'late you can," he agreed in his soft,

friendly drawl. " Sit down and turn your good ear

this way, Applehead, so this story can soak in.

You'll see where you come in as sheriff, and you'll

sabe just what you'll have to do. Bud, here, will be

the outlaw that blows into the cow-camp aud begins

to mix things. He's the one you'll have to settle.

So here's the way the story runs :
"

" Say, boss, make it short and sweet, can't you ?

"

Andy begged. He was sitting on the floor with his

head against Rosemary's knees, and his eyelids were
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drooping drowsily. « By gracious, nobody'll have
to sing me to sleep to-night ! I'm about ready to hit
the hay right now."

" I'll cut out the atmosphere and just stick to the
action, then," Luck conceded. « I want to get you
all placed, so we can get to work in the morning
without any delay. Sabe ?

"

" Shoot," murmured Pink, opening his eyes with
Bome effort " I can listen for five minutes, maybe."

^^

" I can't, I don't believe," the Native Son yawned.
" But go ahead, ami^o. My heart's with you, any-
way, whether my eyes are open or shut."
Luck was pretty sleepy himself, after two nights

and a day spent in a chair car, with another day of
hard labor to finish the ordeal. But his enthusiasm
had never been keener than when, in the land of
sage and cactus, he first unfolded his precious sce-
nario and bent forward to read by the light of the
fire. He forgot to skip the " atmosphere." Scene
by scene he lived the stcry through. Scene by
scene he .aw his Big Picture grow vivid as ever
*e reality would be. Once or twice he glanced up
and saw Applehead leaning forward with his elbows
on his knees and his pipe gone cold in his fingers, ab-
sorbed, living the story even as Luck lived it.
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A long, rumbling snore stopped him with a mental

jolt. He came back to reality and looked at the

Happy Family. Every one of them, save Eoee-

mrry, was sound aaleep; and even Rosemary was

dreaming at the fire with her eyes half closed, and

her fingers moving caressingly throu^fh the uncon-

scious And;; brown hair.

"Let 'em be. You go ahead and rtad it out>"

Applehead muttered, impatient o. the pause.

So Luck, with his audience dwindled to one bald-

headed old rangeman, read the story of what hft

meant to create out there in the wild spaces of New
Mexico.

it
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CHAPTER ELEVEX
JUST A FEW CNFOEESEEW OBSTACLES

TT is surprising Low much time is consumed by theA httle things of life,- unimportant in them-
solves, yet absolutely necessary to a satisfactonr ao-
comphshment of tho big things. Luck, looking
ahead into the next day, confidently expected to bemahng scenes by the time the light was right,- say
nine o'clock in the morning. He had chosen several
shorty unimportant scenes, such as the departure of
-Id Dave Wiswell, ^ cattleman of the pictun,, from
tne ranch; his return, and the saddling of horses and
nding away of the boys. Also he meant to make a
scene 01 the arrival of the sL.ritf alter hari.g re-
cezved word of. the presence of Big M^.l^une, the
outlaw, at the ranch. Rosemary, t<K>, as 'J.e daugh-
ter of old }>ave, must run down to the co.ral to meet
ier father. Scattered scenes th.y were, oaarring. in
widely separated part, of die story, lut theyhad
to be made, and they required no especial "

sets » of
sceneiy; and o^' er work, such as the building of fhe
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«tage for interior seta, could go on with few inter-

ruptioug. The boys would have to work in their

make-up, but since the make-ap was to be nothing

more than a sharpening of the features to make them

look absolutely natural upon the screen, it would

not be uncomfortabla This was what Luck had

planned for that day.

Before breakfast ho had selected a site for his

stage, on the sunny side of the hill back of the house,

where it would be partially sheltered from the sweep-

ing winds of New Mexico. All day he would have

the sun behind him while he worked, and he consid-

ered the situation an ideal one. He had the lumber

hauled up there and unloaded, while Bosemary and

Applehead were cooking breakfast for ten hungrv

people. He laid out his foundation and exrlaim..

to the boys just how it should be built, and even sac-

ri^ced his appetite to his impatience by going a

quarter of a mile to where he remembered seeing

some old barbed wire strung along a fence to keep it

off the ground so that stock could not tangle in it

He got the wire and brought it back with him to

guy out the ui-rights for the diffusers. So oij the

whole he b^an the day as well as even he could de-

sire.
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Then little hindrances began to creep in to delay

him For one thing, the Happy Family had oniy a
comedy acquaintance with grease paint, and their
^ake-up reminded L„ck unpleasantly . IJently
Bmwn's stories. As they appeared one by one, with
their comically crooked eyebrows and their roug^
widened lips and staring, deep-, dowed eyes, Luck
sent them back to take it all oflf and start over again
under his supenrision. The outcome was that he
gave a full hour to making up the faoe« of his rharac-
ters and telling them how to do it themselves, Even
Rosema

J
made her brows too heavy and her lips too

red, and her cheeks were flushed unevenly. Luck
was a ousy man that moruing, but he was not taking
scenes by nine o'clock, for all his hast-j.

With a kindly regard for Rosemary's nervousness
est she fail him, he set up his .amera and told her
to walk down part way to the corral, looking~ sud-
Posedly-to see if her dad had come home. She
must stand there irresolutely, then turn and walk
back toward the camera, registering the fact that she
was worried. That sounds simple enough, doesn't

mat Luck most wanted was to satisfy himself as
to whether Rosemary could possibly play the part of

It.
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178 THE PHANTOM HERD
old Dave's daughter. If she could, he would sleep

sounder that night ; if she could not,— Luck was not

at all clear as to what he should do if she failed. He

told her just where to walk into the " scene," which

is the range of the camera. He went down part way

to the corral and drew a line with his toe, and told

her to stop when she reached that line and to look

away up the trail which wound down among the

rocks and sage. When he called to her she was to

turn and walk back, trying to imagine that she was

much worried and disappointed.

" Yoxa dad was to have come last night," Luck

8ugg3sted. " You tried to keep him from going in

the first place, and now w^'ve got to establish the fact

that he is away behind time getting home. You

know, this is where his horse falls with him, and he

lies out all night, and Big Medicine brings him in

next day. You kind of have a hunch that something

is wrong, and you keep looking for him. Fabe."

He fussed with the camera, adjusting it to what

seemed to him the right focus. " Want to rehearse it

first ? " he added considerately.

" N'o," Rosemary gasped, " I don't. I know how

to walk, and how to turn around and come back.

I've been doing those things for twenty-two years or
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80, but Luck landflay, if you don't let me do it right
away quick, I juat know I'll stub my toe and fall
down, or something!" The worst of it was, she
meant what she said. Eosemary, I am sorry to say,
was so scared that her teeth chattered.

"All right, you go on and do it now," Luck per-
mitted, and began to turn the crank at seventeen in
order to hold her action slow, while he watehed her.
Groaning inwardly, he continued to turn, while Rose-
mary went primly down the winding trail, stood with
her toes on the line Luck had marked for her, gazed
stiffly off to the right, and then, when he called to
her, turned and came back, staring fixedly over his
head. You have seen little girls with an agonized
self^nsciousness walk up an aisle to a platform
where they must bow to their fathers and mothers
and their critical schoohnates and "speak a piece"
Kosemaiy resembled the most bashful little giri that
you can recall.

«AU right," said Luck tonelessly, and placed his
pahn over the lens while he gave the crank another
turn. "We'll fay it again to-morrow. Don't
worry. You'll get the hang of it all right."
His very smile, meant to encourage her, brought

swift tears that roUed down and streaked the powder
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and rouge on her cheeks. She had made a mess of it

all; she knew that just as well as Luck knew it.

He gave her shoulder a reassuring pat as she went

by, and that finished Rosemary. She retreated into

the gloomy, one-windowed bedroom with its litter of

half-unpacked suitcases and an overflowing trunk,

and she cried heartbrokenly because she knew she

would never in this world be able to foi^ that ter^

rible, winking eye and the clicking whirr of Luck's

camera. Just to think of facing it gave her a

"goose-flesh" chill,— and she did so want to help

Luck I

With the Happy Family and old Dave, Luck fared

better. They, fortunately for him, were already

what he called camera-broke. They could forget

all about the camera while they caught and saddled

their horses. They -could mount and ride away un-

concernedly without even thinking of trying to act

Luck's spirits rose a little while he turned the crank,

and just for pure relief at the perfect naturalness of

it, he gave that scene an extra ten feet of footage.

With Applehead he had some diflSculty. Apple-

head looked the part of sheriff, all right. He wore

his trousers tucked inside his boots because he always

wore them so, especially when he rode. He wore his



UNFORESEEN OBSTACLES 181
big six^hooter buckled mugly about his middle in-
stead of daugUug far down hia thigb, because he had
always worn it that way. He wore his sheriff's
badge pinned on his vest and his coat unbuttoned, so
that the wnd blew it open now and then and r^aled
tbe star. Altogether he looked exactly as he had
looked when he was serving one of his four terms of
office But when he faced the camera, he was in-
cimed ,0 strut, and Luck had no negative to waste.He resorted to strategy, which consisted of a little
Wholesome sarcasm.

" Listen, Applehead! the public is going to get the
Idea that you sure hate yourself!" he remarked,
standing with his hands on his hips while Apple-
head came strutting into the foreground. «

You'll
never make any one believe you were ever a real
honest-to-God sheriff. They'll put you down as an
extra pxcked up through a free employment agencv
and feehng hke you owned the plant because you'r;
earning a couple of dollars. Go back down there to
your horse and wait tiU some of that importance
evaporates !

"

ir- ^^

Applehead went off swearing to himself, and Luck
got a fifteen-foot scene of the departure of a very
indignant sheriff who is with difficulty holding his
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anger subordinate to his official dignity. Before he

had time to recover his usual good humor, Luck with

further disparaging comment called him back. Ap-

plehead, smarting un^er the sarcasm, came ready

for war, and Luck turned the crank until the sheriff

was almost within reach of him.

" Gol dam you, Luck, I'll take that there camery

and bust it over your danged head! " he spluttered.

"I'll show ye! Call me a bum that's wearin' a

shurf's star fer the first time in his life, will ye!

Why, I'll jest about wear 70 out if—

"

" All right, pard ;
^ was just aiming to make you

come up looking mad. You did fine." Luck

stopped to roll a smoke as though nothing had oc-

curred but tiresome routine.

Applehead looked down at him imcertainly. He
looked at the Happy Family, saw them grinning, and

gave a mollified chuckle. " We-ell, you was takin'

a danged long chance, now I'm tellin' yuh, boy !
" he

warned. " I was all set to tangle with yuh ; and if I

had, I reckon I'd a spiled something 'fore I got

through."

It was noon by the sun, and a film of haze was

spreading across the sky. Luck shot another scene

or two and shouldered his precious camera reluo-
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tently, wLen Eoseir.aiy, red-lidded but elaborately
cheerful in her maimer, called them in to dinner.

" She's goin' to storm, shore's you live," Apple-
head predicted, sniflBng into the wind like a dog con-
fronted by a strange scent. A little later he looked
up from his full plate with a worried air. « HoVs
a storm goin' to hit ye, Luck ? " he asked. « Kinda
put a stop to the pitcher business, won't it ?

"

" Not if it snows, it won't," Luck answered calmly
helping himself to the brown beans boiled with bacon.
"We'll round up a bunch of cattle, and I'll shoot my
blizzard sl^ff. m need more negative, though, for
that. If I knew for sure it's going to storm—

"

"rnitellin'yuhitis,ain'tl?" Applehead blew
into his saucei of coffee,- his table manners not be-
ing the nicest in the world. " I kin smell snow two
days off, and that there wind comin' up the canyon
has got snow behind it, now I'm tellin' ye. 'Mother
thing, I kin tell by the way Compadre walks, liftin'
his feet high and bushin' up what's left of his tail
That there cat's smarter'n some humans, and he shore
kin smell snow comin', same's I do. He hates snow
worse'n pizen." Applehead drank his coffee in great
gulps. "I'll bet he's huntin' a warm comer some-
wheres, right now." i?
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" No, he ain't, by cripes !

" Big Medicine corrected
him. " That there Come-Paddy cat of youm has
got worse troubles than snow! Dog's got him treed
up the windmill. I seen—

"

Applehead did not wait to hear what Big Medicine
had seen. He drank the remainder of his coffee in
one great, scalding gulp, and went out to rescue his
cat and to put the fear of death into the little black
dog. When he returned, puflSng a little, to his inter-
rupted meal and had tol4 them a few of the things he
meant to do to that dog if it refused to mend its ways,
he declared again that he could " shore smell snow
behind Shat wind."

" I wish it would hold off till that raw stock gets
hero," Luck observed anxiously. « I wired the order
m, but at that I'm afraid it won't get here before
the end of the week. I'll nave one of you boys pack
me some water into the dark room so I can develop
negatives right after dinnei. I want to see how
she's coming out before I take any more."
"I thought Andy'd fixed a hose fer that dark

room," Happy Jack said forebodingly. If there was
water to be carried, Happy was pessimistically cer-
tain that he would have to carry it.

"I turned that hose over to the missus for a
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colander," Andy explained soberly. « By gracious,
1 couldn't figure out anything else it could be used
for."

^'' 1 Id you get the barrels fixed like I said ?

"

" I sure did. Applehead must have had a Dutch
picnic or two out here, from the number of beer kegs
scattered all over the place. And a couple of big
whisky—

"

*

" Them there whisky bar'ls I bought and used fer
water bar'ls till I got my well bored. Luck kin mind
tiie time when we hauled water on a sled outa the
arroyo down below." Applehead's eyes turned
anxiously to Rosemary, toward whom he was begin-
ning to show a timidly worshipful attitude.

" You bet I can. Do you remember the time we
hitched that big bronk up with old Wall-eye, to haul
water ? Got back here a little ways beyond the stable
with two barrels sloshing over the top, and the cat-
not this one, but a black-and-white cat, that was-
the cat jumped out from behind a buck brush. Hot
dog! That bronk went straight in the air I Re-
member that time ? " Luck leaned back in his chair
to laugh.

" I shore do," Applehead chuckled. « Luck, here
He was walkin' behind the sled and drivin',-and

II
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he wasn't aa big as he is now, even. That waa soon
after he come out here to ^ .ten up like. Little bit
of a peaked- why, I be. he didn't weigh over a
hundred pounds after a full meal ! He w s ridin'
the lines an' steadyin' the bar'ls, busy as a dog at a
badger hole, when the cat jumped out, an' that there
bronk r'ared back and swung oif short and hit fur the
mesa; and Lvck here a-hangin' and hollerin', an' me
a-leggin' it t- ketch up, and bar'ls teeterin' and—
Mind how you was bound you'd kill that cat uh
rnmeV he asked Luck, tears of laughter dimming
his eyes. " That was ole Leather Lungs. He tuk
sick ar' died, year after that Luck shore was
mad enough to eat that thar cat, now I'm tellin'
yuhl"

The Happy Family laughed together over the pic-
tore Applehead had crudely painted for them. But
Luck, although he had started the story, already was
slipping away from the present and was trying to peer
into the future. He did not even hear what Apple-
heac' was saying to keep the boys in a roar of mirth.
He was mentally reckoning the number of days since
he had wired his order for a C. O. D. shipment of
negative to be rushed to Albuquerque. Two days in
los Angeles, getting ready for the venture; two days

I'
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on the way to Applehead's ranch, ono day here-
five daya altogether. He had told them to rush Ihe
order. If they did, there waa a chance that it might
have arrived. He decided suddenly to make the trip
and see; but first ho would develop the exposed nega-
tive of the forenoon's work He got up with that
I ismesslike air which the Happy Family had already
begun to recognize as a signal for quick action, and
took oflF his coat.

"Happy, I wish you and Bud would carry me
some water," he said. " I'll show you where to put
It; I'm gomg to aeed a lot. Will you help me wind
the film on my patent rack, Andy? And I'il want
that little team hitched to the buckboard so I can go
to town after I'm through. I've got some hopes of
my negative being there."

" Want the rest of us to work on that stage, don't
you, boss ? " Weary asked, pausing in the doorway *o
roU a smoke. « And please may I wipe off my eye-
brows?" ^^
"Why, sure I -to both questions," answered

luck, going over to his camera. " I can't do much
more till I get more negative, even with the light
nght, which it isn't. You go ahead and finish the
stage this afternoon. And be sure the uprights are
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guyed for a high wind; she sure can blow, in this
man's country."

" You're danged right, she ct;n blow! " Applehead
testified emphatically. " She can blow, and she's
goin' to blow. You want to take your overshoea and
mittens, boy, when you start out fer town. You
know how cold she can get on that mesa. Chances
are you'll come back facin' a blizzard. And, say I

I wisht you'd take that il-re dog back with yuh,
Luck, 'cause if yuh don't, him and me's shore goin'
to tangle, now I'm tellin' yuh ! Mighty funny note
when a cat dassent walk acrost his own dooryard in
broad daylight, no morel Poor ole Compadre v,as
shakin' like a leaf v.hen I dumb up and got him
down oflTn the windmill. Way the wind was
whistlin' up there, the chances are he's done ketched
cold in 'is tail, and if he has, yuh better see to it that
thar dog ain't within gunshot uh me, now I'm tellin'

yuh!"

Luck did not hear half the tirade. He had gone
into the dark room and was dissolving hypo for the
fijfing bath, while the boys tramped in with full
water buckets and began to fill the barrels he had
placed in a row along the walL He was impatient
to see how his work of the forenoon would come out
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of the developer, and he wa« quite as impatient to be
on his way to town. Whether he admitted it or net,
he had a good deal of faith in Applehead's weather
forecasts; he remembered how often the old fellow
had predicted storms in the past when Luck spent a
loMg winter with him here in this same adobe dwell-
ing. If it did snow, he must have plenty of negative
for his winter scenes; for snow never laid long on the
level here, and he hud a full reel of winter stuflF to
make.

He called /ndy to come and help him wind his
exposed film on the crude, improvised film racks that
had lately been beer kegs, and closed the dark room
door upon the last empty bucket that had been carried
in full. In the dull light of the ruby lamp he care-
fully wound his long strip of exposed negative,
emulsion side out, around the keg which Andy held
for him. His developer bath was ready, and he
immersed the film-jacketed keg slowly, with due re-

gard for bubbles of air.

"You may not know it, but right here in this
dark room is where I look for the real test of success
or failure," he cqnfided to Andy, while he rocked the
keg gently in the barrel. « I wish I could afford a
good camera-man; but then, the most of th-
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190 THE PHANTOM HERD
wouldn't work with thia kind of an outfit; they'd
demand aU the laboratory conveniences, and that
would run into money. Ever notice that -' ^ you
can't get anything but the crudest kind of tools to
work with, you generally have to use them yourself?
But will take more than— oh, hell!

"

"Wiiat's wrong?" Andy Green bent his brown
head anxiously down beside Luck*, fast graying mop
of hair, and peered at the images coming out of the
yellowish veil that had hidden them. " Ain't they
good?"

^

Luck reached into the water tank and splashed a
little water on his film to check it while he looked.
"Now, what in the name of—" He scowled per-
plexedly dov^-n at the streaked strips. "What do
JJU suppose streaked it like that?" He lifted
worried, gray eyes to And/j apprehensive fv)wn,
and looked again disgustedly at the negative be >re
he dropped it back with a splash into the developer.

" l^o good; she's ruined," he said in the flat tone
of a great disappointment. "Eighty feet of film
gone to granny. Well, that's luck for you ! "

Andy reached gingerly into the baiTel and brought
up the keg 80 that he could take another look. He
had owned a kodak for years and had done enough
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amateur developing to know that something had
gone very wrong here.

" What ails the darned thing? " he asked fretfully
turning to Luck, who was scowling abstractedly into
his barrels of " soup."

"You can search me," Luck replied dully.
LookB like I'd been stung with a bunch of bum

chemicals. Either that, or something's wrong with
our tanks here." He reached down and pulled up
the keg by its hooped top, glimpsed a stain on his
finger and thumb and let the keg slip hastily over
into the pure water so that he could examine the
stains.

"Iron! Iron, sure as thunder I" he exclaimod
suddenly. " Those iron hoops are what did it." He
nibbed his hand vexedly. " I knew better than that,
too. I don't see why J didn't think about those
hoops. Of all the idiotic, fool—

"

" What kinda brain do you think you've got inyoj head, anyway?" Andy broke in spiritedly.
Way you've been working it lately, engineering

every blamed detail yourself, you oughtn't to wonder
if one little thing gets by you."

"Well, it's done now," Luck dismissed the
accident stoically. "Lucky I started in on those
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192 THE PHANTOM HERD
costume and make-up tests of all you fellows, and
that scene of jour wife's. And if I'd used the other

half barrel instead of this five-gaUon keg for a start-

oflF, I'd have spoiled the whole bunch. I'll have to

throw out all that developer. Blast the luck ! Well,
let's get busy." He pulled out the keg and held it up
for another disgusted look. " I won't bother fixing

that at aU. Call Happy and Bud back, wiU you,
and have them roll this barrel of developer out and
ditch it ? And then take those two half barrels you
were going to fix, and wrap them with clothesline,—

that cotton line on one of the trunks,— and knock off

all the hoops. I'm going to beat it to 'Querque and
see if that stufFs there. We'll try developing the
rest this evening, after I get back. Dam such
luck !

"

The five thousand feet of negative had not arrived,

but there was a letter from the company saying that
they had shipped it. Luck, bone-tired and cold from
his fifteen-mile drive across the unsheltered mesa,
turned away from the express office, debating whether
to wait for the fihn or go back to the ranch. It would
be a pretty cold drive back, in the edge of the evening
and facing that raw wind; he decided that he would
save time by waiting here in town, since he could not
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go on with his picture without more negative. He
turned back impulsirely, put his head in at the door
of the express office, and called to the clerk:

" ^^®^ <Jo yo^ get your next express from the
East, brother? I'll wait for that negative if yon
think it's likely to come by to-morrow noon or there-

abouts."

" Might come in on the eight o'clock train to-night,

or to-morrow morning. You say it was shipped the
sixteenth ? Ought to be here by morning, sure."

" I'U take a chance," Luck said half to himself,
and closed the door.

A round-shouldered, shivering youth, who had been
leaning apathetically against the side of the building,
moved hesitatingly up to him. " Say, do I get it

right that you're in the movies?" he inquired anx-
iously. « Heard you mention looking for negative.
Haven't got a job for a fellow, have you ? "

Luck wheeled and looked him over, from his
frowsy, soft green beaver hat with the bow at the
back, to his tan pumps that a prosperous young man
would have thrown back in the closet six weeks be-
fore, as being out of season. The young man grinned
his understanding of the appraisement, and Luck saw
that his teeth were well-kept, and that his nails were
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194 THE PHANTOM HERD
dean and trimmed carefully. He made a quick

mental guess and hit very close to the fellow's proper

station in life and his present predicament.

"What end of the business do you know?" he

asked, turning his face toward the warmth of the

hotel.

"Operator. Worked two years at the Bijou in

Cleveland. I'm down on my luck now; thought I'd

try the California studios, because I wanted to learn

the camera, and I figured on getting a look at the

Fair. I stalled around out there till my money gave
out, and then I started back to God's country." He
shrugged his shoulders cynically. " This is about as

far as I'm likely to get, unless I can learn to do with-

out eating and a few other little luxuries," he
summed up the situation grimly.

" Well, it won't hurt you to skip a lesson and have
dinner with me," Luck suggested in the offhand way
that robbed the invitation of the sting of charity.

" I always did hate to eat alone."

The upshot of the meeting was that, when Luck
gathered up the lines, next day, and popped the short

lash of Applehead's homemade whip over the backs

of the little bay team, and told them to " Get outa

town I " in a tone that had in it a boyish note of
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exultation, the thin youth hung to the seat of the
bouncing buckboard and wondered if Luck really
could drive, or if he was half "stewed" and only
imagined he could. The thin youth had much to
learn besides the science of photography and some of
it he learned during that fifteen-mile drive. For
one thing, he learned that really Luck could drive.

Luck proved that by covering the fifteen miles in
con .erably less than an hour and a half without los-

ing any of his precious load of boxed negative and
coiled garden hose and assistant camera-man,— since
that was what he intended to make of the thin youth.
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CHAPTER TWELVE

* r THINK YOU NEED INDIAN GIEL FOB PICTUBE "

^TILL it did not snow, though the wind blew fromO the storm quarter, and Applehead sniffed it and
made predictions, and Compadre went with his rem-
nant of tail ruffed like a feather boa. Immediately
after supper Luck attached his new hose to the tank
faucet and developed the corral scenes which he had
taken, with the thin youth taking his first lesson in
the dark room. The thin youth, who said his name
was Bill Hohnes, did not have very much to say, but
he seemed very quick to grasp all that Luck told him.
That kept Luck whistling softly between sentences,

while they wound the negative around the roped haH
barrel that had not so much as a six penny nail in it

this time, so thoroughly did Andy do his work.

The whistling ceased abruptly when Luck ex-

amined his film by the light of the ruby lamp, how-
ever, for every scene was over-exposed and worthless.

Luck realized when he looked at it that tLo light was
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much stronger than any he had ever before photo-
graphed by, and that he would have to « atop down "

hereafter; the problem was, how much. His light
tests, he remembered, had been made rather late in
the afternoon, when the light was getting yellow, and
he had blundered in forgetting that the forenoon
light was not the same.

He went ahead and put the film through the fixing
bath and afterwards washed it carefully, more for the
practice and to show Bill Holmes how to handle the
negative than for any value the film would have. He
discovered that Andy had not unpacked the rewind-
ing outfit, but since he would not need it until his
negative was dry, he made no comment on the sub-
ject Bill Holmes kept at his heels, helping when
he knew what to do, asking a question now and then,
but silent for the most part. Luck felt extremely
optimistic about Bill Holmes, but for all that he was
depressed by his second failure to produce good fihn.
A camera-man, he felt in his heart, might be the
determining factor for success; but he was too stub-
bom to admit it openly or even to consider sending
for one, even if he could have managed to pay the
seventy-five dollars a week salary for the time it
would take to produce ^^e Big Pioture. He could
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198 THE PHANTOM HERD
easier afford to waste a few hundred feet of negative

now, he argued to himself.

" Come on down, and I'll show you what I can

about the camera, ' he said to Bill Holmes. " The

light's too tricky to-day to work by, but I'll give you

a few pointers that you'll have to keep in mind when

I'm too busy to think about telling you. Once I get

to directing a scene, I'm liable to be busy as a one-

armed prospector fighting a she-bear with cubs. I'm

counting on you to remember what all I've told you,

in case I forget to tell you again. You see, I've

ruined a hundred and fifty feet of negative already,

just by overlooking a couple of bets. You're here to

help keep that from happening again. 8ahe f
"

" Well, there's one or two things I don't have to

learn," Bill Holmes told him by way of encourage-

ment " You get the camera set and ready, and I

can turn it any speed you want. I'll guarantee that

muck I learned that all right in projection."

" That's exactly why I brought you out here,

brother," Luck assured him. " That's why—

"

" Oh, Luck Lindsay !
" came Rosemary's voice ex-

citedly. "Mr. Forrman wants you right away

quick I Somebody's coming that he doesn't know,

and he says it's up to you !
"
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" What's up to me ? " Luck came hurrying down
the ladder backwards. " Has Appleheud gor . as

crazy as his cat ? I've nothing to do with strangers

coming to the ranch."

" Yes," said Rosemary, twinkling her brown eyes

at him, " but this is a woman. Mr. Forrman refuses

to take any responsibility—

"

" So do I. I don't know of any woman that's

liable to come trailing me up. Where is she ?

"

From the door^'ay Rosemary pointed dramatically,

and Luck went up and stood beside her, rolling down
his sleeves while he stared at the trail. Down the

slope, head bent to the whooping wind, a woman came
walking with a free, purposeful stride that spoke

eloquently of accustomedness to the open land. Her
skirts flapped but could not impede her movements.

She seemed to be carrying some bright-hued burden
upon her shoulders, and she was, without doubt,

coming straight down to the ranch as to a much-de-

sired goal.

"You can search me," he said emphatically in

answer to Applehead'3 question. "Must be some
senora away off the trail. I never saw her before in

my life."

" We^ll, now, that there lady don't act like she's
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loBt," Applehead declared, watching her intently as

she came on. " Aims to git whar she's goin', if I'm

any jedge of actions. An' she shore is hittin' fur

here. Ain't been ary woman on this ranch in ten

year, till Mrs. Green come t'other day."

" She's none of my funeral ; I don't know her from

Adam," Luck disclaimed, and went back into the

dark room as though he had urgent business there,

which he had not. In the back of his mind was an

uneasy feeling that the newcomer was " some of his

funeral," and yet he could not tell how or why she

should be. In her walk there was a teasing sense of

familiarity
; he did not know who she was, but he felt

uncomfortably that he ought to know. He fumbled

among the litter on the shelf, putting things in order;

and all the while his ears were sharpened to the

sounds that came muffled through the closed door.

" Oh, Luck Lindsay f " came Eosemary's voice at

last, with what Luck fancied was a malicious note in

it " You're wanted out here !
"

Luck fumbled for a minute longer while he racked

his brain for some clue to this woman's identity.

For a man who has lived the varied life Luck had
lived, his conscience was remarkably clean; but no

one enjoys having mystery stalk unawares up to one's
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door. However, he opened the door and went out,

feeling sensitively the curious expectancy of the
Happy Family, and faced the woman who stood just

beyond the doorway. One look, and he stopped dead
still in the middle of the room. "Well, I'll be
darned 1

" he said in a hushed tone of blank amaze-
ment

The woman's black eyes lighted as though flames
had darted up behind them. "How, Colaf" she
greeted him in the soft, cooing tones of the younger
Indians whose voices have not yet grown shrill and
harsh. "Wagalexa Conka!" It was the tribal

name given him in great honor by his Indians of
Pine Ridge Agency.

Through his astonishment, Luck's face glowed at
the words. He went up and put out his hand, im-
peUed by the hospitality which is an unwritten law
of the old West, and is not to be broken save for good
cause.

" How I How
!
" he answered her greeting. " You

long ways from home, Annie-Many-Ponies !
"

Annie-Many-Ponies smiled in a way to make
Happy Jack gulp with a sudden emotion he would
have denied. She flashed a quick glance around at
the curious faces that regarded her so intently, and
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she eased her ahfawl-wrapped burden to the ground
with the air of cue who has reached her journey's
end,

" Yes, I plenty long ways," she assented placidly.
" I don't stay by reservation no more, '."oo lone-

some One night I beat it. I work for ycu now."
" How you know you work for me ? " Luck felt

nine pairs of eyes trying to read his face. « That's
bad, you run. away. You better go back, Annie-
Many-Ponies. Your father—

"

" Nahl " Annie-Many-Ponies cried in swift re-

bellion. "I work for you all time, I no want
monies. I got p. aty wardrobe; you give me plenty
grub

;
I work for you. I think you need him Indian

girl in picture. I think you plenty sorry all Indians
go by reservation. You no like for Indians go
home," she stated with soft sympathy. « I sabe you
not got monies for pay all thems Indians. I come be
Indian girl for you ; I not want monies. You let me
stay— Wagalexa Conka !

"

"You come in and eat, Annie-Many-Ponies,"
Luck commanded with more gentleness than he wis
accustomed to show. The girl must have followed
him all the way from Los Angeles, and she must have
walked all the way out from Albuquerque. All this
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she seemed to take for granted, a mere detail of no
importance beside her certainty that although he had
no money to pay the Indians, he must surely need an
Indian girl in his pictures. Uyalty always touched
Luck deeply. He had brought the little black dog
back with him and hidden it in the stable, just be-
cause the dog had followed him all around town and
hhd seemed so pleased when Luck was loading the
buckbnards for the return trip. He could not logi-

cally repulse the manifest friendliness of Annie-
Many-Ponies.

He introduced her formally to Rosemary, and was
pleased when Rosemary- smiled and shook hands with-
out the slightest hesitation. The Happy Family he
lumped together in one sentence. "All these my
company," he told her. "You eat now. By and by
I think you better go home."

Annie-Many.Ponies looked at him with smoldering
eyes, standing in the middle of the kitchen, refusing
to sit down to the table until the main question was
settled.

" Why yru aay that ? " she demanded, drawing her
brows down sullenly. <' You got plenty more Indian
girls?"

Luck shook his head.

i:
i
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"You think me not good-looking anj mowf*

With her two tlim brown hands she pushed back the
shawl from her hair and challenged criticism of her
beauty. She was beautiful,— there was no gain-

saying that
;
she was so beautiful that the sight of her,

standing there like an indignant young Minnehaha,
tingled the blood of more than one of the Happy
Family. « You think I so homely I spoil your pic-

ture?"

" I think you must not run away from the resei^

vation," Luck parried, refusing to be cajoled by her
anger or her beauty. " You always were a good girl,

Annie-Many-Ponies. Long time ago, when you were
little girl with the Buffalo Bill show, you were good.
You mind what Wagalexa Conka say ?

'*

Annie-Many-Ponies bent her head. « I mind you
now, Wagalexa Conka," she told him quickly.

" You teU me ride down that big hill," she threw .one

hand out toward the bluff that sheltered the house.
" I sure ride down like hell. I care not for break my
neck, when you want big ' punch ' in picture. You
tell me be homely old squaw like Mrs. Ghost-Dog, I
be homely so dogs yeU to look on me. I mind you
plenty— but I do not go by reservation no more."

" Your father be mad— I let you stay, he maybe



INDIAN GIRL FOR PICTURE 205

•hoot me," Luck argued, aocretly flattered by her
peniitenoe.

Annie-Many-Poniee nniled,— a slow, sphinx-like
smile, mysteriously sweet and lingering. "Nahl
Not shoot you. I write one letters, say I go work for
you. Now you write one letter by Agent, say you let

me stay, say I work for you, say I good girl, say I be
Indian girl for your picture. I mind you plenty,

Wagalexa Conkal" She smiled again coaxingly,
like a child. "I like you," she stated simply.
" You good man. You need Indian girl, I think. I
work for you. My father not be mad; my father
know you good man for Indians."

Luck turned from her and gave the Happy Family
a pathetic, what's-a-fellow-going-to-do look that .naie
Andy Green snort unexpectedly and go outside. One
by one the others followed him, grinning shamelessly
at Luck's helplessness. In a moment he overtook
them, wanting the support of their judgment

" The worst of it is," he confessed, after he had ex-
plained how he had known the girl since she was a
barefooted papoose with the "Bill" show, and he
was Indian. Agent there; "the worst of it is, she's a
humdinger in pictures. She gets over big in fore-

ground stuff. Rides like a whirlwind, and as for

4
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dramatic work, she can put it over half the leading

women in the business— that is, in her line of Poco-
hontas stuflF."

" Well, why don't you let her stay ? " Weary de-

manded. "She will anyway— mama! We're not
what you can call overrun with women on this job."

" Why don't you make a squaw-man outa Dave ?
"

Pink suggested boldly, " and let her be his daughter
instead of Rosemary ?

"

" Say, what does that there walka-some-dam-thing

mean, that she calls yuh?" Big Medicine wanted to

know. « By cripes, I hate talk I don't savey."

" Wagalexa Conka ? " Luck smiled shamefacedly.
" Oh, that's just a name the Indians gave me. Means
Big Turkey, in plain English. Her father, old Chief
Big Turkey, adopted me into the tribe, and they call

me by his name. Annie-Many-Ponies has heard it

used ever since she was a kid. By tribal law I'm her
brother. Well, what's the word, boys ? Shall we let

her stay or not? We could use her, all right, and
put a dash of old-plains' color in the picture that I
haven't got, as it stands. It's up to you to decide."

" You're wrong," Pink grinned. « She's decided

that, herself. Gee, she's pretty I
"

" Certainly she is; but get this, boys; She isn't
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going to stay just because , t.e'a pretty, ..iid if I had a

different bunch than you feiiows, she d have to go

for that reason. I'm respuuaiLlc f^tr her— sabe?

Bill Holmes, you get this; I saw you eyeing her

pretty strong. That girl is the daughter of an in-

fluential chief, and she comes pretty near being the

pride of the reser\'ation. There can't be any romantic

stuff, if they let her stay. Her father and the Agent

will consent, if they do consent, on the strength of the

confidence they have in me. They're going to keep

that confidence. Get that, and get it strong, because

I sure mean what I'm telling you." He eased the

tenseness with a laugh. " I don't mean to offend

anybody," he said, " and that's why I'm putting it

straight before the play comes up. Annie-Many-

Ponies has got a heart-twisting smile, but she's a

squaw just the same. She's got the ways of the

Injun to the marrow of her bones, and I'll bet right

now if you were to shake her hard enough, you'd

jingle a knife out of her clothes." He stopped and

lighted the cigarette he had been carefully rolling.

" Well," he finished after the pause, " does she stay

or go ?

"

The Happy Family answered him with various

phrases, the meaning of which was that he could
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suit himaelf about that; as far as they were con-
cerned, she could stay and welcome.

So she stayed, and Rosemary hung up a calico

curtain across the one bedroom, so that Annie-Many-
Ponies might have a comer to call her own. She
stayed; and Luck rewrote two reels of his scenario
so that there should be a place in it for a beautiful
InJian girl who rode like a whirlwind and did not
know the meaning of fear, and who had a mind of her
own, and who was just exactly as harmless in that
camp as half a quart of nitroglycerine, and added
thereby a good bit to the load of responsibility which
Luck was shouldering.



i
I*

((

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

PAM. BLKAK MESA CATTLE DEIFTINO BEFOEB
WIND "

PAM. bleak mesa— snow— cattle drifting be-

M. fore wind. Dale and Johnny dis. riding to

foreground. Reg. cold— horses leg-weary— boys
all in—"
Out toward Bear Canyon, where the land to the

north rose brokenly to the mountains, Luck found
the bleak stretches of i - he had dreamed that

night on the observation
j . >rm of a train speeding

through the night in IS^rth Dakota,— a great white
wilderness unsheltered by friendly forests, unin-

habited save by wild things that moved stealthily

across its windswept ridges. Beyond, the mountains
rose barrenly, more bleak than the land that lay at

their feet

" Pam. bleak mesa— snow—" With the camera
set halfway up a gentle slope commanding a steeper

hill beyond, down which the boys would send the

cattle in a slow, uneasy morch before the storm, Luck
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210 THE PHANTOM HERD
focused his telephoto lans upon bleakness enough
to satisfy even his voracious appetite for realism.

Bill Holmes, his tan pumps wrapped in gunny sacks

for protection against the snow that was a foot deep
on the level and still falling, thrashed his body with
his arms, like a windmill whose paddlso have sud-

denly gone limp in a high wind. When he waa
ready. Luck stopped long enough to blow on his

fingers and to turn and watch for the signal from
Annie-Many-Ponies, stationed on a higher ridge to

the xight of him,— the signal that the cattle were
coming.

Through the drive of the snowstorm he saw her

tall, straight figure as through a thin, shifting, white
veil. The little black dog, for whom she had con-

ceived a fierce affection in defiance of Rosemary's

tacit opposition, was lying with its tail curled

tight around its feet and its nose, hunting warmth in

the shelter of her flapping garments. Annie-Many-
Ponies was staring away to the north, shielding her
keen eyes from the snow with or- slim, brown hand,

while she watched for the commg of the herd.

Luck looked at her, silhouetted against the sky.

He had no scene written in his script to match the

picture she made ; he had no negative to waste. But

s=y
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he swung his camera around and, using the telephoto

lens he had adjusted for his cattle scenes, ho called

to her to hold that pose, and indulged his artistic

sense in a ten-oi>twelve foot scene which showed

Annie-Many-Ponies wholly absorbed in gazing upon
farther bleakness.

Annie-Many-Ponies was so keenly conscious of her

duty to the camera that sho dared not break her pose,

even to .^ive the signal, until he had yelled, "All
right, Annie

!
" and swung the camera back with its

recording eye fixed upon that narrow depression be-

tween two blunt ears of hilltop, through which the

herd was to oe sent down to the ridge and on past the

camera to the flat, where other scenes were to be

taken later on, when the cattle were hungry enough
to browse miserably upon the bosquet of young cot-

ton woods.

" Cows come I " she called out, because Luck bad
his back to her at the moment and did not see the

wave of hand she had been told to give him.

Luck, squinting into the view-finder, caught the

swaying vanguard of the herd and swore. He had
meant to " pam. bleak mesa " for half a minute be-

for3 those swaying heads and horns appeared over the

brow of the ridge. Now, even though he began to
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212 THE PHANTOM HERD
turn the crank the instant he glimpsed them, he
would not have quite the eflFect which he had meant
to have. He would be compelled to make two scenes

of it, and pam. his bleak mesa afterwards and trust to

a "cut-in scene" to cover the break. He did not

trust Bill Holmes to turn the crank on that slow,

plodding march of misery. With his diaphragm of

the camera wide open to get all the light possible,

because the air was filled with falling snow, he fol-

lowed the herd, as it wound snakelike down the

easiest descents, making for the more sheltered small

canyons that opened out upon the flat. "Cattle

drifting before the wind," read the script; and now
Luck saw them coming, their snow-whitened backs

humped to the driving storm, heads lowered and
swaying weakly from side to side with the shambling

motion of their feet. They were drifting before the

wind, just as he had planned that they should do.

That they shuffled wearily down that hill with poor

cows and unweaned calves straggling miserably be-

hind the main body in " the drag herd," proved how
well the boys had done the work which he had sent

them out at daylight to do.

The boys had gone out, under the leadership of

Applehead, who knew that range as he knew his own

*%*
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dooryard, just when daylight began to break coldly

upon the storm that had come with the sunset. Luck
had already ridden ou^ with them and had chosen
his location for the blizzard scenes.

He had gone with them over every foot of that

drive, and had told them just where the main body of
riders was to fall back behind the ridge that would
hide them from the camera, leaving Andy Green and
the Native Son— since these were the two whom he
always visualized in the scene— to come on alone in
the wake of the herd. Under the leadership of old

Applehead, they had combed every draw that
sheltered so much as a lone cow and calf.

Luck had told them to bring in every hoof they
could spot and get over that ridge by ten o'clock. He
had a nervous dread of the storm breaking before
noon, and his heart was set on getting that never-to-

be-successfully-faked blizzard scene. Eealism ruled
him absolutely, now that he was actually producing
some of the big scenes of this picture. He had told
them just where to watch for Annie-Many-Ponies
and the flag she would wave,— a black flag, so that
the boys could not fail to see it in the vague white-
ness of the storm. He had located the jutting ledge
behind which Happy Jack was to sneak, that he

! i.

'IJ'l

,H

r
I ;

i

5

. : :

':



I;

: 1'

1'

214 THE PHANTOM HERD
might watch for the signal as an extra precaution

against an unseasonable appearance of the two riders

over the ridge.

When the herd straggled down in what seemed an
endless stream of storm-driven animals, Luck knew
that the boys had done their work well. He knew
cattle as he knew pictures ; he knew that a full two

thousand came over that ridge through a shallow pass

he had chosen. "'Every hoof is right," he re-

marked to Bill Holmes with a dry approval. " I'd

hate to go hunting meat where that bunch was

gathered from. Looks like they'd combed the country

for fifty miles around." He sent a quick glance to

the pinnacle where Annie-Many-Ponies stood waiting

to give the signal. He wished that she had realized

the importance of these cattle scenes keenly enough

to have given him the signal at the cost of breaking

her pose. But he had only himself to blame. He
should not have taken the risk, even though he had

believed that the cattle would not arrive for another

half hour. He should have been ready ; he had told

the boys to send them right over the ridge when they

came up to it, because he wanted to preserve un-

broken that indescribable atmosphere of a long, weary

journey.
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Still they came; a good twenty-five hundred, he

waa ready to wager, when the last few stragglers, so

weak that ihey wobbled when they hesitated before

descending a particularly steep place, came down the

slope. It surely did eat up film to take the full

magnitude of that march, but Luck turned and turned
and gloated in the bigness of it all.

" All right, Annie," he called out when he had
taken the last of the herd as they filed out of sight

into the narrow gully that would lead them to the

flat half a mile below, where he meant to get other

scenes. " Wave flag now for boys to come !
"

Annie-Many-Ponies lifted high the black flag and
waved it in slow, sweeping half circles above her
head. " Boys, come," she called, a moment after.

Luck, still not trusting tL camera to Bill Holmes,
swung back slowly to the pass and made a panorama
of the desolate hillside and the chill, forbidding

mountains behind. At the pass he stopped. " How
close?" he shouted to Annie. "Come now," she
called down to him, and Luck began to turn the crank
again, watching like a hawk for the first bobbing
black specks which would show that the boys were
nearing the crest of the ridge.

They came, on the very instant that he would have
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216 THE PHANTOM HERD
chosen for their coming. Side by side they rode,

drooping of shoulders, and yet with their bodies

braced backward for the descent which at the top

wa« rather steep. " Register cold— horses leg-

weary— boys all in—" read the script which Luck

knew by heart. It was cold enough, and the camera

must have registered it in the way the snow was

L.„4>ed upon their hatbrims, drifted upon their

shoulders, packed in the wrinkles of their clothing

and in the manes and tails of the horses. And the

horses certainly wer^ ' -g-weary ; so weary that Luck

knew how the boys i.tU8t have ridden to gather the

cattle and to put their mounts in that condition of

realistic exhaustion. In the story they were sup-

posed to have ridden nearly all night,— the night-

guard who had been on duty when the storm struck

and the cattle began to drift, and who had stuck to

their posts even though they could not turn the herd.

That might be stretching the probabilities just a

shade, but Luck felt that the effects he wanted to get

justified the slight license he had used in h'S plot

The effects were there, in generous measure. He
turned the crank on the whole of their descent and

got them riding up into the foreground pinched with

cold, miserable as men may be. They did not look

M
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at him— they dared not until he had given the word

that the scene was ended.

" Ride on past, down into that gully where the

cattle went," he directed them sharply. " I'll holler

when you're outa sight. You can turn around and

come back then; the scene ends where your hat-

crowns bob outa sight. And listen! You're liable

to lose your cattle if you don't spur up a little, so

try and get a little speed into them cayuses of

yours !

"

Obediently Andy's quirt rose and descended on the

flank of his horse. It started, broke into a shuffling

trot, and slowed again to a walk. There was no

speed to be gotten out of those cayuses,— which was

what "^ k meant to show on the screen; for this,

you muHC know, was the painting of one grim phase

of the range-man's life. The !»5"ative Son spurred

his horse and got a lunge or two that settled presently

to the same plodding walk. Luck pammed them out

of sight, bethought him of the rest of the boys, and

commanded Annie-Many-Ponies to call them in.

They came, half frozen, half starved, and so tired

they did not know which discomfort irked them most.

They found Luck ; his nose purple with cold marking

the footage on his working script with numbed

if!

i: » .

( l-i

i
"



kI

218 THE PHANTOM HERD
fingers. He barely glanced at them, and turned
away to tell Bill Holmes to take the camera on down
the draw to where that huddle of rocks stood up on
the hillside. Andy and Miguel came back and met
the others halfway.

" Say, boss, when do we eat? " Big Medicine in-

quired anxiously. " By cripes, I'm holler plumb
down to my toes,— and them's froze stiflF."

"Eat? We eat when we get these storm scenes
taken," Luck told him heartlessly. " I'm afraid it'll

clear up."

^•Afraid it'll clear up! " Pink burrowed his chin
deeper into his breath-frosted collar and shivered.

"Oh, quit kicking," the Native Son advised
ironically. « We're only living some of Luck's big
minutes he used to tell about."

Luck looked around at them and grinned a little.

' Part of the business, boys," he said. " Think of
the picture stuflF there is in this storm I

"

" Why, sure
!
" Weaiy responded with exaggerated

cheerfulness. « I've been freezing artistically ever
since daylight. Dam me for leaving my old sour-
dough coat at home when I hit for the land of orange
blossoms and singing birds and sunshine."

« Aw, gwan I I never was warm a minute in Los

ifli
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Angeles except when I got hot at the Acme. Mon-
tana never seen me aaj it waa as cold as here."

" Come on, boys, let's get these dissolve scenes of
cattle perishing in a blizzard. After that— hey,
Annie I You come, make plenty tire, plenty coffee!
I show you location."

Annie called gently to the little dog, and came
striding down through the snow to fall in docilely
three paces behind her adored " brother," Wagalexa
Conka after the submissive manner of squaws toward
the human male in authority over them.

Coffee I " Weary murmured ecstatically.
" Plenty fire, plenty coffee— oh, mama ! "

Down in the flat where the bushes grew sparsely
along the tiny arroyo now gone dry, the herd had
stopped from sheer exhaustion, and were already
nibbling desultorily upon the tenderest twigs. This
was what Luck wanted in his scene, though the cattle
must be moved into the location he had chosen where
was just the background effect he wanted to get,
with the bare mesa showing in the far distance!
There was a dreary interval of riding and shouting
and urging the cattle up over a low spur of the bluff
and down the other side, and the placing of them to
Luck's satisfaction. I fear that more than one of
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the boys wondered why that first bit of the flat would
not do, and why Luck insisted that they should bring

the herd to one particular point and no other, and
why they must wear out their horsea and themselves

just fussing around among the cattle, scattering one

bunch, bringing others closer together, and driving

certain animals up to for^round, when they very

much objected to going there.

Luck had concealed his camera behind the rocks

so that he could get a " close shot " without register-

ing the fact that the cattle were watching him. His
commands to " Edge that black steer over about even

with that white bank I " and later, " Put that cow
and calf out this way and drive the others back a

little, so she will have the immediate foreground to

herself," were easier given than obeyed. The cow and
calf, for instance, were much inclined to shamble

back with the others, and did not show any apprecia-

tion for the foreground, wherein they were vastly un-

like any other " extras " ever brought before a cam-

era. Still, in spite of all these drawbacks, the mo-

ment arrived when Luck began to turn the crank

with his eyes keen for every detail of that bunch of

forlorn, hungry, range cattle huddled under the scant

shelter of a ten-foot bank, while the snows fell stead-
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ily in great flakes which Luck knew would give a
grand storm-effect on the screen. The Happy Fam-
ily, free for the moment, crowded close to the fire

of dead sagebrush which Amiie-Many-Ponies had
lighted in the lee of a high rock, and sniffed longingly

at the smell which came steaming up from the dented
two-gallon coffee-boiler blackened from many a
camp fire.

Luck was turning the crank and watching his

" foreground stuff " so that he did not at first see the
two riders who came loping down the hill which he
was using for background. Whether he would or
no, he had got them in several feet of good scene be-

fore he saw them and opped his camera. He
shouted, but they came on headlong, slipping and
sliding in the loose snow. There could be no doubt
that they were headed straight for the group and felt

that their business was urgent, so Luck stepped out
from behind the rocks and started toward them,
motioning for them to keep out, away from the
cattle.

" Better let me git in the lead right now," Apple-
head advised hastily, and jumped in front of Luck
as the two came lunging up. " I know these here
homhres, to my sorrer, too, now I'm tellin' yuhl

"

m
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But Luck, feeling that his leadership might as well

be established then as any time, pushed the old man
back.

" What you want ? " he demanded of the foremost

who rode up. " Didn't you hear me tell you to keep
out around the cattle ?

"

" Adonde va V con mi vaca?" snapped the firs*

rider in high-keyed Spanish.

" My brother say where you go with our cattle ?
"

interrupted the other one, evidently proud of his

English.

" I know what he said," Luck snubbed this one
bluntly. " I don't know that they are your cattle.

I don't care. We're using them to make motion pic-

tures. Get outa the way so we can go on with our
work.'* Had he not spoiled several feet of film be-

cause of their coming he might have been more in-

clined to placate them. As it was, he did not wel-

come their interference, he did not like their looks,

and their tones were to his temper as tow would be
to a fire. Their half Mexican, half American dress

irritated him; the interruption exasperated him.

He was hungry and cold and keyed to a high nervous

tension in his anxiety to make the most of his present

big opportunity; he knew too well that he might not
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have another chance all winter, with the snow fall-

ing as if under his direction.

" Get over there outa range of the camera ! " he
commanded them sharply, " then you can spout Mex.
till you're black in the face, for all I care. I'm
busy." To make himself absolutely understood he
repeated the gist of his remarks in Spanish before he
turned his back on them to finish his interrupted

scene.

Whereupon one swore in Spanish and the other in

English, and they both declared that they would take

their cattle right now, and reined their horses toward
the shifting herd.

" Hold on thar, Eamone Chavez !
" shouted Apple-

head, striding forward. " Didn't you hear the boss

tell ye to git outa the way, both of yuh ? Yuh betr

ter do it, now I'm tellin' yuh, 'cause if yuh don't,

the/s goin' to be right smart of a runction around
here

!
A good big share uh them thar cattle belongs

to me. Don't ye go messin' in there amongst 'em

;

you jest ride back outa the way uh that thar camery
Git!»

At Applehead's command they " got," at least as
far as the camp fire, where the bright shawl of Annie-
Many-Ponies caught and held their interest Annie-
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Many-Ponies, being a woman who had both youth
and beauty and sensed instinctively the value of both,

sent a slant-eyed glance and a half smile toward Ra-
mone, who possessed more good looks and more Eng-
lish than his brother. The Happy Family eyed
them with a tolerant indifference and moved aside
with reluctant hospitality when Ramone dismounted
Bhiveringly and came forward to warm his fingers

over the blaze.

" Sh.i .: cold day, you bet," Ramone remarked in-

gratiatingly.

" She ain't what you could call hot," Big Medi-
cine conceded drily, since no one else showed any
disposition to reply.

" We don't get much snow like this. You live in
Albuquerque, perhaps?"

There was really no excuse for snubbing these two,
who had been well within their rights in making an
investigation of this unheralded and unauthorized
gathering of all the cattle on this range. Andy told

Ramone where they were staying and where thev
came from, and let it go at that The less Americai^-
ized brother dismounted and joined the group with
a nod of greeting.

"My brother Tomas," announced Ramone, with
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a flash of white teeth, his eyes shifting unobtru-
Bively toward Annie-Many-Ponies, who wore a se-
cret, half-smiling air of provocative interest in him.
" Not spik much English, my brother. Always stay
too much at home. Me, I travel all over— Denver
Lob Angeles, San Francisco. I ride in aU contests'— Pueblo, S:n Antonio— all over. Tomas, he go
not so often. His head, all for business -making
money— get rich some day. Me, T spend. My
hand wide open always. Money slip fast."

"There's plenty of us marked that way," Weary
made good-natured comment, turning so that his back
might feel the heat of the fire.

"Shunka Chistala!" murmured Annie-Many-
Ponies in her soft contralto to the little black dog,
and moved away to the mountain wagon, with the do^
following close to her moccasined heels.

Bamone looked after her with frank surprise at
the strange words. « Not Spanish, then ? " he ven-
tured.

" Indian," the Native Son explained briefly, and
added, perhaps for reasons of his own, "Sioux
squaw."

Ramone very wisely let his curiosity rest there.
He had a good excuse, for Luck, having finished work

i|
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for the time being, came tramping over to the fire.

At him Bamone glanced apologetically.

" We borrow comfort from your fire, senor," he
said indifferently. " She's bad day for riding."

Luck nodded, already ashamed of having lost his

temper, yet not at the point of yielding openly to any
overtures for peace. ' Soon as we eat," he said to

Weary and those others who stood nearest, " I'll have

you cut out that poor cow and calf and drive 'em
down the flat here, so I can get that other scene I was
telling you about."

"Wagalexa Conka, here is plenty hot coffee,'*

came a soft voice at his elbow, and Luck turned with

a smile to take the steaming cup from the hand of

Annie-Many-Ponies.

The Native Son poured a cup and offered it to

Tomas Chavez. " Quire cafe f " he asked.

" 8i, senor; Gracias" Tomas smiled, and took

the cup and bowed. Annie-Many-Ponies herself,

with a sidelong glance at Luck to see if she might
dare, carried the biggest cup of coffee to Ramone,
and smiled demurely when he took it and looked into

her eyes and thanked her.

In this fashion did the social sky clear, even though

the snow continued to drive against those who broke
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bread together out there in the dreary wastes, with
the snow halfway to their knees. The Native Son,
being half Spanish and knowing well the language of
his father, talked a little with Tomas. Bamone
made himself friendly with any one who would give
him any attention. But Applehead scowled over his
boiled-beef sandwich and his coffee, and kept his
back turned upon the Chavez brothers, and would not
talk at all. He eyed them sourly when they still

loitered after the meal was over and the remains
packed away in the box by Annie-Many-Ponies, and
Luck had gone to work again with BiU Hohnes at his
heels and the boys helping to place the cattle to
Luck's liking.

When the Chavez brothers finally did show symp-
toms of intending to leave. Luck beckoned to Tomas,
whom he judged to be the leader. « Here," he said
in Spanish, when Tomas had come close to him. " I
^U pay you for using your cattle. When I am
tbrough, my boys wiU drive them back to the mesa
again. For my picture I may need them again,
seiior. I promise you they will not be harmed."
And he charged in his expense book the sum, « to use
of locations."

"(JmctM/' said Tomas, and took the five doUars

WM
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which Luck could ill afford to give, but which he felt

would smooth materially the trail to their future

work. Cattle he must have for his picture; cattle

he would have at any cost,— but it would be wel^ to

have them with the consent of their owners. So the

Chavez brothers rode away with smiles for their

neighbors instead of threats, and with five dollars

which had come to them like a gift

" Yuh might better uh kicked 'em outa here with-

out no softsoapin' about it, now I'm tellin' yuh 1

"

Applehead grumbled when they were out of ear-

shot " You may know your business better'n what

I do, but by thunder I wouldn't uh give 'em no five

dollars— ner five cents. 'S like f'^edin' a stray dog

;

yuh won't never git rid of 'em now. They'll be

hangin' around under yer feet—

"

" At that, I might have use for them," Luck re-

torted unmoved. " They're fine types."

"Types!" old Applehead exploded indignantly.

" Types 1 They're sneak-tiiieves and cutthroats 't I

wouldn't trust fur's I could throw a bull by the tail.

That's what they be. Types,— my granny 1

"
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN

"plumb sporua), d' yuh meaw?"

UCK came out of the dark room with the Btill,

frozen look of a trouble that has gone too deep
for wordfl. Annie-Many-Ponies eyed him aslant
and straightway placed the hottest, juiciest piece of
steak on his plate, and poured his coffee even before
Bhe poured for old Dave Wiswell, whom she favored
as being an old acquaintance of the Pine Ridge coun-
try.

Once when her father, old chief Big Turkey, had
broken his leg and refused to have a doctor attend
Him, and had said that he would die if his "son"
did not make his 1^ well. Luck had looked as he
looked now. Still, he had set chief Big Turke/s
leg so well that it grew straight and strong again.
Annie-Many-Ponies might be primitive as to her
nature and untutored as to her mind, but she could
read the face of her brother Wagalexa Conka swiftly
and surely. Something was very bad in his heart.

Annie-Many.Ponies searched her soul for guilt, re-

ill!
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membered the smile she had given to Ramone Chaves

-whom Wagalexa Conka did not like^ and immediately

she became humbled before her chief.

Shunka Chistala— which is Sioux for little dog

— she banished into the cold, and hardened her heart

against his whining. It is true that Wagalexa

Conka had not forbidden her to have the little dog

in the house, but in his displeasure he mi^t make

the dog an excuse for scolding her and for taking the

part of Bosemary, who hated dogs in the house, and

who was trying, by every ingratiating means known

to woman, to make a friend of Compadre. Bose-

mary was a white woman and the wife of Wagalexa

Conka's friend; Annie-Many-Fonies was an Indian

girl, not even of the same race as her brother Waga-

lexa Conka. And although her vanity might leid

her to believe herself and her smile the cawne of

Luck's mask-like displeasure, she had no delusions as

to which side he would take in an argument; between

herself and Shunka Chistala on the one side, and

Rosemary and Com; Ire on the other; and in the

back of her mind lived always the fear that Waga-

lexsL Conka might refuse to let her stay and work

for him in pictures.

Therefore Annie-Many-Ponies crouched humbly
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before the rock fireplace, until Luck missed her at
the table and told her to come and eat; she came aj
oomee a dog who has been beaten, and slid into her
•place as noiselessly as a shadow,— humility being the
heritage of her sex and race.

No one talked at all. Even Rosemary seemed de-

pressed and made no attempt to stir the Happy Fam-
ily to their wonted cheerfulness. They were worn
out from their long day that had been filled with real

hardships as weU as work. In the general silence,

Luck's deeper gloom seemed consistent and only to be
expected; for hard as the others had worked, he
had worked harder. His had been the directing

brain; his hand had turned the camera crank, lest

BiU Holmes, not yet familiar with his duties, might
fail where failure would be disaster. He had en-
du-ed the cold and the storm, tramping back and
forth in the snow, planning, directing, doing literally

the work of two men. Annie-Many-Ponies alone
knew that exhaustion never brought just that look
into Luck's face. AnnJe-Many-Ponies knew taat
something was very bad in Luck's heart. She knew,
and she trembled while she ate with a precise atten-
tion to her table manners lest he chide her openly
before them all.

i !i'
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"How long do you think this «tonn will lait,

Appleheadt" Luck aaked, when he had walked

heavily over to the fireplace for his tmoku and had

drawn a match sharply along the rough face of a

rook.

"We^ll, she's showin' some signs uh dearin' up

to-night," Applehead stated with careful judgment,

because he ^ H that Luck's question had much to do

with Luck':^ plans, and was not a mere conversational

bait Wind, she's shiftin', er was, when I oome

in U) supper. She shore come down like all git-out

ever since she started, and I calc'late she's about

stormed out. I look fer sun all day to-morrer, boy."

This last in a tone of such manifest encouragement

that Luck snorted. (Back by the table in the

kitchen, Annie-Many-Ponies paused in her piling of

plates and lictened breathlessly. She knew that par^

ticular sound. Wagalexa Conka would presently re-

veal what was bad in his heart.)

" That would be my luck, all right," her chief

stated pessimistically.

"What's the matter with the sun, now?" Big

Medicine boomed reprovingly. " Comin' in, you

said you had your blizzard stuff, and now if the sun'd

jest come out, by cripes, you'd be singin' songs uh

mm
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thonksgivin'— er wordii to thiit effect

gran'ina, Uiere'e folks thatM kick if —"
"But I haven't got my blizzard ituff," Luck

stated, harshly because of the effort to speak at all.

" All that negative I took to-day ia chuck full of
' static'

"

Annie-Many-Ponies, out in the kitchen, dropped a
granite-iron plate, but the othe^-s merely stared at
Luck uncomprehendingly.

"Well, say, by cripeal What's statics?" de-
manded Big Medicine pugnaciously, as though he
meant to ward off from his mind the realization of
some new misfortune.

Lack's lips twitched in the faint impulse toward a
smUe that would not come. " Statics," ho explained,
" ifl that branch of mechanics that relates to bodies
held at rest by the forces acting on them. In other
words, it i. electricity in a stationary charge, the
condition being produced by friction or induction.
In other words—

"

^^

"In other words," Big Medicine supplied glumly,
* I can shut up and mind my own business. I get
yub, all right!"

"iNTothing like that, Bud," Luck corrected more
amiably, warmed a little by the sympathy he knew

!•
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would follow close upon the h«)el8 of understanding.

" Static is a technical word used a good deal in mo-

tion-picture photography. In this case it was caused,

I think, by the diflference of temperature in the metal

parts of the camera and negative, and the weather

outside the camera box. I've been keeping it here

in the house where it's warm, and I took it out into

the cold and started work— sabef And the grind-

ing of the bearings, and the action of the filrn on the

race plate, geierated static electricily in tiny flashes

which lighted up the interior of the camera and

light-exposed the negative, as it was passing from

one magazine to another. When it's developed, these

flashes show up in contrasty lights, like tiny grape

vines; I can show you that part; I've got about a

mile of it, more or less, there in the dark room."

"Plumb spoiled, d' yuh mean?" Big Medicine

asked, his voice hushed before the catastrophe.

" Plumb spoiled." Luck threw his cigarette stub

viciously into the blaze. " All that drifting herd, all

that panoram of Andy and Miguel— all— every-

thing I took to-day, with the exception of those last

scenes with the cow and calf. The one where the

cow is down and the snow drifting over her, and the

calf huddled there by the carcass,— that's dandy.
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Camera and negative were cold as the outside air by
that time. That one scene will stand out big; it's

got an awful big punch, provided I had the stuff lead-

ing up to it, which I haven't got."

" HeU
!
" said Andy softly, voicing the dismay of

them all.

Presently old Applehead unlimbered himself from
his chair and went out into the cold and darkness.

When he came back, nibbing his knuckles for

warmth, he stood l^fore the fireplace and ruminated
dispiritedly before he spoke.

" Ain't ary hope of it blizzardin' to-morrer, boy,"
he broke his silence reluctantly, "'less the wind
changes, which she don't act to me like she's got ary
notion of doin'; she's shore goin' to blind ye with
sun to-morrer, now I'm tellin' yuh."

" Well, there won't be any more static in my fihn,"

luck declared with sudden decision, and carried his

camera outside. When he returned Applehead eyed
him solicitously.

" We^U, this ain't but the middle uh November,
yuh want to recoUect," he said. "We're liable to
have purtier storms 'n what this here one was, 'fore

winter's over. Cattle'll be in worse condition, too,— ribs stickin' out so'st you kin count 'em a mile off

il
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V more. Way winter's startin' in, wouldn't s'prise

me a mite if we had storms all through till spring

opens up."

Luck knew the old man was trying in his crude

way to encourage him, hut he made no reply, and

Applehead relapsed into drowsy meditation over his

pipe. The hoys, yawning sleepily, trailed off to hed

in the Ketch-all cahin. Eosemary and Annie-Many-

Ponies, having finished washing the dishes and tidy-

ing the kitchen, came through the room on their way
to bed, Annie-Many-Ponies cunningly hiding the lit-

tle black dog behind her skirts. Eosemary frowned

at the two and went to the door and called Com-
padre; but the blue cat, scenting a dog in the house,

meowed his regrets and would not come.

"I'll take 'im down with me," said Applehead,

rising stiffly. "He cain't take no comfort in the

house no more— not till he spunks up and licks that

thar dawg a time er two. Comin', Luck ? " he added,

waiting at the door. But luck was staring into the

fire and did not seem to hear him, so Applehead went

off alone to where the Happy Family were already

creeping thankfully into their hard bunks.

The house grew still ; so still that Luck could hear

the wind whispering in the chimney, coming from
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the quarter which meant clearing weather. He
sighed, flung more wood on the coals to drive back
the chill of the night, and got out his scenario and
some sheets of blank paper and a pencil. He had
sold his typewriter when he was raising money for

this trip, and he was inclined now to regret it. But
he sharpened the pencU, laid a large-surfaced

*' movie" magazine across his knees, and prepared
to revise his scenario to meet his present limita-

tions.

With a good thousand feet of film spoiled through
no real fault of his own, and with the expenses he
knew he must meet looming inexorably before him,
he simply could not afford a leading woman. There-
fore, he must change his story, making it a " char-

acter" lead instead of the conventional hero and
heroine theme. Chance— he called it luck— had
sent him Annie- ^any-Ponies, who "Wants no mon-
ies." He must change his story so that she would
fit into it as the necessary feminine element, but he
was discouraged enough that night to tell himself
that, just as he had her placed and working properly,

the Indian Agent or her father, old Big Turkey,
would probably demand her immediate return. In
his despondent mood he had no faith in his standing

1

1



288 THE PHANTOM HERD
with the Indians or in the letter he had written to

the Agent. His " one best bet," as he put it, was

to make her scenes as soon as possible, before they had

time to reach him with a letter; therefore he must

reconstruct his scenario immediately, so that he

could get to work in the morning, whatever the

weather.

He read the script through from beginning to end,

and his heart went heavy in his chest. He did not

want to change one scene of that Big Picture. Just

as it stood it seemed to him perfect in its way. It

had the bigness of the West when the West was young.

It had the red blood of courage, the strength of

achievement, the sweetness of a great love. It was,

in short, Luck's biggest, best work. Still, without a

woman to play that lead—
Luck sighed and dampened his pencil on his tongue

and drew a heavy line through the scene where
" Marian " first appeared in the story. It hurt him
like drawing a hot wire across his hand. It was his

first real compromise, his first step aroimd an ob-

stacle in his path rather than his usual bold jump
over it. He looked at the pencU mark and considered

whether he could not send for a girl young in the pro-

fession, who would be satisfied with her transporta-



PLUMB SPOILED 289
tion and thirty or forty doUars a week while she
stayed. He could make all her scenes and send her
back. But a little mental arithmetic, coupled with
the cold fact that he did not know of any young
woman who was capable of doing the work he re-

quired and would yet be satisfied with a small salary,

killed that newborn hope. He drew a line through
the next scene where the girl appeared.

When he had quite blotted the girl from his story,
he was appalled at the gap he must fill in the conti-
nuity and in the theme. He had left old Dave Wis-
weU, his dried little cattleman, a childless old man --
or else a "squaw" man whose squaw has, presum-
ably, died before the story began. Somehow he could
not « see " his cattleman as one who would set aside
the barrier of race and take a squaw for his wife.
He could not see Annie-Many-Ponif« as anything
teve what she was— a beautiful young savage with
an odd adornment of civilized speech and some of the
civilized customs, it is true, but a savage for all that
He did not want to spoil her by portraying her as a
half-caste in his picture.

He must make his story a man's story, with the full

interest centered about the man's hopes, his tempta-
tions, his achievements. Thewoman— Annie,a8he

liif
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II

saw the woman now— must be of secondary interest

He laid his head against the chair back in his favorite

attitude for uninterrupted thought, and stared into

the fire. In this way he had stared out into the night

of the Dakota prairie ; at first brooding in discontent

because things were not aja he would have them, then

drifting into dreams of what he would like; then

weaving his dreams together and creating a something

complete in itself. So had he created his Big Pic-

ture,— the picture which was already beginning to

live in the narrow strips of negative. A few hundred

feet of that negative were even dry and filed away

ready for cutting ; unimportant scenes, to be sure, with

all of his " big stuff " yet to be produced. His mind

went methodically over the completed scenes, judging

each one separately, seeking some change of plot that

would yet pennit these scenes to be used. From
there his thought drifted to the day's work in the

blizzard,— the day's work that had been lost because

of atmospheric conditions. Blizzard stuff he must

have, he told himself stubbornly. Not only was that

a phase of the range which he must portray if his pic-

ture were to be complete ; he must have it to lead the

story up to that tragic, pitifully eloquent scene which

had come out clear and photographically perfect,

—
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the scene of the old cow's struggle against the storm
and of her final surrender, too weak to match her
puny strength against the furies of wind and snow
and cold. That scene would live long in the minds
of those who saw it; that scene alone would lift his

picture above the dead level of mediocrity. But he
must have another blizzard. ...
Hi« eyelids drooped low over his tired eyes;

through their narrowing opening he stared at the yel-

low glow of the fire. Only half awake, he dreamed
of the herd drifting down that bleak hillside, with
Andy and the Native Son riding doggedly after them.
Only half awake, his story changed, grew indistinct,

clarified in stray scenes, held aloof from him, grew
and changed, and was another story. And always
in the background of his mind went that drift-

ing herd. Sometimes snow-whitened, their backs
humped in the wind, their heads lowered and swaying
weakly from side to side, the cattle marched and
marched before him, sometimes obscured by the black-

ness of night, a vague procession of moving shadows;
sometimes revealed suddenly when the lightning split

the blackness. Like a phantom herd —

-

"The phantom herd I" Aloud he cried the words.
" The Phantom Herd! " He sat up straight in his

IIj]
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chair. Here was his title, for which his mind had

groped 80 long and could not grasp. His title—
" What— that you, Luck ? " Andy Green's voice

came sleepily from the next room. "What yuh

want?"

" I've got my title! " Luck called back, his voice

exultant. "And I've got my story, tool Get up,

Andy, and let me tell you the plot I
"

Whereupon Andy proved himself a real friend and

an unsdfish one. He felt as if getting up out of bed

was the final, supreme torture under which a man
may live ; but he got up, for there was something in

Luck's voice that thrilled him even through the clog-

ging sleep-hunger. Presently he was sitting in his

trousers and socks and shirt, sleepy-eyed beside Luck.

" Shoot it outa your system," he mumbled, and be-

gan feeling stupidly for his cigarette papers. **E—
Orough! " he yawned, if so inarticulate a sound may
be spelled. " I knew you'd have to work your story

over," he said, more normal of tone aftnr the yawn.

And he added bluntly, "Rosemary's one grand lit-

tle woman— but she couldn't act if you trained her

a thousand years. " What's your next best bet ?

"

"No next best; it's the picture this time. The
PharUom Herd. Get that as a title ?

"
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"Gee!" Andj softly paid tribute. Then he

grinned. « By gracioufl, they sure didn't act to me
like any phantom herd when we first headed 'em into
that wind I"

" Them babies are going to march ns up to a pUe
of real money, though," Luck asserted eagerly.

"Listen. Here's the story— the part IVe
changed; all the first part is the same— the trail-
herd and alL You're old Dave's son, and you're wild.
You quarrel, and he turns you out, thinking he'U let
you rustle for yourself awhile, and maybe tame down
and come back more like he wants you to be. But
you don't tame that way. You throw in with Miguel,
and you two turn rustlers. You hold a grudg^
against your dad, and you rustle from him mostly,
on the plea that by rights what's his is yours— you
know. Annie is Mig's sweetheart, and she's a kind
of go-between— keeps you posted on what's taking
place on the outside, and all that. I haven't," he
explained hastily, " doped out the details yet. I'm
giving you the main points I uant to bring out.
Well, here^s the big stuflF; you get a big herd to-
gether. You're holding 'em in a box oa^uMi,-

1

know the spot, all right,- waitii^ tx^r a chance to
drive them outa the country; see? This blizzard

( I.
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hits, and you take advantage of it to drive the herd

out under cover of the storm. But the hlizzard beats

you. You trail 'em along, but there's only two of

you, and you can't keep 'em from swinging away

from the wind. Tou try to hold the herd into the

storm,— that's where I'll get my big storm effects,

—

but they swing off in spite of you. Your horses get

tired; all you can do is follow the herd. Lord! I

wish that stuff I took to-day wasn't spoiled I I sure

would have had some big stuff there. Well, Mig's

horse goes down in a drifted wash. You're trying

to point the herd then, and the storm's so thick you

don't miss him at first, we'll say.

" Anyway, as I've doped it out, Hig loses his life.

You find him dead— whether then or later I don't

know yet. The punch is this : You have been get-

ting pretty sick of the life, and wishing you had be-

haved yourself and stayed with your dad. But

you've been afraid of Mig. You couldn't see any

chance of taking the back trail as long as he was

alive to tell on you. Kow he's dead. I guess maybe

you better find him right there in the blizzard—
hurt maybe— anyway, just about all in. You try

to save him, sahef You can't, though."

''I still don't see no phantom herd," observed
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Andy, wriggling his toef* luxuriously in the warmth
of the fire.

" Well, listen. You'll see it in a minute. You go
back home after your pard's dead. You have a close

squeak yourself, see ? And the thing works on your
mind. Cutting out the frills, you see things. You
see a herd drifting before a storm, maybe,— a bliz-

zard like yesterday, with your pal riding point You
try to come up with it— no herd there. You come
to yourself and go back home. Then maybe some
black night you're brooding before a fire like this—
I can get a great firelight effect on your face, sitting

like this "— Luck, actor that he was, made Andy see

just how the scenes would look—" have a flare in
the fire to throw the light back on you ; see what I
mean? And outside a thunderstorm is rolling up.
A bright flash of lightning startles you. You go to

the door and open it; you see the herd drifting past
with Mig trailing along on his horse— black
shadows, aiid then standing out clear in the light-

ning—"
" How the deuce—

"

" I'll do that with ' lap dissolves ' and double ex-

posures. Lots of work that wiU be, and careful work,
but the result will be— why, Lord I It will be im-

H\i

^'f:

ll

I'

"it



:tfr#

246 THE PHANTOM HERD
metm I That herd and the lone rider haunt you till

you're on the edge of being crazy. Then I'll bring
out somehow that it's a nervoua condition, which of
oourae it is. And I'll bring old Dave in atrong; he
follows you some night, and he finds out what you're
after. You tell him— make a clflan breast of your
rustling, see ? Just unburden your mind to your dad.
He's big enough to see that he isn't altogether clear
of guilt himself, for sending you off the way he did.
Anyway, that pulls you out of it. The phantom herd
and rider pass over the sky line some night— Lord,
I can see what a picture I can get out of that!— and
out of your life."

" Unh-hunh— thaVa a heap better than your first

story, Luck.'*

" Andy, are you boys going to talk all night t " the
voice of Bosemary came plaintively from the next
room.

"Here. You go back to bed," Luck generously
commanded. " I just wanted to get your idea of
what it sounds like. I'U block it out before I turn
in. Go on, now."

So Luck wrote his new story of The Phantom Herd
that night. He had a midnight supper of warmed-
over coffee and cold bean sandwiches, but he did not
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hive «ay deep. When he had finished with . l«.t
big, artistic scene that made his pulse beat uer in
the writing of it, the white world o«t«ide ^o. grow
ing faintly pink under the rising sun.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

A LETTEB FBOM CHIEF BIO TDBKBT

A NNIE-MA^Y-PONIES, keen of eye when
•^^ her heart directed her glances, saw the Kyle
postmark on a letter while Applehead was sorting

Luck's maU from the weekly batch he had just

brought. Luck also spied the Kyle postmark and
the familiar handwriting of Geoige-Low-Cedar, who
was a cousin of Annie-Many-Ponies a i Jie most
favored scribe of Big Turkey's numerous family.

There was no mistaking those self-conscious shadings

on the downward strokes of the pen, or the twice-

curled tails of all the capitals. The capital M, for

instance, very much resembled a dandelion stem split

and curled by the tongue of a little girL

George-Low-Cedar and none other had written that

letter, and Big Turkey himself had probably com-
posed it in great deliberation over his pipe, while the

smoke of his tepee fire curied over his head, and his

squaw crouched in the shadow listening stolidly while
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her heart ached with longing for the girl-chM who
had gone a-wandering. Annie-Many-Ponies slid un-
obtruflivelj to the door and flattened her back against
the wall beside it, ready to slip out into the dusk if
she read in Wagalexa Conka's face that the letter was
unpleasant

Luck did not say a word while he held the letter
up and looked at it ; he did not say a word, but Annie-
Many-Ponies knew, as well as though he had spoken,
that he too feared what the contents might be. So
she stood flat against the wall and watched his face,
and saw how his fingers fumbled at the flap of the
envelope, and how slowly he drew out the cheap,
heavily ruled, glazed paper that is sold alongside plu^
tobacco and pearl buttons and safety pins in the
Indian traders' stores. Staring from under her
straight brows at that folded letter, Annie-Many-
Ponies had a swift, clear vision of the little store set
down in the midst of barrenness and dust, and of the
squaws sitting wrapped in bright shawls upon the
platform while their lords gravely purchased small
luxuries within. As a slim, barefooted papoose,
proud of her shapeless red calico slip buttoned un-
evenly up the back with huge white buttons, and of
her hair braided in two sleek braids and tied with

I

m
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strips of the game red calico, she had stood flattened

against the waU of the store while her father, Big
Turkey, hought tobacco. She had hoped that the
fates might be kind and send her a five^ent bag of

red-and-white gum drops. Instead, Big Turkey had
brought her a doll,— a pink-cheeked doU of the white
people. In her cheap suitcase which ihe had Gai-

ned wrapped in her shawl on her baek to the ranch,

Annie-Many-Ponies stiU had that doll. So with her
eyes fixed upon the letter, her mind stared trance-

like at the vision of that long-ago day which had been
to her so wonderful.

Then Wagalexa Conka looked at her and smiled,

and the vision of the store and the slim, barefooted
papoose with her doll vanished. The smile meant that
all was well, that she might stay with Wagalexa
Conka and be his Indian girl in the picture of The
Phantom Herd. Annie-Many-Ponies smiled back at
him,— the slow, sweet, sphinx-like smile which Luck
called "heart-twisting,"- and slipped out into the
night with her heart beating fast in a strange mLrture
of joy that she might stay, and of homesiciaiess for
the little store set down in the midst of barrenness
and dust, and for that long-ago day that had been
so wonderful.
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" Bead this," said Luck, stiU smiling, and gave the
letter into the floiu-dusted hands of Rosemary.
"Ever see a real, dyed-in-tlie-wool, Indian letter?
Sure takes a load oflF my mind, too

; you never can tell

how an idea is going to hit an Indian. Pass it on
to the boys."

So Rosemary read, with the whole Happy Family
crowding close to look over her shoulder:

Kyle, P.Office

Pine Ridge, So.D

Luck Lindsay
^^"^'^' ^^'^'

at Motion Pictures ranch,
Albequrqe,

New M.
Friend son,

I this day gets letter from agent at agency who tellmy girl you sisters are now at iVew mexicos with you
pictures, shes go way one days at night times and
tomorrow mornings i no find him. i am glad she
sees you you Take care same as with shows them
Jiutfaio bill, all Indians have hard times for cold andmuch hays and fires of prairies loses much, them
Indians shake you hands with good hearts they have
with you. send me blue silks ribbon send Me pie-

•!?
^"^

i ^^ ^^ ^'°"- ^^^'^ i s^ake you by hand
with good heart same as I see you. Speak one Letters
quick again.

^

you father,

Bio Turkey.

I

1 t'l;

II
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" Pretty good spelling, for an Indian letter," Roae-

mary commented suspiciously. "Are you sure an
Indian wrote it. Luck Lindsay ?

"

"Why, certainly, I'm sure!" Luck was shuffling
his other letters with the air of a man whose mind has
for the moment lost its load of trouble. " George-
Low-Cedar wrote it. I know his writing. He's
Annie's cousin, and he thinks he's highly educated.
Indians have great memories, and once they learn to
spell a word, they never seem to forget it They
learn to spell in school. What they don't learn is

how to put the words together the way we do.
Cousin George is also shaky on capitals, you n-tice.
Now to-morrow we can go ahead with that big cattle-
stuff. I can take my time about making Annie's
scenes; I was afraid I might have to rush them all
through first thing, so as to send her back. I'm sure
glad she can stay; she's good to have around, to help
in the house."

Rosemary screwed up her lips and gave him a
queer look, but Luck had turned his attention to an-
other letter, and she did not say what was in her
mind. Annie-Many-Ponies, speaking theoretically,
was good to have around to help Rosemary. In
actual practice, however, Rosemary found her not



LETTER FROM BIG TURKEY 258
BO good. Personally Annie waa fastidiously tidy
which Bosemary ungenerously set down to youthful
vanity rather than to innate cleanliness. When it
caine to washing dishes, however, Annie-Many-Ponies
Irft much to be desired. She was prone to disappear
about the time she reached the biscuit-basin and
^e fiying-pan stage of the thric^aily performance.
She was prone to fancy she heard Wagalexa Conka
calling her, or Shunka Chistala barking in pursuit
of the cat, or a hen cackling out in the weeds; what-
ever the sound, it invariably became a smmnons
which Annie-Many-Ponies must instantly obev.
Then she forgot to come back within the next two or
three hours, and Rosemary must finish the dishes
iierBelf. But aU this, as Rosemary well knew, was
an unimportant detail of the general scheme of work
going on at Applehead's ranch.

To her it seemed wonderful, the way Luck was
pushing his picture to completion against long odds
sometimes, fighting some difiiculty always. Much
as she secretly resented certain Indian traits in
Anme-Many-Ponies, and pleased as she would se-
cretly have been if the girl had been recalled to the
resemtion, she was generously relieved because Luck
cottld now go ahead with his round-up and trail-herd

M
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" »!

scenes while the weather was mild and sunny, and

need not hurry the Indian-girl scenes at all.

In the ten days since the blizzard, Luck had

worked hard. Some night scenes in a cow-town he

had already taken, driving late in the afternoon into

Albuquerque with his radium flares and his fuU com-

pany. Eosemary's memory cherished those nights

as rare and precious experiences. First there were

the old-time scenes, half Mexican in their atmosphere,

when the dried little man was young, and the trail-

herd started north. For these scenes Luck himself

played the part of Dave WisweD, turning the camera

work over to Bill Holmes. Then there were the

scen»3 of a later period,— scenes of carousal which

depicted her beloved Andy as a very wild young man

who sp^ ' his nights riotously. One full day of sun-

shine had also been spent at the stockyards there,

taking shipping scenes.

On this day the two women had stayed at home,

and Eosemary had nearly quarreled with Axmie-

Many-Ponies because Annie would not mend her

stockings, but had spent the whole afternoon teaching

Shunka Chistala to chase prairie dogs, the game be-

ing to try and frighten them away from their holes

and then catch them. Annie-Many-Ponies attended
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to the strategic direction of the enterprise and let
Shunka Chistala do most of the running. The high
clear laughter of the girl and her unintelligible cries'
to the little black dog had irritated Rosemary to the
point of tears.

There had been no more days wasted because of
spoiled film,- Luck was carefully guarding against
that,- and it seemed to Rosemary that there were
miles of it developed and dried and pigeonholed,
ready for assembling. That part of Hie work she was
especially interested in, because it was done in the
house.

To her it might seem that miles of film had been
made, but to Luck it seemed as though the work
crawled with maddening deliberation. Delays
fretted him. The mounting expense account worried
him, though as a matter of fact it mounted slowly
^nsidering the work he was doing and the size of
^e company he was maintaining. When he took
him clippings to a town photographer to have en-
largements made for %tills,"-the pictures which
must accompany each set of prints as advertising mat-
ter,- the cost of the work gave him the blues for the
rest of that day. Then there were the Chavez bovs,
whom he had found it expedient to use o«asionaily
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in Lis big range scenes and in his " cow-town stafF."

They had no conception of regular rates aa extras,

but Luck had a conscience, and he had also estab-

lished a precedent. Whenever he used them in pic-

tures, he gave Tomas five dollars and left it to Tomas

to divide with hiamone. And five dollars, added to

other fives and tens and twenty-fives, sewn amounts

to an amazing whole when anxiety holds the pen-

cil.

As his story had changed and developed into The

Phantom Herd plot, it had lengthened appreciably,

because he could not and would not sacrifice his big

range stuff. And double exposures meant double

work, of course. He found himself with a five-reel

picture in the making instead of the four-reeler he

had started to produce. Thus he was compelled to

send for more " raw stock." Also, he soon ren out

of lumber for his interior sets and must buy more.

As the possibilities of his production grew plainer

to him. Luck knew that he could not slight a single

scene nor skimp it in the making. He could go

hungry if it came to that, but he could not cheapen

his story by using makeshift settings.

Thanksgiving came, and they scarcely knew it, for

the weather was fine, and they spent the day far

I -rtVat -TX^'M. •^jiiifai JT'lu.
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afield and came in after dark, too tired to be thankful
for anything sare the opportunity to sleep.

Chriatmaa oame so suddenly that thoy wondered
where the month had gone. Chriatmaa Eve the
Happy FamUy spent in arranging a round-up camp
out behind the house where the hill rose pictur-
esquely, and in singeing themselves heroically in the
heat of radiu.L flares, while Luck took his camp-fire
scenes that were triumphs of lighting-effects and pho-
tography,— scenes which he would later tone red
with aniline dyee.

Annie-Many-Ponies and Rosemary brought out the
two-gallon coffee boiler and a can of cream and a
small lard pail of sugar, with cups and tin spoons
and a pan of boiled-beef and cold-bean sandwiches.
Rosemary called « Merry Christmas ! » when the dy-
ing radium flares betrayed her approach, and the
Happy Family jumped up and shouted "Merry
Christmas 1

» to her and one another, just as exuber-
antly as though they had been celebrating instead of
adding six hours or so to a hard da/s work.

" That was beautiful, Luck Lindsay," Rosemary
declared, giving him a bean sandwich for which he
declared himself "strong," and holding the sugar
bucket steady while he dipped into it three times.

n
4
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" We were watching from the house; and the bojra'

faces, the way you had them placed, looked— oh, I

don't know, but it just sent shivers all over me, it was

so beautiful. I just hope it oomee out that way in

the picture
!

"

" Better," mumbled Luck, taking great, satisfying

bites into the sandwich. "Wait till you see it—
after it's colored— with the chuck-box end of the

wagon showing, and the night horses standing back

there in the shadows ; she will sure look like a million

doUars!"

" She'll shore depict me cookin' and the smoke

bilin* up," poor old Applehead remarked lugubri-

ously. " Last five minutes er so I could hear grease

a-fryin' on my shins, now I'm tellin' yuh !

"

" Well, they don't use radium flares in cold-storage

plants," Luck admitted reflectively.

" I know, by cripes, I'm goin' to mend my ways,"

Big Medicine declared meaningly. "I never real-

ized b'fore how fire *n brimstone's goin' to feel I

"

"Well, I've got to hand it to you, boys," Luck

praised them wUh a smile. "You sat tight, and

when I said ' Hold,' you sure held the pose. You

dissolved perfectly— you'll see."

" Aw, gwan ! " contradicted Happy Jack with
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hie mouth fuU. "I never diBaoived; I plumb
melted I"

" If you boys could juat see how beautiful you
looked," Bosemary reproved, starting on her sec-

ond round with the coflFeo boiler. « I saw it from
behind the camera, and Luck had you sitting so the
light was shining on your faces; honestly, you looked
beautiful!"

"Aw, gwani" gurgled Happy Jack, reddening
uncomfortably.

" It's late," Luck broke in, emptying his cup the
Beoond time. « But I'm going to make that firelight

scene of you, Annie. The wind happens t^ be just
right for the flame effect I want. Did you make up,
as I told you ?

"

For answer, Annie-Many-Ponies threw back her
shrouding red shawl and stepped proudly out before
him in the firelight Her brown arms were bare
and banded with bracelets of some dull metal. Her
fringed dress of deerskin was heavily embroidered
with stained porcupine quills. Her slim feet were
clothed in beaded moccasins. It was the gala dress
of the daughter of a chief, and as the daughter of a
chief she stood straight and slender and haughty be-
fore him. The Happy Family stared at her, aston-
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260 THE PHANTOM HERD
ished. They had not even known that she possessed

such a costume.

Ordinarily the Happy Family would have taken

immediate advantage of their freedom and would

have gone to bed and to the sleep for which their tired

bodies hungered the more as the food and hot cojBFee

filled them with a sense of well-being. But not even

Eosemary wanted to go and miss any of that won-

derful scene where Annie-Many-Ponies, young savage

that she was, stood in the light of her flaming camp

fire and prayed to her gods before she went to meet

her lover. She rehearsed it once before Luck lighted

the radium flares. Then, in the searing heat of that

white-hot flame, which will melt rock as a can-

dle melts, Annie-Many-Ponies crossed herself, and

then lifted her young face and bare arms to the

heavens and prayed as the priest in the mission

school had taught her,— a real prayer in her own

Indian tongue, while Luck turned the crank and

gloated professionally in her beauty.

The Happy Family, watching her, remembered

that it was Christmas morning; remembered oddly,

in the midst of their work, the old, old story of the

three Wise Men and the Star, and of the Wondei^

Child in the manger. Something there was in the
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vmco and tie face of Annie-Many-Ponies that aug-g-W at So„,ething there waa of adoration in heruptamed glance, as if ahe too were looking for the

They did not talk mnch after that, and when theyM «.e.r voices were lower than usnal. They

dtfd
/' "* """'•'"^ ^"' Holmes ahoi

dered to camera with its pr<«i„„3 store of scenes.

t 7. r "''""^ "^o™ *" «» •»•>»« and to

it '^l'''^^*
-"«^»« »f fte magnitude ofWe, something of the myste^. Behind them, tread-mg no>sele»^ i„ her beaded deerskin mo^asins

WMa^y-Ponies foUowed like a honseless wraSof the ph.u«, the litUe black dc« at her heels.

i:
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.CHAPTER SIXTEEN

THE CHANCES Tg slim AND GITTIn' SLIMMEE "

**Ty/T^ST be going to snow," Weary observed
-i-^A with a sly twinkle, " 'cause Paddy cat has

got his tail brustled up bigger than a trapped coon."
" Aw, that's because Shunky Cheestely chased him

all the way up from the corral a minute ago," Happy
Jack explained the phenomenon. "I betcher he
swaps ends some uh these times and gives that dog
the s'prise of his life. He come purty near makin'
a stand t'night"

" We-ell, when he does turn on that thar mongrel
purp, they's goin' to be some dawg scattered around
over the premises— now I'm tellin' yuh ! " Apple-
head cocked his eye toward Annie-Many-Ponies and
nodded his head in solemn warning. " He's takin'
a mighty long chance, every time he turns that thar
trick uh chasin' Compadre all over the place; and
them that thinks anything uh that thar dawg—"

" I betcher it's goin' to snow, all right," Happy

i
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^ii/aees, Applehead d ssented " Ch.ui w.nd.„ ,,t them flocHn- and chiJ^' ^in'tf^o uh snow in the wind fday, tu/si Lin n"^
«»« I ealc'late I kin smell snow tZl I

™''""
"OK le.-s not talk abo„ Zw ;» .r'^""^"

tf a painful subject on this .il'CZ:
Sstthit:hr;r;-^r^^^^
«'Po-*i ,. ^' "^"^^oth-covered tablePainful subject

' is right," Luck statP^ ,
gluncing up from fh. jt

®^ ^™^:^'o s up irom the endless fiffurin^ on^ -^
bling which sppm^^ *

"gunng and scnb-e wiiicn seemed to occupy all hi^ f,m« • j
that was not actually given over to p . I

""

iflg. "If vol, ^
„';^7^''°'^^'*o eating and sleep.

Applehe Teat ^ '^ ^"^" ^^^^ ^^^^^ ^^-^

^av:an;th::rh:rrT':e"'^^^^^^^^^« upward, though his irCrec^^^^^^^^^
"lost a stranger to his face.

""^ '^

do2rw:Vc:;cr-"^'^^"^"^^^^^^
not to snow-" " "°" ''

'' *^^«« « motion

callldi"'"'
"^ ''*' '"' "^^^^ --^ the snow"cailed Rosemary impatiently.

' !
' 1
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264 THE PHANTOM HERD
" We've got to mind the snow— or we don't eat

much longer !
" Luck laid aside his papers with the

tired gesture which betrays heavy anxiety. "The
whole punch of the picture denends on that blizzard

and what it leads up to. It's g ting close to iMarch,

— this is the twentieth of February,— and the Texas

Cattleman's Convention meets the first of April.

I've got to have the picture done by then, so as to

show it and get their endorsement as a body, in order

to boost the sales up where they belong."

" Mamma !
" Weary looked up at him, open-eyed.

" How long have you had that notion in your head,

— showing the picture to the Cattlemen's Conven-

tion ? I never heard of it."

"I might say quite a few things you haven't

heard me say before," Luck retorted, so harassed

that he never knew how sharp a snub he had given.

" I've had that in mind from the start ; ever since

I read when and where the convention would meet

this spring. We've got to have that blizzard, and

we've got to have it before many more days."

" Oh, well, we'll have it," Eosemary soothed, as

she would have comforted a cnild. " I just know
March will come in like a roaring lion ! Have some

beans. They're different, to-night. I cooked them
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«ith plain salt pork instead of bacon. You can't
imagine what a difference it makes ! "

luck was on the point of snapping out something
that would have hurt her feelings. He did not want
baby^thu^r. It did not comfort him in the least
to have her assure him that it would snow, when he
i..ew she had absolutely no foundation for such an
assu^oioe. But just before he spoke, he remembered
how bravely she had l«en smiling at hardships that
would have b«ken the spirit of most women so he
took ae beans and smiled at her, and did not speak

Trouble, that month, was riding Luck hard. Thehl^^ that was aWutely vital to his picture-plot
»emed as remote as in June. Other storms hadoome to delay his work without giving him the bene-
fit of any spectacular effect There had been daysof whooping wind, when even the saddle strin-

n^,r. ''^'^ '"«' *'"P''-i-. "«• He could n;
shoot mtenor scenes because he could not shelterb« stage fr<,m the wind, and evei^ingblew about ina most maddening mamier to one who is trying, f„,^. to portray Uie calmness of a raTch-house

atchen at supper time.

There had been days of lowering clouds which

ii.
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brought nothing but exasperating little flurries of
what Applehead called "spit snow,"- flurries that
passed before Luck could get ready for a scene.
There had been one terrific sand storm which had
nearly caught them in the open. But Applehead
had warned them, and Luck, fortunately for them
all, had heeded the warning. They had reached
shelter just before the full force of the storm had
struck them, and for six hours the air was a heU of
sand in violent flight through the air. For six hours
they could not see as far as the stable, and the rooms
were filled with an impalpable haze of dust which
filtered through minute crevices under the roof and
around the doors and windows.

Luck, when that storm broke, was .vorried over his
negative drying in the garret, until he had hurried
up the ladder to see what might be done. He had
found the film practically dry, and had carried it

down in much relief to his dark room which, being
light-proof, was also practically dust-proof.

There had been other vexations, but there had
been fine, clear days as well. Luck hnd used those
fine days to their full capacity for yielding him pic-
ture-light Could he have been certain of getting
his " blizzard stuff " now, he would have left but his
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one load „f fi„.„,i„ „„„y ^^^^ ^^^ ^
bu he felt he could ear.7 it ,rith a better grace iony ke e„„id be .ure tbat bis picture wouldto^
pleted m time.

"Pass tbe beau,, Luck," Pink broke into bia a^

WMk but I II try tbem auotber whirl, auyway."
Ever try syr„p ou 'em?" „ld Dave WiswellWW up from hi, plate .0 inquire. "Once you git

cl!^;.
W that way, they go pretty ^d'f„r''a

but doubtful of tbe e.,periment, poured a teaapoon o

TZ "™^! '"^'-•' of »«-. oo-eyed tbe Cureto h« mouth and made a hurried trip to the door.S^y! was that a joke? " he demanded, when he re-tnmed grimacing to his place.

" Joke ? No, ain't no joke about that," the dried

«^ man testified ean-estly. " Once you git toiijun em that way—

"

Pink scowled suspiciously. "I'll take mine

WMany-Ponies who was tittering behind her

"I calc'late I better beef another critter," Apple-

1; 1
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liead suggested pacifically. " Worst of it is, the cat-

tlo's all 80 danged pore they ain't much pickin' left

on their bones after the hide'" akun off. If that bliz-

zard ever does come, Luck's shore goin' to have all

tha pore-cow atmosphere he wants! "

To Luck their talk, good-humored though it was,
hurt him like a blow upon bruised fltsh. For their
faith in h 1 they were eating beans three times p
day with laughter and jest to sweeten the fare. For
their faith in him they were riding early and late,

enduring hardships and laughing at them. Tf he
failed, he knew that they would hide their dia&iy
pointment under some humorous phase of the failure;

— if they could find one. He could not tell theni
how close he was to failure. He could not tell them
in plain words how much hung upon the coming of
that storm in time for him to reach the cowmen at
their convention. Their ignorance of the profession
kept them from worrying much about it; their ab-
solute confidence in his knowled-^ let them laugh at
diflicultiea which held him awake when they were
sleeping.

But for all that he went doggedly ahead, trusting
in luck theoretically while he overlooked nothing that
would make for success. While Applehead sniffed

l! 1 i

IH
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tt, .ir .nd shook hi, head, Luck wm doing .very-
ttmg he could think of to keep thi g. ^i„g „e.diiy
along to a completion of the production.

lie made all of hi, "close-up,," his inserts, and
sub-ftles He cut negative by his continuity sheet
.tnujht after the oth,r, were all in hed, and pig«,„.
holed the scenes ready for joining. He ordered
what positive " he »ould need, and he arr«,ged forh« advertising matter. All his interior scenes, save
tie doubl«,pos„re "vision" scenes, were done by
the fifteenth of Mc^h.-Ma^h which had not
come ,n hke a roaring lion, as Eosema^ had pr^
dieted with easy optimise, b„t „y„^ ^^,j ^
nerve-wrackingly lamblike to the ver,r middle of the
month.

With a dogged pei^..ience in getting .eady for the
fu .W of his hopes, he ordered tanks and printer
for the hnal work of getting his stnff ready for the
market .He had at best a cruuJ^ primitive ouclit,
though he saw his bank balance dsdncUe and 'windle
to a most despairingly smaU smn. And st-U it di.^
not snow nor show any faint promise, of snow.

Well," he remarked grimly oue mornin^^ when
the boys asked him ut bv.akfast about his -lans, " you
can go back to bed, for all I can,. IVe done every-



I ^

270 THE PHANTOM HERD
thing I can do— till we get that snowstona. Ail we
can do now is sit tight and trust to luck."

" What day uh the month is this ? " Applehead
wanted to know. His face was solemn with his re-

sponsibility as a weather prophet

" The twentieth day of March," Luck replied, with
the air of one who has the date branded deep on his

consciousness.

" Twentieth uh March— hm-mm ? We-ell, now,
I have knowed it to storm, and storm hard, after this

time uh year. But comin' the way she did last fall,V all this here wind 'n' bluster 'n' snow^In' on the
Zandias and never comin' no further down, I calc'late

the chances is slim, boy —'n' gittin' slimmer every
day, now I'm tellin' yuh I

"

" Well, say
! Ain't yuh got a purty fair pitcher

the way she stands ? " Big Medicine inquirer! aggres-
sively. " Seems t' me we've done enough ridin' and
actin', by cripea, t' make half a dozen pitchers be^
ter'n what I've ever saw."

" That isn't the point." Luck's voice was lifeless,

with a certain dogged combativeness that had come
into it during the last two months. " We've got to

have that storm. This isn't going to be any make-
shift aflFair. We've got some good film, yes. But
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it's like starting a funr.y storj- and being choked off
before you get to the Jaugh in it. We've got to ha e
that storm, I tell yon !

" Ili« eyea challenged them
harshly to dispute his statement.

"Well, darn it, have your storm, then. I'm
willin'," Big Medicine bellowed with ill-timed face-
tiousness. '' Pink, you nm and c> Luck a storm;
git him a good big one, guaranteed to last 'im four
days or money refunded. You git one—'»

"Listen, Bud." Luck stood suddenly before Big
Medicine, quivering with nervous rage. « ^

^n't
joke about this. There's no joke in this at all No
one with any brains can see anything funny in hav-
ing failure stare him in the face. Twelve of us have
put every ounce of our best work and our best pa-
tience and every dollar we possess in the world into
this venture. IVe worked day ai;d night on this pic-
^re. IVe worked you boys in weather that wasn't
fit for a dog to be out in. I've seen Rosemary Green
slaving in this dark little hole of a kitchen because
we can t afford a cook for the outfit. You'^ e all been
dead game -I'll hand it to you for that-everv
white chip has gone into the pot. If we fail we'll
have to borrow carfare to get outa here. And here's
Applehead. We've used his ranch, we've used his

N
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house and his horses and himself; we've killed his

cattle for beef, by— ! And woVe got just that one
chance— the chance of a storm— for winning out
One chance, and that chance getting slimmer every
day, as he says. No— there's no joke in this; or
if there is, I've lost my appetite for comedy. I can't

laugh." He stopped as suddenly as he had begun his

rapid speech, caught up his hat, and went out alone

into the soft morning sunlight. He left silence be-

hind him,— a stunned silence that was awkward to

break.

"It's a perfect shame! " Rosemary said at last,

and her lips were trembling. "He's just about
crazy— and I know he hasn't slept a wink, lately,

just from worrying."

" I calc'Iate that's about the how of it," Applehead
agreed, rubbing his chin nervously. " He lays awful
still, last few weeks, and that thar's a bad sign fer
him. And I ain't heerd 'im talkin' in l-is sleep

lately, either. Up till lately he made more pitchers

asleep than he done awake. Take it when things
was movin' right along. Mis' Green, 'n' Luck w^
shore talkative, now I'm tellin' yuh !

'*

"My father, he got one oncle," Annie-Many-
Ponies spoke up unexpectedly from her favorite cor-
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ner. " Big Medicine man. Maybe I write one let-

ter, maybe Noisy-Owl he come, make plenty storm.
Noisy-Owl, he got awful strong medicine for make
storm come."

" WeU, by cripes, yuh better send for 'im then! "

Big Medicine advised gruffly, and went out.

M



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN-

THE STOBM

rpUE PHANTOM HERD, as the days slipped
-* nearer and nearer to April, might ahnost have
been christened The Forlorn Hope. On the twenty-
first the sun was so hot that Luck rode in his shirt
sleeves to Albuquerque, stubbornly intending to order
more "positive " for his prints in the final work of
putting his Big Picture into marketable form. He
did not have the slightest idea of where the money to
pay for the stuff was coming from, but he sent the
letter ordering the stock sent C.O.D. He was play-
ing for big results, and he had no intention of being
balked at the last minute because of his timidity in
assuming an ultimate success which was beginning to
look extremely doubtful.

On the twenty-second, a lark flew impudently past
his head and perched upon a bush near by and sang
straight at him. As a general thing Luck loved to
hear bird songs when he rode abroad on a fine morn-
ing; but he came very near taking a shot at that
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particular lark, as if it were personally responsible

On the twenty-third the sky was a brassy blue, and
Appld.ead won Inck's fierce enmity by remarkingto he "calo'laM he'd better get his garden in!^Luck went away off somewhere on the snuffy little
bay, that day, and did not return until after dark.

on^„ '"'T*''^^
"" '°°'' *^' '"y" '""•y •"«*on tiie mesa, where the mountains shoulder the plain

^tt e ttat had been permitted to drift where they
would m their famished search for the scant g«J
VT\ f

"' ^"""^ -" *»— followed^
" *« •'"ckboard with the lunch, and Luck, when the
boys had met with their gleanings, "shot" two or

wh> h would go to help along his range "
atmosphere."

To ae Happy Family it seemed a waste of ho«^
flesh to comb a twenty-mile radius of mesa to get a

a male of the ranch. The Happy Family knew thatLuck was wadmg chin deep in the slough of despond,
nd hey deoded that he kept them riding all d.;

just for pure cussedness.

liii



276 THE PHANTOM HERD
I suppose they thought that his orders to range-

herd the cattle they had gathered came from the
same mood, but they did not seem to mind. They
did whatever he told them to do, and they did it

cheerfully,— which, in the circumstances, is saying
a good deal for the Happy Family. So with the
sun warm as early May, and the new grass showing
tiny green blade-tips in the sheltered places, they
began range-herding two thousand head of cattle that

needed all the territory they could cover for their
feeding grounds.

The twenty-fifth day of March brought no faintest

promise of anything that looked like snow. Apple-
head sharpened his hoe and went pecking at the soil

around the roots of his grape-vine arbor, thereby ir-

ritating Luck to the point of distraction. He had
reached a nervous tension where he could not eat,

and he could not sleep, and life looked a nightmare
of hard work and disappointments, of hopes luring
deceitfully only to crush one at the moment of ful-

filment.

It was because he could not sleep, but spent the
nights stretched upon his side with his wideopen eyes
boring into vacancy and a drab future, that he heard
the wind whine over the ridgepole of the squat bunk-

ilil
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house and knew that it had risen from a dead calm
smce bedtime. The languor of nervous exhaustion
was pulling his eyelids down over his tired eyes, and
he knew that it must be nearly morning; for sleep
never came to him now until after Applehead's brown
rooster had ci-owed for two o'clock.

^^

He closed his eyes and dreamed that he was
shooting " blizzard scenes with the snow to his arm-

pts He was chilled to the middle of his bones, and
ins hand went down miconsciously and groped for
tiie blankets he had pushed oflF in his restlessness.
In his sleep he was yelling to the Cattlemen's Con-
vention to wail^-not to adjourn yet, because he
had something to show them.

" Well, show 'em, dang it, an' shut up ! " muttered
Applehead cro,,sly, and turned over on his good ear
so that he could sleep undisturbed.

luck, half awakened by the movement, curled up
with his knees close to his chin and went on wiA
his dream. With the wind still mooing lonesomely
around the comers of the house, he slept more
soundly than he had slept for weeks, impelled, I sup-
pose, by a subconscious easement from his greatest
anxiety.

A slow tap-tap-tapping on the closed door near his

(>
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278 THE PHANTOM HERD
head woke him just before dawn. The lightest

sleeper of them all, Luck lifted his head with a start,

and opened his sleep-blurred eyes upon blackness.

He called out, and it was the voice of Annie-Many-

Ponies that answered.

"Wagalexa Conkal You come quick. Plenty

snow come. You be awful glad when you see. Soon
day comes. You hurry. I make plenty breakfast,

Wagalexa Conka."

As a soldier springs from sleep when calls the

bugle, Luck jumped out into the icy darkness of the

room. With one jerk he had the door open and
stood glorying in the wild gust of snow that broke

over Lim like a wave. In his bare feet he stood there,

and felt the snow beat in his face, and said never a
word, since big emotions never quite reached the sur^

face of Luck's manner.

" Day come quick, Wagalexa Conka I
" The voice

of Annie-Many-Ponies urged him from without, like

the voice of Opportunit;> calling from the storm.

"All right. You run now and have breakfast

ready. We come quick." He held the door open

another half minute, and he heard Annie-Many-

Ponies laugh as she fought her way back to the house

through the blinding blizzard. He saw a faint glow
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through the snow-whirl when she opened the kitchen
door, and he shut out the storm with a certain va^rac
reluctance, as though he half feared it might some-
how escape into a warm, sunny morning and prove
itself I, ^ more than a maddeningly vivid dream.

" Hey
!

Wake up
!
» he shouted while he groped

for a match and the lamp. " Boll into your sour-
doughs, you sons-uh-guns—

"

" Say, Applehead," came a plaintive voice from
Pink's bunk, « make Luck turn over on the other side,
can't yuh ? Dam a man that talks in his sleep I

"

" By cripes. Luck's got to sleep in the hay loft—
er I will," Big Medicine grow.ed, making the boards
of his bunk squeak with the flop of his disturbed
body.

Then Lack found the lamp and struck a match,
and it was seen that he was very wide awake, and that
his face had the look of a man intent upon accom-
plishment

The Native Son sat up in one of the top bunks and
looked down at Luck with a queer solemnity in his-
eyes. "What is this, amigo?" be asked with a
stifled yawn. " Another one of your Big Minutes ? "

"Quien sahe?" Luck retorted, reaching for his
clothes as his small ebullition subsided to a mislead-
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280 THE PHANTOM HERD
ing composure. "Storm's here at last, and we'll

have to be moving. Roll out and saddle your ridge-

runners; Annie's got hv ^fast all ready for us."

" Aw, gwan I " grumLied Happy Jack from sheer

force of habit, and made haste to hit th^ floor with
his feet before Luck replied to that apparent doubt
of his authority.

"Dress warm as you can, boys," Luck advised

curtly, lacing his own heavy buckskin moccasins over

thick Gerr^utn socks, which formed his cold-weather

, footgear. " She's worse than that other one, if any-

thing."

"Mammal" Weary murmured, in a tone of

than?'3giving. « She didn't come any too soon, did
she?"

Luck did not reply. He pulled his hat down low
over his forehead, opened the door and went out, and
it was as though the wind and snow and darkness

swaUowed him bodily. The horses must first be fed,

and he fought his way to the stables, where Apple-
head's precious hay was dwindling rapidly under
Luck's system of keeping mounts and a four-horse

team up and ready for just such an emergency. He
labored through the darkness to the stable door,

lighted the lantern which hung just inside, and went
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into the first stall. The manger was full, and the
feed-box still moist from the lapping tngue of the
gray horse that stood there munching industriously.

Annie-Many.Ponies had evidently fed the horseR be-
.^ore she called Luck, and he felt a warm glow of
gratitude for her thoughtfulness.

He stopped at the bunk-house to tell the boys that
th'jy had nothing to do but eat breakfast before they
saiidled, and found them putting on overcoats and
gloves and wrangling over the probable location of
the herd that would have drifted in the night Si,
they ploughed in a straggling group to the house,
where Annie-Many-Ponies was already pouring the
coffee when they trooped in.

Day was just breaking when they rode out into the
full force of the belated stcrm and up on the mesa
whore they had left the cattle scattered and feeding
more or less contentedly at sundown. They had not
gone a mile until their bodies began to shrink under
the unaccustomed cold. Bill Holmes, town-bred and
awkward in the open, thankfully resigned to the In-
dian girl the dignity of driving the mountain wagon
with its four-horse team, and huddled under blankets,
while Annie-Many-Ponies piloted them cahnly
straight across country in the wake of the riders

ill
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282 THE PHANTOM HERD
whom her beloved Wagalexa Conka was leading or

the anuffy bay. Save for the difference in hi«

clothes, Annie-Many-Ponies thought that he much
resembled that great little war-chief of the white peo-

ple who rode ahead of his column in a picture hang-
ing on the wall of the mibsion school. Nppoleon was
the great little war-chiefs name, and hor heart
sweUed with pride as she drove steadily through the
storm and thought what a great war-chief her brother
Wagalexa Conka might have made, were these but
the days of much fighting.

There was to be lio trouble with " static " this time,

if Luck could help it. To be doubly safe fron!

blurred fihn, he had brought his ray filter along, for
the flakes of snow were large and falling fast. He
had chosen a different location, because of the direc-

tion of the wi^d and the diflBculty the boys would
have had in driving the cattle back in the face of it

to the side hill where he had first taken the scenes of
the drifting herd.

To-day he " shot " them first as they were filing

reluctantly out through a narrow pass which was sup-
posed to be the entrance to the box canyon where the
two rustlers, Andy and Miguel, had kept them hidden
away. Artistically speaking, the cattle were in per-
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feet condition for such a scene, every rib showing as
they trooped past the clicking camera cleverly con-
cealed in a clump of bushes; hip bones r* ->ding up,
lean legs shambling slowly through the snow that
was already a foot deep. Cattle hidden for days and
days in a box canyon would not come out fat and
•leek and stepping briskly, and Luck was well pleased
witj the realism of his picture, even while he pitied
the poor beasts.

Later he took the drifting of the herd, and he
knew in bis heart tha*. the scenes were better than
those he had lost. He took tragic scenes of the Na-
tive Sou in his struggle to keep up and to keep going.
He took him as he fell and lay prone in the snow be-
side his Mien horse while the blizzard whooped over
him, and the snow fell upon his still face. In his
zeal he nearly froze the Native Son, who must lie

there during two or three "cut-back" scenes, and
while Andy was coming up in search of him. When
Andy lifted him and found him actually limp in his
arms, the anxiety which a "close-up" revealed in
his face was not all art. However, he did not say
anything until Luck's voracious scene-appetite had
been at least partially satisfied.

" By gracious, I believe the son-of-a-gun is about

ti.
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284 THE PHANTOM HERD
froze," he snapped out then; Luck grinned mirth-

leuly and callod to Annie for the precious thermos

bottle, and poured a cup of strong black coffee, added

a generous dash of the apricot brandy which he spoke

of familiarly as his " cure-all," and had ^'j Native

Son very much alive and tramping around lu restore

the circulation to his chilled limbs before Bill Holmes
ha< arried the camera to the location of the next

scene.

" By rights I should have left you the way you
were till I got this last death scene where Andy buries

you under the rock ledge so he can get home alive

himself," Luck told Miguel heartlessly, when they

were ready for work again. " You were in proper

condition, brother. But I'm human. So vou'll

have to do a little more acting, from now on."

With hn mats placed with careful precision, he
took his dissolve ** vision stuff " of the blizzard and
the death of Miguel,— scenes which were to torment

the conscience of Andy the rustler into full -pent-

ance and confession to his father. While the boys

huddled around Annie's camp fire and guzzled hot

coffee and ate chilled sandwiches. Luck took some fine

ocenes of the phantom herd marching eerily along

the skyline of a little slope.
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He "ihot" every effective blizzard scene he had
dreamed of so despairingly when tlie weather was
fine. Some scenes of esjM'cial importance to his pic-

ture he took twice, so as to have the " choice^)f-ao-

tion " so much prized by producers. This, you must
know, was a luxury in which Luck had not often per-
mitted himself to indulge. With raw negative at
nearly four cents a foot, he had made it a point to

shoot only such scenes as gave every promise of being
exactly what he wanted. But with this precious
blizzard that numbed his fingers most realistically

while he worked, but never once worried him for fear
the sun was going to shine before he had finished, he
"as as lavish of negative as though he had a mil-

-ion-dollar corporation at his back.

That evening, when they were luxuriating before

tne fireplace heaped with dry wood which the flames
were licking greedily. Luck became, for the first time
in months, the old Luck Lindsay who had fascinated
them at the Flying U. He told them stories of his

days with the " Bill show," and called upon the gig-

gling Annie-Many-Ponies for proof of their truth;
whereat Annie-Many-Ponies would nod her head
vigorously and declare that it was " Xo lie. I see
him plenty times do them thing. I know." He dis-
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286 THE PHANTOM HERD
puted energeticaUy with Big Medicine over the hard
ships of the day's work; and as a demonstration o:

the fact that he was perfectly able to go out righ

then and shoot another seven hundred feet of film

he seized upon the tomriom which Annie-Many
Ponies had made from a green calf hide and an old

cheese box, and in his moccasins he danced the Sious
Buffalo Dance and several other dances in which

Annie-Many-Ponies finally joined and teetered

around in the circle which the Happy Family en-

thusiastically widened for the performers.

Work there was yet to do, and plenty of it Even
if the weather came clear on the morrow as he de-

sired, he must make every minute count, if he would
take his picture to the Cattlemen's Convention.
Work there was, and problems there were to be
solved. But he had his big blizzard stuff, and he
had his scenes of the phantom herd. So for an hour
or two, on this evening of triumph. Luck Lindsay
threw care into a far comer, and danced and sang as

the Happy Family had never known he could do.

"Here, Annie, take the drum; it's 'call the dog
and put out the fire and all go home.' If my luck

stays with me, and the sun shines to-morrow, we'll

take these interiors of the double-exposure stuff.
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And then we'll be eating on the run and sleeping as
we ride, till that picture pops out on the screen for
the old cattlemen to see. Good night, folks ; I'm go-
ing to sleep to-night I"

He went out whistling like a schoolboy going fish-

ing. For luck was with him once more, and his

Phantom Herd was almost a reality as a picture.
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN"

A FEW OF THE MINOE DIFFICULTIES

T TOWEVER obliging fate maj desire to be, cer

A X tain of nature's laws irust be observed,

Whether luck was disposed to stay with Luck Lind-

say or not, a storm such as the fates had conjured
for his needs could not well blow itself out as sud-

denly as it had blown itself in; so Luck did not get

all of his interior double-exposure stuff done the

next day, nor his remaining single-exposure stuff

either. When his own reason and Applehead's ear-

nest assurances convinced him that the day after the

real blizzard day was going to be unfit for camera
work, Luck took Weary, Pink, and the Native Son
to Albuquerque, rented a little house he had discov-

ered to be vacant, and set them to work building a
drying drum for his prints, according to the specifi-

cations he furnished them. He hauled his tanks
from the depot and showed the boys how to install

them so as to have the benefit of the running water,

and got his printer set up and ready to work; for he
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knew that he would have to make his first prints him-
self, with the help of the Happy Family, the pho-
tographer having neither the room nor the time for
the work, and Luck haWng no more than barely
money enough to pay house rent and the charges on
his tanks and printer.

Then, being an obliging young man when the
fates permitted h^m to indulge his natural tenden-
cies. Luck made a nurried trip to a certain little shop
that had dusty mandolins and watches and guns and
a chi J kodak in the dingy window. He went in
with his watch in his pocket ticking cheerfully the
minutes and hours that were so full of work and
worry. When he came out, the watch was ticking
just as cheerfully in a drawer and the chain was
looped prosperously across his vest from buttonhole
to empty pocket. He went straight across to a gro-
cery store and bought some salt pork and coffee and
commeal and matches which Rosemary had timidly
asked him if he could get. She explained apologet-
ically that she was beginning to run out of things,
and that she had no idea they were going to have
such awful appetites, and that of course there were
two extra people to feed, and that they certainly
could dispose of their share three times a day,—

1
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290 THE PHANTOM HERD
meaning, of course, Annie-Many-Ponies and Bi

Holmes.

Even while his brain was doing swift mental gyi
nasties in addition and subtraction, Luck had to]

her he would get whatever she wanted. His watc

brought enough to buy everything she asked for e:

cept a can of syrup; and that, he told her, the gn
ceryman must have overlooked, for he certainly ha
ordered it. He called the groceryman name
enough to convince Rosemary that her list had nc

been too long for his purse, and that Luck's occa

sional statement that he was broke must be take]

figuratively; Luck breathed a sigh of relief tha

Rosemary, at least, was once more spared che knowl
edge that all was not yet plain sailing to a smootl
harbor.

The next day being sunny. Luck finished the ae
tual camera work on The Phantom Herd. Thai
night he and Bill Hohnes developed every foot oi

negative he had exposed since the storm began, and
they finished just as Rosemary rapped on the dark-
room door and called that breakfast was ready. Bill

took it for granted that he could sleep, then, while
the negative was drying; but Luck was merciless;

that Cattlemen's Convention was only two days off,
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-counting that day which waa already beg„„,-
and there was alao a twelve-hour traiu trip, more or
less, between his picture and El Paso.

Bill Holmes had learned to join iilm in movie
alters, ^d Luck set him to work at it as soon as hem finished his breakfast. When Bill grmnbled
that there wasn't any fihn cement, Luck very calmly
™.t to his trunk and brought some, thereby win-
muf rom Rosemary the admiring statement that she
didn t believe Luck Lindsay ever fo^t a single,
sohta^ a>.ng in his life! So BiU Holmes assL
bled the mm, scene by scene, without even the com-
fort of cigarettes to keep awake. At his elbow Luck

f°
JO'-ed film until the negative in the garret was

dry enough to haudle, when he began cutting it ac-
cording to the continuity sheet, ready for Bill to
assemble.

luck's mood was changeable that day. He would
glow with the pride of achievement when he held a

rfiV/* ""^^ ""'-^ *° "^o '«•" «"d knew
that he had done something which no other producer
had ever done, and that he had created a film stoiy
that would stand up like a lone peak above the level
of all other Western pictures. When those night
scenes were tinted -and that scene which had for

1
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292 THE PHANTOM " ERD
its sub-title Opening Exercises, and which show(

the Happy Family mounting Applehead's snakie

bronks and riding away from camp into what wou!

be an orange sunrise after th^ positive had be(

through its dye bath—
And then discouragement would seize him, an

he would wonder how he was going to get hold (

money enough to take him to El Paso and the Coi

vention. And how, in the name of destitution, wa
he going to pay for that stock of " positive " when i

came ? Applehead was dead willing to help him,-
that went without saying; but Applehead was broke

That last load of horse-feed had cleaned his pockets

as he had chee: uUy informed Luck over three week
before. Applehead was not, and never would be b;

his own efforts, more than comfortably secure fron
having to get out and work for wages. He had cat

tie, but he let them run the range in season and out
and it was only in good years that he had fair beei

to ship. He hated a gang of men hanging around
the ranch and eating their fool heads off, he fre-

quently declared. So he and Compadre had lived in

unprosperous peace, with a little garden and a little

grape arbor and a horse for Applehead in the corral,

and teams in the pasture where they could feed and
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water themselres, and a month's supply of "grub"
always in the house. Applehead called that comfort
and could not see the advantage of burdening hims.if
with men and responsibilities that he might pile up
money in the bank. You can easily see where the
commg of Luck and his outfit might strain the finan-
cial resources of Applehead, even though Luck tried
to bear all extra expense for him. No, thought
Luck, Applehead would have to mortgage sometliing
If he were to attempt raising money then. And
Luck would have taken a pack-outfit and made the
trip to El Paso on horseback before he would see
Applehead go in debt for him. As it was, he was
seriously considering that pack-horse proposition as
a last resort, and trying to invent some way of shav-
ing his work dowix HO that he would have time for
the trip. But certain grim facts could not be
twisted to meet his needs. He simply had to print
his positive for projection on the screen. And that
positive simply had to go through certain processes
that took a certaia amount of time; and it simply
had to be dry and polished before he could wind it
on his reels. Eeels? Lordeel He didn't have
any reels to wind it on I

«
What's the matter? Spoil something?" Bill
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294 THE PHANTOM HERD
Holmes asked indifferently, pausing to lock at Lucl

before ho took up the next strip of celluloid ribbor

with its perforated edges and its little squares oi

shadowlike pictures that to the unpractised ey<

looked all alike.

"No. What reel is that you're on now? W<
want to be in town before dark with this stuflF, so &i

to start the printer going to-night." By printing

that night, and by hard riding, he might be able tc

make it, he was thinking.

" Think we'll be through in time ?
"

" Certainly, we'll be through in time." Luch

held up another strip to see where to cut it. " We've

got to be through 1

"

" I'm liable to be joining this junk by the sides

instead of the ends, before long," Bill hinted.

"No, you won't do anything like that" Luck's

voice had a disturbing note of absolute finality.

Bill looked at him sidelong. "A fellow can't

work forever without sleep. My head's splitting

right now. I can hardly see—

"

" Yes, you can see well enough to do your work—
and do it right ! Get that ?

"

Bill grunted. Evidently he got it, for he said no

more about his head, or about sleep. He did glance
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frequently out of the tail of his eye at Luck'g ab-
sorbed face with his jaw set at a determined angle
and his great mop of iron-gray hair looking like a
heavy field of grain after a thunderstorm, standing
out as it did in every direction. Now and then
Luck pushed it back impatiently with the flat of his
palm, but he showed no other sign of being conscious
of anything at all save the picture; though he could
have told you off-hand just how many times BUI
turned his eyes upon him.

At noon they were not through, and to Bill the at-

tempt to finish that day seemed hopeless, not to say
insane. But by four o'clock they were done with
the cutting and joining, and had their film carefully
packed and in the mountain wagon, and were ready
to drive through the slushy mud which was the
aftermath of the blizzard to the little house in Al-
buquerque which the boys had turned into a crude
but efficient laboratory.

There Luck continued to be merciless in his driv-
ing energy. He canvassed the moving-picture thea-
ters of the town and borrowed reels on which to wind
his film when it was once ready for winding. He
went back to the little house and set every one within
:t to work and kept them at it. He printed his posi-

i :
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296 THE PHANTOM HERD
tive, disaolved his aniline dye, which was to be fii

light effect, in the bathtub,— and I should, like
know what the landlord thought when next he view
that tub! He made an orange bath for sunrise c

fects in one of the stationary tubs, and his light bli

for night tints in tho other. He buzzed around ]

that little house like a disturbed blue-botte fly th;

cannot find an open window. He had his sleev(

rolled to his shoulders and his hair more tousle

than ever; he had blue circles under his eyes an
dabs of dye distributed here and there on his fac
and his arms; he had in his eyes the glitter of a ma
who means to be obeyed instantly and implicitly

whatever his cc ^mand may be,— and if you wan
to know, he was obeyed in just that manner.
Happy Jack and Big Medicine took turns at th.

crank of the big drying drum, around which And:
and Weary had carefully wound the wet film. Be
ing a crude, home-made affair, the crank that kept
that drum turning over and over did not work with
the ease of baJl-bearings. But Happy Jack, rolling
his eyes up at Luck when he hurried past to attend
to something somewhere, did not venture his opinion
of the task. Kor did Big Medicine bellow any face-
tious remarks whatever, but turned and sweated, and
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u«d the other hm.d a„hilo, a«d turned ..d turned«.d g<^led at Luek whenever Luck „an.e withinht

•«1 turned .nd tnmed, and .till .„id „„,hi„g .,

Ml Holme, went to ,leep .bout midnight and2 "7 """-8 « ""=• of firelight «en« i„ the

2i !°^' r'
'""' ^'^ ^""^ '»'<' -JI *e .«hmeal part of the work himself. The Happy FamilyM what ,hey could and wished they we« not so ^-rant j^d could do more. They could no,, for in^oe help Luck in the final assembling of the pj.^ed film and the putting in of the suWtles and^.^rt. But they could polish that film, after he^owe^ .hem how; so Pink and Weary' did LatAnd at dayhght Luck shook Bill H„toes awake andSet him to work again.

<mts.de whenever one of them could be spared, for

f" T'"y ^'^l "--J -M not have .Long ,h
fi^thousand feet of p.«ious but highly infi™i.bL

Luck had not yet solved the problem of meeting
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298 THE PHANTOM HERD
the expenae of the trip to El Paso. Riding d<n
with a pack-horse would take bim too long; the b<

he could do would not be quick enough ; for the Co
vention would be over before he got there, and h

trip therefore uaeleBS. He worked just as fast, ho^

ever, as though he had only to buy his ticket and tal

the train.

And then, when the last drumful was drying, 1

got his idea, and took Andy by the shoulder and le

him out into the litUe front hall. " Boy," he 8ai<

" you hook up the team and drive like hell out to tl

ranch and get the camerp and all the lenses. An
right under the lid of my trunk you'll find a lette

fiJe marked Receipts. In the C pocket you'll fin

the sales slips of camera and so on
; you bring then

along. And bring my bag and any clean socks bv
handkerchiefs you can find, and my gray suit an<
some collars and ties. Oh, and my shoes. Make i

back here by two o'clock if you can ; before three a
the latest."

" You bet yuh," assented Andy just as cheerfullj
as though he saw some sense in the order. Luck't
clothes were a reasonable request, but Andy could
not, for the life of him, figure any use for the camera
and lenses; and as for the receipts, that sounded to

i: .i)
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him like plain delirium. Andy', brain, at that time,
eemed to be revolving slowly round and round like
the big drying drum, and his thoughts were tangled
m exasperating visions of long, narrow strips of wet
film.

However, at two-thirty he drove smartly up to the
little house with the camera and Luck's brown
leather bag packed with the small necessities of
highly civilized journeying, and a large flat package
wrapped in old newspapers. He had not set the
brake that signalled the sweating horses to stop, be-
fore Luck was in the doorway with his hat on his
head and the air of one whose business is both ui^nt
and of large issues.

"Got the receipts? All right! Where are the
thmgs? This the lenses? All right? Put the
team in the stable and go get yourself some rest"

" Where's your rest coming in at ? » Andy flung
back over his shoulder, as Luck turned away with
the camera on his shoulder and the small case in his
hands.

" Mine will come when I get through. I've got
the last reel wound and packed, though. You bed
down somewhere and sleep. Vll be back in a little.

I'm going to catch that four o'clock train."
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800 THE PHANTOM HERD
When you consider that Luck made that statemei

with about fifteen cents in his pocket and no ticke

you will understand why Andy gave him that que<

look as he drove off to the stable. Luck might hav
climbed up beside Andy and ridden part of the waj
but he was too preoccupied with larger matters t

think of it until he found himself picking his footin

around the mud through which Andy had splashei

in comfort.

At the bank, Luck went in at the side door whicl

gave easy access to the office behind; and without an;

ceremony whatever he tapped on a certain glass

paneled door with a name printed across. He waite(

a second, and then turned the knob and walket

briskly in, carrying camera, tripod, and the case o^

small attachments, and smiling his smile of white

teeth and perfect assurance and much good will.

N^ow, the cashier whom he faced was a tall mar
worn thin with the worries of his position and the

care of a family. He lived in a large white house,

and his wife never seemed able to find a cook who
could cook; so the cashier was troubled with indiges-

tion that made his manner one of passive irritation

with life. His children were for some reason for-

ever "coming down » with colds or whooping^ugh

111 I

liii

'
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or measles or something (you have seen children like
that), so his eyes were always tired with wakeful
nights. It needed a Luck Dn].. . ,^,;ie to bring
any answering light into the harassed fa-, of that
cashier, but it got there aft r the first surprised
glance.

Luck stood his camera— screwed to its tripod—
against the wall by the door. « Pm Luck Lindsay
Mr. White," he announced in his easy, Texas drawl!
' I'm m a hurry, so I'll omit my full autobiography
If you don't mind, and let you draw your own conclu-
sions about my reputation and character. I've a
five-reel feature film called The Phantom Herd just
completed, and I want to take it down to El Paso and
show it before the Texas Cattlemen's Convention
which meets there tc^day. I want their endorsement
of It as a Western film which really portrays the
West, to incorporate in my advertisements in all the
trade journals. But the production of the film
took my last cent, and I've got to raise money on
my camera for the trip down there. You see what I
mean. I'm broke, and I've got to catch that four
o clock train or the whole thing stops right here.
Ihis camera cost me close to fifteen hundred dollars
Here are the receipted sales slips to prove it. In
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Los Angeles I could easily get—" He caught th

beginning of a denial in Mr. White's sidewise mov<

ment of the head—" ten times as much money on i

as you can give me. You probably don't know anj

thing at all about motion-picture cameras, but yoi

can read these slips and find out how prices run."

Mr. White had in a measure recovered from the ei

fects of Luck's smile. He picked up the slips an(

glanced at them indifferently. " There's a pawn
:;hop just down the street, I believe," he said

" Why—

"

" I want to leave this camera here with you, any

way," Luck interrupted. " It's valuable— too valu

able to take any risk of fire or burglary. I want U
leave it in your vault. You've handled a good dea

of my money, and you know who 1 am, and what mj
standing is, or else you aren't the right man for the

position you occupy. It's your business to kno\^

these things. Now, I'm not asking you for any big

loan. All I want is expense money for that trip. II

you'll advance me seventy-five or a hundred dollars

on my note, with this camera as security, I'll thank

you and romp down to El Paso and get that en-

dorsement before the convention adjourns till next

year."
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Mr. Wiite looked a the camera strangely, as
though he half expected it to explode. "I should
have to take it up with the directors ~"

"Directors! Hell, man, that train's due in an
hour! What are you around here— a man in au-
thority, or just a dummy made up to look like one?
Do you mean to tell me you're afraid to stake me to
enough money to make El Paso and return ? What,
for the Lord's sake, do I look like, anyway,—

a

crook ?
"

Mr. White's head was more than six feet in the air
When he stood up, and Luck Lindsay in his high-
heeled boots lacked a good six inches of that altitude;
but for all that. Luck Lindsay was a bigger man than
Mr. White. He dominated the cashier ; he made the
cashier conscious of his dys ,i .. and his thin hair
and his flabby mu^les and . .xjk of enthusiasm
with life.

" The directors have to pass on all bank loans," he
explained apologetically, " but I can lend you the
money out of my personal account. If you will ex-
cuse me, I'll get the money before my assistant closes
the vault And shall I put these inside for you ?

"

He rose and started for the inner door with a depre-
cating smile.
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804 THE PHANTOM HERD
" Aren't you going to take a note ? " Luck studie

the man with sharpened glance.

" My check will be a sufficient record of the tranf

action, I think." And Mr. White, with two or thre

words scribbled at the bottom, proceeded to make th

check a record. " I am glad to be able to stake yov

Mr. Lindsay, and I hope your trip will be succesf

ful."

He got another Luck Lindsay smile for that, an(

the apology he had coming to him. And then in i

very few minutes Luck hurried out and back to thi

little house on the edge of town.

" Where's my bag ? So long, boys ; I'm going h

drift. I'll change clothes on the train— haven't go

time now. Here's five dollars, Andy, for the stabl*

bill and so on. Bill, you're the only one of the buncl

that shirked, so you can carry this box of reels to th(

depot for me. Adios, boys, I'm sure going to romj

all over that Convention, believe me, if they don'i

swear The Phantom Herd's a winner from the firs1

scene I

"



CHAPTER NINETEEN'

WHEEEIN LUCK MAKES A SPEECH

T UCK Stood on the platform of the Texas Cat-
1^ tlemen's Convention and looked down upon the
work-lined, brown faces of the men whose lives had
for the most part been spent out of doors. Their
sober attentiveness confused him for a minute so
tb.at he forgot what he wanted to say— he, Luck
Lindsay, who had faced the great audiences of Madi-
son Square Garden and had smiled his endearing
smile and made his bow with perfect poise and an
eye for pretty faces; who had without a quiver faced
the camera, man/s the time, in difficult scenes; who
had faced death more times than he could count,
and what was to him worse than death,— blank fail-

ure. But these old ran^e-men with the wind-and-
sun wrinkles around their eyes, and their ready-to-
wear suits, and their judicial air of sober attention,

— these were to him the jury that would weigh his
work and say whether it was worthy. These men—
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And then one of them suddenly cleared his thrc

with a rasping sound like old Dave Wiswell, 1

dried little cowman of the picture, and embarrai

ment dropped from Luck like a cloak flung asic

He was here to put his work to the test ; to let the

men say whether The Phantom Herd was worthy

be called a great picture, one of which the West cou

be proud. So he pushed back his mop of hair-

grayer than the hair of many here old enough to 1

his father— with the flat of his palm, and looke

straight into the faces of these men and said what 1

had to say:

" Mr. Chairman, and gentlemen of this Convei

tion, I consider it a great privilege to be able to stan

here and speak to you— a greater privilege tha

any of you realize, perhaps. For my heart has a

ways been in the range-land, my people have bee

the people of the plains. I have to-day been hor

ored by the hand-grip of old-timers who were ridin,

circle, trailing long-horns, and working cattle whei

I was a boy in short pants.

" I have trailed herds on the pay roll of one mai
who remembers me here to-day, and of others wh(

have crossed the Big Divide. I have seen the oper

range shrink before the coming of barbed wire ant
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settlers I have watched the 'long shadow' fall
across God's own cattle country.

" Since I entered the motion-pictnre business, my
one great aim and my one great dream has been to
produce one real Western picture. One picture that
I could present with pride to such a convention as
this and have men who have spent their lives in the
cattJe industry give it the stamp of their approval;
one picture that would make such men forget the
present and relive the old days when they were
punchers all and proud of it. Such an opportunity
came to me last fall and I made the most of it I
got me a bunch of real boys, and went to work on the
picture I have called The Phantom Herd. From
the trail-herds going north I have tried to weave intomy story a glimpse of the whole history of the range
critter, from the shivering, new-bom calf that hit the
range along with a spring blizzard, to the big, four-
year-old steer prodded up the chutes into the ship-pmg cars. ^

"I want you, who know the false from the real, to
see The Phantom Herd and say whether I have donemy work well. I finished the picture yesterday, and
I have brought it down here for the purpose of ask-
ing you to honor me by accepting an invitation to a
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private showing of the picture this evening, here ii

this hall. I want you to come and bring your wives

and your children with you if you can. I want yoi

to see The Phantom Herd before it goes to the publi(

— and to-morrow I shall face you again and accepi

your verdict You know the West. You wiL

know a Western picture when you see it. I kno\^

you know, and I want you to tell me what you thinh

of it. Your word will be final, as far as I am con-

cerned. Gentlemen, I hope you will all be preseni

here to-night at eight o'clock a? my guests. I tiianb

you for your attention."

Luck went away from there feeling, and telling

himself emphatically, that he had made a " rotten
"

talk. Hp had not said what he had meant to say, or

at least he had not said it the way he had meant to

say it. But he was too busy to dwell much upon his

deficiencies as an orator ; he had yet to borrow a pro-

jection machine and operator from somewhere—
for, as usual, he had issued his invitation before he

had definitely arranged for the exhibition, and had

trusted to luck and his own efforts to be able to keep

his promise.

Luck (or his own efforts) landed him within easy

conversational reach of a man who was preparing

I.M
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to open a little theater on a side street. The scats
were not in yet, but he had his machine, and he
mef.n. to operate it himself, while his wife sold tick-
ets and his boy acted as usher,— a family combina-
tion which to Luck seemed likoly to be a success.
This man, when Luck made knovm his needs, said he
was perfectly willing to - limler up " his machine
and himself on The Phantom Herd, if Luck would
let his wife and boy see the picture, and would pay
the slight operating expenses. So that was settled
very easily.

At five minutes to eight that evening all of the
cattlemen and a few favored, influential citizens of
El Paso whom Luck had invited personally sat wait-
ing before the blank screen. Up in the operator's
cramped quarters Luck was having a nen'ous chill
and trying his best not to show it, and he was telling
the operator to give it time enough, for the Lord's
sake, and to be sure he had everything ready before
he started in, and so forth, until the operator was al-
most as nervous as Luck himself.

" Now, look here," he cried exasperatedly at last.

"You know your business, and I know mine.
You're going to have me named in your write-ups
as the movie-man that run this show for the conven-
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310 THE PHANTOM HERD
tion, ain't you i And I'm going to open up a pii

ture house next week in this town, ain't I ? And
ain't going to advertise myself as a bum operator, ai

I ? Xow you vamos outa here and get down there i

the audience, if you don't want me to get the fie

gets and spoil something. Go on— beat it I
"

Luck must have been in a strange condition, fo
he beat it promptly and without any retort, and sli(

furtively into a chair between two old range-mei
just as the operator's boy-usher switched off tb
lignw. Luck's heart began to pound so that he hal:

expected hia neighbors to tell him to close hii

muffler,— only they were of the saddle-horse fra

temity and would nol l; -ve known what the phrase

meant.

The Phantom Herd flashed suddenly upon the

screen and joggled there dizzily, away over to one
side. Luck clapped his hand to his perspiring fore-

head and murmured " Oh, my Gawd I
" like a prayer,

and shut his eyes to hide from them the desecration.

He opened them to find that the caste was just flick-

ing off and the first icene dissolving in.

The man at his left gave a long sigh and crossed

his knees, and leaned back and began to chew to-

bacco rapidly between his worn old molars.
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"Oh a ten dollar hoss and a foHy doHar saddle,I m gotn to pmchin' Texas cattle."

The sub-title dissolved slowly into a scone showinir
a cow-puncher (who was Wear,) swinging on to his
rangy cow-horse and galloping away after the chuck-
wagon just disappearing in the wake of the dust-
flmging remuda. Back somewhere in the dusk of
the audience, a man began to hum the tune that
went with the words, and the heart of Luck Lindsay

The Old Chisholm Trail " and other old-time range
songs for his sub-titles, to keep the range atmosphere
complete, and that cracked voice humming uncon-
sciously told how it appealed to these men of the
range.

Luck did not slide do^m in his seat so that his
head rested on the chair-back while The Phantom
Serd WP. . shown. Instead, he sat leaning for-
ward, with his face white and strained, and watched
for weak points and for bad photography and scenes
that could have been bettered.

He saw the big trail-herd go winding away across
tie level, with Weary riding "point" and Ilappv
Jack bringing up the "drag," and the others scai-
tered along between; riding slouched in their saddles



812 THE PHANTOM HEIID
hat-brima pulled low over eyes amarting with the dust
that showed in a thin film at the head of the herd
and grew thicker toward the drag, until riders and
animals were seen dimly through a haze.

" My— I can just feel that dust in ra' throat I
"

muttered the mun at his right, and coughed.

Luck saw the storm come muttering up just as the
Cattle were bedding down for the night. He saw the
lightning, and he knew that those who watched with
him were straining forward. He heard some one
say involuntarily: " They'll break and nm, sure as
hell

!
" and he knew that he had done that part of his

work well.

Ho saw the night scenes he had taken in town.
He almost forgot that all Uiis was his work, so
smoothly did the story steal across his senses and be-
guile him into half believing it was true and not a
fabric which he had built with careful planning and
Ttixuh toil. He saw the round-up scenes; the day-
he: d, the cutting-out and the branding, the beef-herd
driven to the shipping cars. True, those steers were
not exactly prime beef,— he had caught the culls
only, late in the season for these scenes— but they
passed, with one audible comment that this was a
poor season for beef I

^'(i^.^.^^-
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W'th his head sunk on his chest n,^,- ,T

««ming ,0 «ee hin. at «]I.

'' ""* ^'* '"^"

"*'"' '"" '» """' -'«'. "«^ W <o ,„„, „„„_..
The words and the scene opened wide th, rf r

.n »t of the past The hall, Lucl „n,ed hiZ^f^

:::'o-::c;z:irrdtiri
oppressive.

flirtmct and

There was the blie«.rd, terrible in it, Uting real-

4i
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ism. There was the old cow and calf, separated

from the herd, fighting in the primal instinct to pr»

serve themselves alive,— fighting and losing. Thew
was that other, more terrible fight for existence, the

fight of the Native Son against the snow and the

cold. Men drew their breath sharply when he fell

and did not rise again. They shivered when the

snow began to drift against his quiet body, to lodge

and shift and settle, and grow higher and higher

until the bank was even with his shoulders, to drift

over him and make of him a white mound— And
then, when Anjly staggered up through the swirl,

leading his horse and shouting; when he stumbled

against Miguel and tried to raise him and rouse him,

a sound like a groan went through the crowd.

" Close a call as I ever had was in a blizzard like

that," the old man at Luck's left whispered agita-

tedly to Luck behind his pahn, when the lights

snapped on while the operator was changing for the

last reel.

There was Andy, haunted and haggard, at home
again with his father. There were those dissolve

scenes of the "phantom herd" drifting always

across the sky-line whenever Andy looked out into

the night or rose startled from uneasy sleep. Weird,
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it wa^- weird and real and ver, terrible. And,
•t Ust, there was that wonderful camp-fire «»ne of
the Indrn girl who prayed to her gods before she
went to meet her lover who was dead and could not
ieep the i^t There were heart-breaking sceneswhem the Indian girl wande^d in wild places, l«,k.
>;«, hopmg, despairing- Lack had planned eveiy
luae detaJ of those scenes, and yet they thrilled him
a» though he had come to them unawares
He did not wait after the last scene faded out

dowly. He slipped quietly into the aisle and went
•way, while the hands of the old-timers were sting-
.«g «th applause. Halfway down the block hehe«d It stUl, and his steps quickened unconsciously.
They were calling his name, back there in the hall.
They were all talking at once .„d clapping theirh«ds and as an interlude, shouting the name of
Luck Lmdsay. Bnt Luck did not heed. He
wanted to get away by himself. He did not feel a,
though he could say anything at all to any one, just
then. He had seen hi. Big Picture, and he had seen
that ,t wa. as big and as perfect, almost, a. he hadd««ned .t. To Luck, at that moment, word, would
hare cheapened it,-even the .vords of the old cat-

1. ?
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Ho went to his hotel aad straight up to hi, rooBrj^oo of the fact that it would have be« to hi

l^vantage to miugle with hia guesta and to listen t
their p„,se. He went to bed and lay there in th
•tok, rdiving the scenes of his story. Then, afte
.wh,Ie, he drifted off into sleep, his first dreamless
untroubled slumber in many a night.
By the time the Convention was assembled th<

next day, however, he had recovered his old spirit oi

.
,
'"« energy. The chairman had invited him bv

telephone to attend the afternoon meeting, and Luck
'™^-- to be greeted by a rousing applause when he
walked down the aisle to the platform where the
""•"man was waiting for him.

Be«>lutions had dready been passed, the Conven-

<^ as a body thanking Luck Lindsay for the privi-^ ofs^ what was in their judgment the great-
ert Westem picture that had ever been p^duced.The ohamnan made a little speech about the pleasure
"rf the pnvJege, and presented Luck with a letter of
endorsement and signed with due formaUty by chair-»« and «»ret«7 and sealed with the official seaL
Att.d»d to the letter was a copy „f fl,e vote of
thanks, Md you may imagine how Luck smiled when
be saw that I
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Which p^e„..y „,3 cJIed 1; sWk :'7 t
"""

an old-toer whose name !,„ dt ""l"""
™"-'

the gmt State of Te^r T T ?^ ''^^ '"

-wo.e,„w,e::;«,H-rr;,:r'""
a copy of the If^tt^y. «r j ' ^^ ^'ed

ioA tot :;:::,'rr;r''
'''*"<''

M»e, so that The Phantom H. ,

"^^

Mei th™„gho„t the wT ""^ ''^'^ ''
authentic Westet H

"' *"" «"' «««y

another Jr:rwht:r:„rdrr' "^'""

"» -any question,11 :.l7/'^^'^
*->-=

1^-ck, «se to the value of pTbt-!
" ''°'*'- ""^

questions and saw to it lZ,T '' ""'"^ *"
e«ting facts.

'"'"' "^"^^ inter-

'^e'-::^.t:V-'7*'--'"e had cached

'^ of the range, and^tl 7 '°°" " '""«

«a» place which hiJw JTs^C u
" ' ""

-"'• There was nothing~ '
IV"

"'™''-"'

would have appealed »/ v
""" "'"'<'''

appealed to a cabaret crowd. They
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talked of the old days when Luck was a lad, those

old-timers ; they talked of trail-herds and of droughts

and of floods and blizzards and range wars and the

market prices of beef " on the hoof." They called

in the old round-up cook and cursed him companion-

ably as one of themselves, and remembered that more

than one of them had run when he pounded the bot-

tom of a frying pan and hollered " Come and get

it
! " They ate and they smoked and they taPicd

and talked and talked, until Luck had to indulge

himself in a taxi if he would not miss the eleven

o'clock tr-ain noi^h. His only regret, in spite of the

fact thji, he was practically and familiarly broke

again, was that circumstances did not permit the

H8T>py Family to sit with him at that table. Es-

pecially did he regret not having old Applehead and

the dried little man with him that night to make hi'3

gathering complete.



CHAPTER TWEXTY
"she's shaping up like a bank boll"

*Y\^^^^>"
said Luck to the Happy Family,

" we've come this far along the trail, and
now I'm stuck agaio. Bank won't loan any more on
the camera, and I've got a dollar and six bits to mar-
ket The Phantom Herd with ! Everything's fine so
far; she's advertised,— or will be when the maga-
zines come out,— and she's got some good press no-
tices to back her up; but she ain't outa the woods
yet. I've got to raise some money somehow. I hate
to ask poor old Applehead—

"

" Pore old Applehead, my granny! " bawled Big
Medicine, laughing his big haw-haw. "Pore ole

Applehead's sure steppin' high these days. He'd
mortgage his ranch and feel like a millionaire, by
cripesi His ole Come-Paddy cat jest natcherally
walloped the tar outa Shunky Cheestely, and Apple-
head seen him doin' it Come-Paddy, he's hangin'
out in the house now, by cripes, 'cept when he takes
a sashay down to the stable lookin' fer more. And



820 THE PHANTOM HERD
Shunky, he's bedded down und^r the Ketch-all, when
he ain't hittin' fer the tall timber with his tail

clamped down between his legs. Honest to grand-
ma, Luck, you couldn't hit Applehead at a better

time. He'll borry money er do anything yuh care

to ask, except shut up that there cat uh hisn."

" Well, luck may come my way; I'll just sit tight

a few days and see," said Luck. " When that posi-

tive film comes, I'll have to rustle money somewhere
to get it outa the express office, so we can make more
prints. And—

"

" And grind our daylights out again on that there

drum that never does git wound up? " groaned Big
Medicine, and felt his biceps tenderly.

" We won't rush the next job quite so hard," Luck
soothed, perfectly amiable and easy to live with,

now that the worst was over. "We made a dam
good set of prints, just the same; boys, you oughta
seen that picture! I've a good mind to get some
house here in town to run it; say, I might raise some
money that way, if I can't do it any other." And
then his enthusiasm cooled. "Town isn't big

enough for a long-enough run," he considered dis-

gustedly. " I'm past the two-bit stage of the game
now.»
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"Well you ask Applehead to r.i«, ,he money".dvaedWe.^. " Or one of „,„„,„;,, J^^^.for aome Manuna! The world's f„l, of moneWSeema ,.ieu ought to Uneasy to get hold of aon..'.

he d.fme«, and prepared to " ait tight " .nl wai.for h.a god G«d Luck to smile upon hL
• The smile arrived at n»n the ne.t day, in .he formof a w.™ from Philadelphia. Luck read it Z

^^^^^^^^
"nd Ship to This pfint

""'""^ ^'" «' Once

R J Crittenden

«ad ,t the seeond time, pushing back his hair die-

.ny p<»>t™ pnnts at ten cents a foot or ten eents

ir: "7?"'''"='^ Tin I ^t that r;

film C^"
*"

'" "''^''' ' ™"'' -- on the
• ^^ yo" «" thatf I'll have to wire him

]
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to wuit, und that's two thousand dollars tied up !

"

" Aw, gwan !
" Happy Jack croaked argumenta-

tively. " Why don't you send him what you took to

the Convention ?

"

Luck stared at Happy stupefied before he said a

W(Jrd. " Say, Miguel, you saddle your ridge-runner

while I get ready to tu' o this wire back to town and

send it off," he snapped, preparing to write. " Sure,

I'll send that set of prints ! Happy, you can go to

the head of the class. Kow it's only a case of sit

tight till the money comes. The prints are packed

and in the bank vault, so I'll just get them out and

send them C. O. D. to M/. Crittenden, along with

the states-rights contract. How's that for luck,

boys?"

** Pretty good — for Luck," grinned Andy mean-

ingly. " Fly at it, you coming millionaire 1

"

"Just a case of sit tight, boys. Adios!" cried

Luck jubilantly as he hurried away.

Once start along a smooth trail, and everything

seems to conspire toward a piquant trip. To prove

it. Luck found another telegram waiting for him in

Albuquerque. This was from Martinson, and might

be interpreted as an apology more or less abject.

Certainly it was an urgent request that he return im-
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mediately to U. Angeio, .nd ,„ hi, „,d pUce „, ,h.
Acme, .„d produce Westen. pictures m>der no .„pe,.
vuion wluitever.

"^

r-uok gave a little chuckle when he pocketed that
me«.ge, but he did not send any answer. He meant
to wait and talk it over with the boy, first. " Be,i„
P«.po„t.on than before," Martinson said. Well
perhaps it would be best to look into it; Lnck wai
too experienced to believe that one success means pe^
manent success; there are too many risks for the free
lance to nm when a single failure means financial
«u.u.U. .on^ If the Acme would come to his terms,
•t m«ht be to his advantage to take hi, boy,

,f
""' ."«!P' ^" Peaewilering. At any rate,

he greeted to the full the triumph they had

Next, by some twist of the red tape in the Phila-
delphia express office,- or perhaps E. J. Crittenden
was a good fellow and asked them u, do it,- ,he twohon«nd dollar, came by wire, just three days after
tack had received notice that his shipment of posi-™ fflm was being held for him at the express officem AIh«que«,ue. Also came other offers, mostly bv
w-re, for states rights to The Phantom Herd. Andwhen the Happy Family realized what those offer.
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meant, thej didn't care how hard or how long Luck
worked them in the little house which he had turned
into a laboratory.

Being human, intensely so in some ways, the first

set of prints they turned out Luck sent to Los \nge\ea
with a mental godspeed and a hope that Bently
Brown and Martinson would see it and " get wise
to what a real Western picture looked like." There
were ether orders ahead of Los Angeles in Luck's
book, but they waited a little longer so that he might
the sooner taste a little of the sweets of revenge.

Whether Bently Brown and Martinson saw The
Phaniom Herd, Luck was a long, long time finding

out But he learned that some one else did see it,

and that right speedily. For among his many tele-

grams that came clicking into Albuquerque was this

one which makes a fitting end to this stoiy:
Luck Lindsay
Albuquerque
New Mexico

Congratulations on The Phanion Herd Wonder-
ful Production New Proposition You to Produce
Western Features with Your Present Company on
Straight Salary and Bonus Basis Miss Jean Doug-
ks to Play Your Leads 'i I Can Sign Her up Can
You Come Here at Onco co Close Deal Answer

Dewitt
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"All right, boy^ ,„„ „„ „„ ,^j „

handed them th. .elegrau., I0.W .. hi. w.tcb, .„dl»g« t. „11 do™ hi. rieevc. « r„ „.,eh u,, „„^tram for <I«' a«d », Dewit,,- dou't t.ke .ny
.t"dy,ng ,0 ,,„ow th.f. the .hi„g u, do,- and ifyou II pacl< .11 thi. negative, Bill, ni uke that riong
«.H| k-re th, rest of the priat. „.de. Andv, yo»'„ndmg herd on thi. bunch while I'm gone. }„« hold
your«,lye. ready for order,, becau« I don't knowhow ,h,ng. W.II ,hape up. But believe „e, bey,,
•he8sh.p,nguplikeab.nk-rom»

THB Elm
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