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As to this Book

DOVE-TAILED facts, woven iogether and
broidered with fiction, constitute no in-

considerable part of this book. 1 he narrator
might add further concerning many of the things
herein written, "All of which I saw, and part of
which I was"; and, with an exception as to the
garniture of fiction, he still would be within the
strong corral of truth. He not only knows that
the Rainbow Chasers existed, he was one of
them. The life history of Christine, more tragic
even than here recorded; was heard from one \^o
knew. If Dick Brewster— a story must have
Its hero!— did not do all the things with which
he IS credited, what matters it? He would have
done them, for that was his way. So of the
other people who walk this paper stage. The
deep woods of Arkansas still feels the bite of
the booming, whining, hungry saw. As for the
plains, they are still there, wind-harried, miragy,
sun-kissed, often sun-blistered and blizzard-swept,
just as when the Rainbow Chasers hunted over
them so wildly for the pot of gold. You may
see them yourself, if you will, between the one
hundredth meridian and the foot-hills. The
Arkansas, sleepy-eyed in its lullabied bed, still
hides away beneath its gray-white coverlet of
shifting sands ten months o year. be-
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wH. with icy fin*
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THE

RAINBOW CHASERS
A STORY OF THE PLAINS

CHAPTER I

WITH HEART ILLUMINED

BORN of fire of sun and wine of dew, the
world IS new made continually, when the

early summer days hngthen and the mornings
open red like the lips of a rose. But only when
the heart itself is brightened and warmed is there
recognition of this. Then one knows how good

hoSslift
'° ''' *'''^'' '*°P' ^'°^' "™"S' '""^

Dick Brewster, sitting on a plow beam on the
edge of the world thus new made, new made
especially for him that morning, felt all this,
even though his thoughts were of other things.He saw the red morning burning like a crucible
above the deep Arkansas woods; saw the dia-
mond shine of the dew; saw the lift of smoke
over the wood-choppers' camp, where it moved
and swayed, a wind-twisted ribbon of blue against
the bright bronze and copper of the painted east.He heard the slow "cluck, cluck," of the striped
ground squirrel on the rail fence across the road.
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There was a cloud stain here anA .k • ,

gaudy east, just as there w^on'thesk: oVhi!inner vision. If he h,A w ^ °' "'*

philosophiz"ne he mlh? h "'I!
'" ' ""'"^ ^o"-

Uween^he siil of ?he ouTer t7r,
"" ''"^'°S5^

and asked himself fekerL" lu','"""
'''y

together by and by In o a bkcTbaft 1°
'°''

certain events of the „;^ut- ~ °"' °f
early morn^g ride do^rf tfe" I'''' '-i!^

"'^ «"

road past the UtZ e l
^ ^''"^ ^^^on of

the sh^rdoi'^'flVb-rtrt'^tr"'^'' '"

anT retaJtSt"! '^^^ ^^^ ^"^^^^^^^^

the white roldtn > '^
'''°" '^''^^"« along

plow b^r^rt r^ste^or^k^r":; S^eht^""^-word. Whv haH (,» » 1 ,
°* the new

.n
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As he looked at the house now, a snarl of
smoke sprang up from the chimney as if in haste,
and floated in a tenuous spiral toward the sky,
which was changing from pearl gray to pink
overhead.

"They are always early," was his thought;
" as early as the squirrels or the crows, or as I
am. I wonder if she would have been glad to
see me ?

"

He shifted his position on the plow beam and
looked about, letting his gaze rest finally on the
grander structure at the top of the hill above him.
This house was large and roomy, with a plethora'
of wide piazzas and rotund bay windows over-
looking the woods and the wide-reaching river
bottoms. Moreover, it was his home— the
home of his father. Some of the light of the
morning died out of Dick Brewster's eyes as he
looked at it.

The ground squirrel, disturbed by his change
of position, dropped like a streak of mottled
sunshine between the rails and disappeared, to
appear again on the fence a few yards below,
where it regarded him with alert and beady eyes.
The querulous boy had vanished into the big
stables. High on its tower the motionless wind-
mill began to shine like a burnished shield as the
full flush of the red sunlight touched it. The
deep calm of early morning lay on everything.
Only the clucking of the ground squirrel went
on, but even that seemed to be a part of the
great silence.

Dick looked once more at the little house with
Its spiral of smoke, and his face warmed again
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Ir

'"to a smile of oleasurp p
past crowded o„Tm the n'''"'"

°^ '^' «««
« Faring; the touch of ft | ZTll °\ ' '"'"'^

girlish waist in the maze nflu^ * •*'"= •='*"? °f a
defiance of convenlT and o'f "hT^^"^^ '

'^^
exultation over di<!rnmfi» J •

"'* 'ather; the
burned like thrmtrg'st "t\ .""''-«
/°^e you!" and the nfw l^rM ''"'^ ''""^' "^
.in his heart as well as inTh^^ "^"^ murmuring
;ng morning; the h?ht of th""

"'^''"^ ^^^l^^"-

'" Ws eyes%nd facf as it din"'"' ""r'*^
^''°"«

'rXint' ^"-d\rve"h'im" ''^ ''-'"g

f
nd to feel th°aryou your^e^ft " • '''^ ^«"^d

J>Y«- Dick BrewsterSnered , *!"" ^'S^" '°
sciousness that he was n^7 ° •" '""^'- "pon-
tile daughter of that anden M*~~'"-

'°^^ ^'th
Borg, who drove one of W. fT^f^T' ^""''^
and whose mental proclses tt(', °S '""^''
were as slow and ponderous ,^ .^

"'""^ 'P^''^
of the oxen themselves L^ t "'^y^-^ents
there was no opposition L r u ^'"? '" '°ve,
no wall of disapp;ovd he rTu "°' ^"^' ^own
Youth, when it^is hot-headed T ^"™°"''''
withal in love, or when it f!n- ^u'^

'""^^' and
which for all i^ract7cSDurn "'• '\" '' '« '» l°ve,
is the new type ofit^"? "u? ""^ '""^ '''*"§
world. ^^ Alexander, able to conquer the

himsS'f^st'sTtt '"^."'g''^"
''e said to

in his face. "sL danc^n"""?'
'^' ^''^•» g'ow

than with any of the other ^^1,
"' ^'^ ^^re

to see her when I took tLf T' {"^'"^ "'^ g"
^-Ico„ld„.,ofclrSho2;;Tt^:,^^^^^
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the house and look at that; but if I go down
I can get to see her now." ^

He took a nickel from his pocket and studied

« Ii^a ^'i
^'PP'*^ " '"'° the air. boyishly.

Heads, I go; tails, I stay away."

his feet.'°'"
'^"'^^"^ '"'° ""^ ''^*-*" 'l"^' «'

ros^Sth^'ploVS^'""^
triumphantly, and

« si,^

'""
^^°°^ ' ^''' '

" ''^ "^ '"^•ed, flushingShe would n't want to see me this early " ^
He turned about and looked up at the bierhouse A man carrying a milkinytoolcamf

out of one stable door and entered another

stables
'""'" """^'^ '" ">^ '^'^^'i- of the

slollv'un ?he"h-irt'
"^'"^ ^"" ''^ he walked

thelLJ •
"•• "^ '"^'"^'i to walk out ofthe shadow into it-a bronzed, lusty younefe ow, w,th clear gray eyes and'a wJl-^

head. The gray eyes looked a bit tired butthey could be wide-awake, and keen and determined as well; the sharp angle of the Lwemphasized that. I„ addition, there was"* asomewhat reckless and dare-dev 1 swing of themuscular body, together with a suggefti^n of

so:if?i:'farrr'^^'^''^^^°"''^"''b^the

"hS""? It °P'"'°" °f Jr B^«°". the chief

Coion.l R
'^'^"'"'"- T''e«headiness" ofColonel Brewster was the talk of the county
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a mass of verv li^lif ,i
srawes, showed

under the soTcSble' ^^ete'th '.
^^^

would be by and bv as dorl u'S- P** •>*"

ever been, but just now it h^,
^ '""

f'''^"'' ^ad
of appearance that was „ot.. ?.",""'? J"^«""''ty

Bre5;ster himseff He was noV' '""^.*° ^''^
his thought; why then ?h,•^^, °a^^c ^ ''°5^' ^^
the years of cHdhn^^i I, i

^^"'^ °^ tow, as if

Him/ Nettltt w'i^S,Toi;ro?^
'''""

marked possessions a hL^ r ? °' ^'s most
experienP in wEh'he sSf iv°ed ''h''°.'''^

"^ '""

d.d foolish and inexcuLSrngs'"' "''"^'" ''^

stool and looked^? oJ
""." '?!^ ^^'^ ""'Jking-

broad-shouldered man of thi
?'''" ''?'="^- ^

the stool, his nmscuTr hand
"!,-^'"' '"'^"g °«

.of milk with a noLy soundtto" r^r^".''''-^'''"''
mg-pail. The bo/Jhr^ T^ ? ''"g''^ tin milk-

warsimilarly 'enga^d a'^/"^^?
'" '^' '=0^-

secured by sLchifs.fillfd TcolS '"'"
Permeating all was an odor IfX^^t t^^^

aftrr^hSr'"
"''^ ^'^'^' - he closed the door

mafaVatVa" ''""^' '"' '^^ ^'^'^^-d the

HiT W^;t offt'dTi ''"^-"I'-ed his work,
his elbows. The face he nr " ''f^" ^°"ed to

^Wnasthato^fteV^urrr-nfS
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closed door, and his heavy black ha,r showed
the effect of oil applied to it liberall- the pre-
vious evening.

" Devil of a fine time we had last night," was
his answer to the greeting. " The only trouble
about fun o' that kin'' is that you don't want to
quit,— never; and next mornin' you feel like
you 'd been run through a thrashin' machine."
" I 'm feeling all right."

Dick took a milkmg-stool from a corner and
sat down on it near the door.
"Mebbe if you had to knock into the work

ofa mornin', like this, you would n't. So, there !
"

This last to the cow.
He turned to Dick again.
" Anderson "11 be lookin' fer you, I reckon "

he prophesied, with a short laugh. ««He was
chewm' nails last night."

Dick's gray eyes hardened.
" Was he saying anything about me ?

"

The boy stopped his milking to listen; he
knew there was bad blood between Jed Anderson
the young deputy sheriff, and Dick Brewster.

"Well, he was sizzlin' hot; an' when a feller

If ? r-L,
*"' '"*'^ ** ^^^ **""= ^"^^y yo" know

he s lible to spit out more'n he really means.
f7»s what he done, though, more'n what he

said. When he seen you walk out with th'
calico on yer arm, like a kid luggin' his prize
home frum school, I thought he was goin' to
pull his gun on you right there. He lield in,
though

; but when you was gone he said a few
to his friends that weren't purty, an' then strad-
dled his horse as if he 'd been sent fer to arrest
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n;X n "'^' y°" know "

I .p oul „ do , ,hi„g. you kno. Z'- , T"
^ He Hl^ op., Ae door .„d .,epp^ „„, „f

" I know that all right' " thf m;iu

He «„gh, .igh, ofik, 6„„f ,,,,
.

hie „oT "'' "" >»)• '>»«4 >g.in to

-i* h»i ?.'l"SoT„!rs Sr ," "^

-^u,.g;,e:-™sftKe«^£:

oi™eli;tgt:^"£Se."'*^«fb,„.



CHAPTER II

WHEN GREEK MEETS GREEK

COLONEL JOHN BREWSTER sat alone
at the table in the long, low dining-room.

He was a grizzled, aggressive man, with stern
gray eyes set deep under crags of bushv eyebrows.
The table was laid for three. Through the win-
dow near the colonel could be seen the gleaming
shield of the windmill. The sunshine came in at
this window, and sifting through the leaves of
Virginia creeper that bound it about, made a
swaying, uncertain pattern on the floor.

Colonel Brewster took out his watch, snapped
It open, and looked at the time. The frown in-
creased under the craggy brows and deepened the
crows'-feet in the corners of the aggressive gray
eyes.

°

" Late
!
" he grunted. " Both of them late

!

"

Then a door opened at one side of the room,
and a quiet old lady, looking remarkably like her
brother, the colonel, came softly into the room
and took the chair at the opposite end of the
table. One chair was still vacant. She glanced
across at the colonel.

" Where 's Dick ?
" he demanded.

" I don't know," she protested, as if she had
been accused suddenly of stealing him.

Colonel Brewster lifted his voice.
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Or did the rascal get
.

" Liza, where 's Dick ?
>n at all last night ?

"

o- de hill 'while ago He 1 -jr" "' **' ""^
ft«l ea'ly. Out ^n daryoS b acrho^s^ J?**,-
poke mah head into L k"?chen Da. M Igw.ne tu thW 'i. an- break'htaik V^is"^:^
« I u I L

"" ^° "esse'f yisfday."
*'

"There was^ dt"'^^rat^gplfr ^J"'stand. And if he went h,
^P'""*. ^ under-

de&ce Mr'^ '''
Z^'' - '^^ ^ble with

on the part of OrctT"'
'"'" ""' 'J'" conduct

SeVe^^o^SL '•' '''^ -"do-

things- of the past ~/^h ""^ """".^ °^°"'*'



when Greek meets Greek 1

1

Bill Potter, who was now out in the subles with

the cows, and who because he had come from
Michigan with the fiimily was considered almost
one ofit, even though he was but a servant— as

much of a servant as Mam Liza.

Those years in the Arkansas woods seemed
very long to the quiet woman who was staring at

the small panes of that .vindow, where she seemed
to see in the shifting red sunshine, as in a magi-
cian's mirror, the things of long ago.

She had put behind her the comforts of the

old home m a small town in Michigan for

this. The colonel's sister always emphasized the
" this," even mentally. Of itself it was not very
descriptive ; but to her it meant isolation, negroes,

Arkansas poor whites, wet, malarious woodlands,
lack of any kind of society ; everything, in short,

except the things she had been accustomed to in

the old life. Sometimes, when she thought of it,

she did not wonder that Dick was a " trial" to the

colonel. But then she herself was a "trial" to

the colonel. Mam Liza was. Everybody was.

The colonel's greatest " trial," perhaps, outside

of his legal ones, and they were many, was the
rival saw-mill of Vance Sullivan, farther down
the river.

Next to Sullivan's saw-mill as a source of irri-

tation was the fact, recently noted, that Dick was
" becoming interested " in Berg's girl. Even the

colonel's sister could not condone that. Neither
could Mam I iza. To Mam Liza the Borgs
were " po' white trash," and that was worse than
" niggers." It did not matter that Christine

Borg was quite att-active, with the deepest violet-
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consort with. Why I u' J"^ ''''«•~ «hould

doiStis^s^iar"''-'''^"'^-
even to Sullivan's saw-mil)

*"'"' P«"dence

Miller's saloon down at rL"^' *" C''"'"
no; go there very often as t T'', P'"^ ^id
Pa>ns to find out. hut on v

0'°°"*^' '""^ '«''«^"

»"d he knew that Dick Id h-"'"J°° °f'en.
That was after their iuarrel of '''f'

°""'
They had quarrelled, ?f ?W U .."

""'"^ ''«^«^e-
*here a father lashes wS "'''^ P'"?*:*- word

arsi"!^^.!- 'i^t:nsTuVs^;^„l''•p^^
words and the -ni;;;nsTu"lleSyH^^'^'P''^

in reply. Af er?L "' "")""»
nything much m reply Aft., tu

"' ""yng
had ndden on the black «„ ^^X

1"'""'-«>' Diet
'There, it was said! he had don

'\^''"^ ^''^i»\
nght-minded young man Tu""^' '^'''«=h no
had come awaj wit! a reeHrJ-

'^^' '^°' ""'l

"
Thertfej^^lr^^^^^^^^ ^'^

^°''-

But that briVu7aXr'''"'"""'""able.
he no more tfan '^ouSro?^

""''' '^ « "»
thelonglitigation

between theirs l^''' ^'^^
over the "devil's feni" ,

°'°"^' ''"'^ Sullivan
of woodland. The" „l ''?f"'"g their leagues
fin>r. and would ntt "S^^ ''-'^..his ifn«permit his saw-mill rival to
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connect with it. As a result, Sullivan paralleled
this fence with another not a yard from it; and
the fences of rails, expensive so far as the cost
of labor went, ran thus side by side for miles.
LcBai battles had grown out of it. But why
multiply instances? Colonel Brewster would
have told you that he was of ail men the most
imposed upon by his neighbors and by the entire
community. Because of this his legal business
was so laree that Squire Pennypacker, an excel-
lent civil lawyer by the way, gave it almost his
entire attention. But there !— the records of the
county court may still be consulted. Perhaps
you will even find in them the remark of the
legal wag who was opposing Pennypacker in
court one day, and who said, speaking to judge
and jury

:

"If Colonel Brewster would stop quarrelling
with his neighbors for a year. Squire Pennypacker
and this court together would almost go out of
business."

To return to the dining-table, the colonel and
his sister, and Mam Liza. Scarcely had the
colonel voiced his disapproval of his son Dick
when the colonel's sister withdrew her gaze from
the shifting light of the window, and letting it fall
on the door leading out upon the piazza saw the
door open and Dick himself appear.

Dick Brewster came quickly into the dining-
room, his face darkening as he observed the grim
visage of his father, and took the vacant chair
without a word. Silence followed, disturbed only
by the shuffling feet of Mam Liza. Dick cast
his eyes down to the white cloth.
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"Out again last night!" said the colonel as ifhe were growling grace.

>-"'onei, as if

"Yes," said Dick, quietly and softly as if h^were saying, "Amen." ^' "*

The colonel looked across at him. Thecolonel s ^ster stared again at the window. Mam
s^ent -SJ"'" t '"'''''"' The room wa^silent. The very silence seemed to invoke thecolonel to an explosion.

'"*

g^'S^^^'^th^h^^'StS

came home with Borg's girl feitTV^
sit there lUce a woodfn &„ 1^

"ij
^^
-tso?-"

^

Dick Brewster looked at his father Theireyes met. Dick's face was pale , his father',
fed, angry, and warlike. He was a Zlvi
.n every fibre, as the membSoThVord S^hS
Sr- Tw'' ^' ^'^ ^'''^ ^°''or through fhegreat Cvil War would have informed you such

former
'' """

"^f''-
They would w"„.formed you too, probably, that the colonllwasa severe disciplinarian and swore at his men iTkea pirate when they displeased him. But he wasbrave a^o; they would have said that A„d fnproof they would have told you with flush of

^fg
cheeks how he led the Lrm'g,S h"^off and dark hair flying, in the second day' fight

in;s;^js^th;rfie^^r'^'-«^-h.
"Didn't I tell you tf keep away from
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Upton's ? " the colonel dei -uded, his voice

harsh aid strident. " Ann did n't 1 ! :'l you to

keep away from Borg's ;;iri r I '11 discharge

that old fool this very morning. This very

morning, sir! He shall go, bag ar.d baggage,

boots and breeches; I won't have him about

any longer."

Dick almost smiled.
" Then he '11 go to Sullivan's," he said, but he

said it very quietly.

" Let him go — let him go !
" the colonel

roared. " Let him go to Sullivan's ; I don't

care where the devil he goes. Do you hear that ?

He shan't stay under any roof that I own, not

another day. Let him go to Sullivan's."

Dick did not answer this outburst. It was
useless to argue when the genial colonel once
had lance set and war-horse dancing ; he would
have his tilt then, if the heavens came down on
him. Dick had lived long enough to learn

that.

" And you— you ! " the colonel fumed, breath-

lessly. " If you speak to that girl again, if you
go near her, if you have anything to do with her,

you shall leave this house. Do you hear that,

sir?"

Dick looked up again. The pallor had gone
out of his face.

" Is n't she a nice girl ? " he demanded.
" They 're poor, of course ; but you were poor
before you got that land in Michigan, and— "

" Is Borg what you call a gentleman— is

he a— "

« He is honest !

"
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whiVo I ixru
^uoK at ner mother— a noor

are ' Wh=,V H^ ^ ' ''' ^''*' ^ J'^ckass you
Wh,. y°" '^*"' '° go with that eirJ for?What can you see in h^r ? tu ," *"; S'" 'O^f

Electssr^^^l^f

a fool ? " ^" °" ' 5"°" ''""^ "'^ you -rl

"Perhaps I am," said Dick h;.

I Sy Ju whatT s7eTn'th'"'-f" ^f'
^''"'

determined to marry her l/^h
^"

•

. T^''
""'

he added a mome;;7later
'''' ^*" ''''"^ '"^'"

Liz?Vh°o°h:!,^::tt:redPtT?^ '^^^- ^-
afterward; thai he "W Jd tLTt"""' "j'^

cunnel was gwine tuh SIgh^do^rr dS

j£pi|^^-i.rr^rorr-
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" Certainly !
" said Dick, rising.

His voice was shaking, too, but he held his

anger in some sort of restraint, a thing the

worthy colonel could never do.

Then he walked to the door, and through it

out into the new sunlight warming the piazza.

" And don't you come back
!

" the colonel

threw at him, much as he would have thrown a

boot-jack at an offending beggar.



CHAPTER III

THE ANODVNE OF THE BIG WOODS

with face set sternlV"'pS'''°f^T°'«'''e piazza

^-aiui^ gate and walked on with a o»:a: l
a.r, turning at last into the whkrroad He

""

Day was fuIJy abroad in the I,„^ j
advent was being greeted bv,k-.' *"** ""
hurry of work A„ '^ * boisterous stir and
clearL Tt theltahl?

'^"^ °" '''^ ^''^^ "^ 'he

in pairf and hitched ?Ih°'''"r'''
''^'"^ ^"ked

cow by a rope
"'^ '''^ ^^'" ^^''ding a

6 11 oerore. His eyes rested on the
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little frame house down by the big trees. They
had no human planting, those trees. They had
flourished lustily through many a leafy year be-
fore the saw-mills came to ravage the forests.

They dwarfed the little house and made it seem
even more insignificant than it was.

Dick walked more slowly and looked at the
house as he came to the path that led from the
road into the depths of the woods, but he hesi-

tated only a moment; then passed on into thi

umbrageous, summer-scented tunnel, whose roof
was the green canopy of thick-set boughs and
whose floor was the soft black earth.

Through centuries trees and leaves had died to
make that carpet of velvety mould, and sprays
of sunshine had mottled and pencilled the soil

there even as now through each of the wonderful
years of those wonderful centuries. Young hearts
hasten feverishly. But the earth is ponderous
and time is long ; nature is patient und does not
hurry. It will not hasten the ripening of a
single golden apple, no matter how frantic the
haste of the one who would eat of it. Men have
seen this from Eden until now ; they will see it

forever, but it will not move them.
Somehow the great Arkansas woods,— rank

on rank of giant oaks, shaggy-coated hickories,
lordly poplars with heads in the clouds, tall and
graceful maples, stately gums and shadowing
beeches,— seemed to take Dick Brewster to
itself with tactful sympathy. He loved the
woods. He had been in it or near it, in
Arkansas and Michigan, all his young life. It
seemed almost a sentient thing, like a river.
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It was vigorously alive,— those sturdy trunksarch,„g ],„,bs. breathing leaves, and feeding roots

angry irsanrS''
7'»>right, playful and3 ; i • ^ .*''*" '°^'"g winds wooed it

a irftir;'*-""!^'" ''^^!°"g'' lashings of

silfn i; I
"* "1 ^''^ """^l^'"'' ""d brooded

The i T-^!;''^''.°^'^'
''""g l°w «"d sullen

cTeenrt;!'v"^K'" 'P'"'/ "^^ ^°°ds began to

san/in , ''''ri
'"'^ ^''*" '^ mocking-birdsang ,„ an open glade, rocking and carolling onthe topmost twig of a slender a!h, his heart bian

ee'r'Strbri:!;"
"'^!'

l''?^
''"'' the'sunshfneseer u to brighten again behind the clouds.

sleeve I'i-
P^'hT^y fringed out like a tatteredsleeye, ending suddenly on the margin of a blackbayou Tall sycamores stood here With theJupper hmbs white and bare, their trunks clothedin cinnamon bark thev wer^ in ,„

ciotnea

unlik*. fall U,l J ^ ^ i."
appearance notunlike tall bathers dressing after a dip in thewaters at their feet. Farther alon/wLre theswamp lay dark and forbidding, cyp?esres 7ove«of the ooze, had waded in to their'lfnees

'

Ufck turned aside toward the edge of theclearing; and, as he passed along by fhe bavou

anH S 'irF'^'°S' P'"'"P^'l '"to he waterand little black turtles slipped from shiny wet

corns'* 'ilf ft'""^
^'^ °"^ '"^ °f 'h^ gr^atcornheJd. In the early morning light the frowhad flown to It as to a feasting ground, thoSthere was as yet no nodding ^lume of poEdusted tassel nor enticing red corn silk to™t
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a belief that he could find a breakfast there. He,
or one of his fellows, was sitting in pensive silence'
now on the high dead bough of the time-worn
butternut, that stood ouL in the edge of the field
as If, feeline the decrepitude and helplessness of
old age. It had chosen to withdraw from its com-
rades of the forest.

In rows made crooked by many interferine
stumps and deadened trees the corn stood breast
high, sturdy, and dark green. The shine of the
dew was still on the broad, strong blades ; and
down in the flagons formed by the whorl of the
topmost leaves, and in the little green cup at the
base of each blade, the sunshine warmed it into
rosy wine, fit draught for some lusty god of the
morning. °

Along the margin of the cornfield and the
stump-filled clearing that opened out beside it
Uick Brewster began his daily task. It was
something to have work to do. But he could
think whie he worked; and he was thinking
energetically as he took an axe and some keel
from a nook by the cornfield fence, where he had
previously left them.

Like much of the thinking of the world, which
apparently is quite useless so far as results go,
his thinking brought him nothing. He tramped
round and round in a beaten circle like the
animals which toil in the horse-power of the
threshing machine.
He was but an epitome of the world in this.

the n7h !'"'•"" °n. pluming itself; it counts
he notches in the blazed trail ; it lifts axe to cut
another notch marking an advance, when lo ! a
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notch is already there. It had passed that way
before but had forgotten it. Still the world, and
man— for the world is but many men, who are
after all very much alike,— believes nearly always
that progress is being made and is happy.

So Dick Brewster, tramping his little round of
thought, had much comfort and cheer. Always
at the end of the circle determination hardened
and wavering stopped. He had chosen his high-
way and he would walk in it. He would do
that both because he wanted to and because he
had been resisted. He was very young.
As he thus thought, he went from tree to tree

along the edge of the clearing. Such of the trees
as he deemed fit, free of wind-shake and blieht
of any kind, he set the axe to, chopping out a
clean gash that let the sap run. These trees the
choppers following after would fell and saw into
logs for the hungry saw-mill. It buzzed in the
distance like a droning bottle fly, filling all the
woods with a hungry whining. Now and then
coming to a cord ofwood stacked up and propped
neatly, he would verify the measurements with a
ruler taken from his hip pocket, and if they were
found true would mark with the keel on the ends
of the cord sticks to show that the wood had been
inspected and accepted.

As the noon hour approached and the sun had
grown hot and the air in the pentwoods close and
steamy, Dick Brewster put away axe and keel and
walked by a familiar path to where the log cutters
were at work. They were brawny, half-clad
negroes, all of them. The crash of falling trees
had sounded thunderously at intervals throughout
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the morning. Now the log cutters were driv-

ing cross-cut saws through the logs with easy,

rhythmic swing, chattering and laughing as they
toiled.

They greeted the son of their employer with

due deference, though thei yah-yahed and ki-yied

with great freedom while they talked with him, a

thing they would not have done in the presence

of the colonel, whom they held in awe.
" Hot work !

" said Dick, to one whose face

was adrip.

The answer came with a laugh

:

"Always hot in dese yeah woods. Boss Dick,
w'en 'tain't winteh time."

Three yokes of oxen came crashing through
the underbrush, dragging after them one of tne
heavy log wagons. The driver, sitting on the
wagon hounds unmindful of the jolting, bellowed
at the oxen in slow speech, andf swung a long-
lashed ox-whip with his muscular red hands.
The hickory whip-stock was short but the lash

was of such wondrous length that even from the
hounds he could cut blood from the rumps of the
wheel yoke, if he so minded. The driver was
Gustav Borg.

" Haar ! Coom roun'— coom roun' ! Wo,
haw I Wo, haw, Yack !

" he bawled, snapping
the whip until it popped like a pistol ; and the
trained and obedient yoke in tne lead swung
round, drawing the wagon up alongside a giant
log of poplar.

That done the big Norse disengaged himself
from the hounds, climbed to the ground, and saw
Dick standing with the negroes.
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Borgwas a big, rough man, with sky-blue eyesand fair hair, a very Norse giant, but for all his
bellowing voice as inoffensive and mild as the
veriest deer of the Arkansas woods.

" Mighty beeg log, that
!

" he said to Dick, lift-

hlLl ]^ A ""u**
P™P,P'"gJt "g-inst a squat andheavy hind wheel, where he secured it wilh a sec-

tion of log chain.

it ail^'ght.""''
^''^' " *"" ^ ^"' y°" ~" '°'«1

too"?hVlog."'"'"'
I' -ake good lumber,

wh^f '/n/!!''*''"
^^'^ '" P°"'*°" ^g*'""' » front

hi?h ^- °PP'"S.'*r" °" I'" '""'•^"''r kneesbegan to dig out a hole beneath the log to drawthe oading chain through, pawing away earthand leaves like a grubbing j-opher!^
^

.„ .h M?
P'-

u**'*^
^''''' "'"'l '*»« I '11 ride up

to the mill with you.
'^

away^"""'"
*''* ^°"' grunted, as he scratched

Dick unhooked the two forward yokes of oxenand carrying the end of their traili/g chain drovethem round to the side of the wagon opposite the
log. where he turned them until they stood readv
'"
i&fu ^^? ^''^ ^y '^'' time pushed and

Julled the loading chain through the tunn-1 he
tad burrowed under the log, and bringing it
across the wagon he hitched it by the big hooE tothe chain which Dick held. Then he threw somechock sticks into position on the wagon to keephe log from rolling too far, and taking up hislong whip stepped to the side of the oxen that
were to do the loading.

I
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The wheel yoke were still at the wagon tongue.
They had no interest or part in the work now
going on and had begun a placid cud chewing.
Some of the negroes were looking on, taking this
opportunity for a bit of rest ; others swung again
to the saws, whose metallic " swang, swang," rose
in a harsh sort of music.

" Haar I
" roared the big Norse, throwing out

the long whip-lash until it cracked with pistoT-like
reverberation. " Coom, Yack; coom, Bright—
coom 1

"

"Pop!" went the whip again. The oxen lunged
into the yokes, shoulders down, heads low and
swinging. They bent to the task, urged by loud
commands and repeated explosions of the whip-
lash ; leaves and moist earth spattered backward
from under their split hoofs ; then the great poplar
log began to rise from the ground, rolling up on the
slanting incline of the skids chained to tne wheels

;

and rolling higher and higher as the commands
and explosions quickened and the oxen tugged
with many writhings and swayings of horned heads,
it climbed the skids and over into the notches
ready to receive it, where it was stopped by the
chock blocks. Then it lay prone on the big
wagon, ready for its one journey to the saw-mill.

" Good work !
" said Dick approvingly, think-

ing of Christine as he looked at Borg.
" Pooty good," Borg acknowledged, with a

slow grin in his straw-colored beard. " But I

bring some beeger logs than him to the mill.

You see 'em, i think."
" Yes, I 've seen them

; you know how to load
a log if any one docs."
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Bow grinned anin.
" My trade

!

" he said, and began to disengage
the chains ; and Dick, thinking of what his father
had said of Borg, drove the two yokes of oxen
round to the place from which he had brought
them and hooked them in front of the wheel
yoke.

When the log was chained and boomed se-
curely, Borg climbed ponderously to the top of
the big load. Dick swung up behind him. Some
of the negroes yah-yahed to him again, efferves-
cingly. Then Borg swung his long lash with a
roaring shout, the drawing chains ttghtened, the
wheel yoke threw their great bulk against the
bows, and the wagon with its heavy load moved
away over the moist ground and out to the log
road which led to the mill that seemed to whine
nungrily for it off in the distance.
The men talked as the slow oxen plodded on

over the gullied log road ; talked of logs, of
trees, and the mill ; of oxen that would obey and
of others that would do nothing of the sort; of
the probable number of feet of lumber the log
would cut, and of other kindred subjects, but
not of Christine; yet Dick saw that alf was well,— that the colonel had not discharged Borg nor
hinted of it.

"He knows that Borg would go straight to
Sullivan's mill," was Dick's conclusion, "and
Borg IS too good a man for him to lose. He 's
the best log hauler and the best manager of oxen
in the Arkansas woods."
Then his mind turned to Christine, whom he

did not think at all like Borg, and to Christine's
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mother, greatly unlike either of them. Yes ; he
would have preferred some other parentage for

Christine

!

" But I 'm not going to marry the family ! " he
said to himself, almost savagely. " So what does
it matter?"

Still he could not help feeling that somehow
it did matter, even that it might matter a great

deal in the long run; but he would not admit
that this could be so. It ought not to matter.
That was the thing. And he rashly concluded
that what ought not to be would not be, or at

any rate that it could be blinked or ignored in

some mysterious manner. As for himself he
was wealthy, or he would be if his father did
not disinherit him, and he did not think it would
actually come to that, no matter how his father

might now rave of dreadful things. Wealth 13 a

fairy wand. He would wave it ; and the beauty
of the backwoods, daughter of Norse and poor
white, would come forth like a princess of the
blood, resplendent in silk attire, with a knowl-
edge of fashion and refinement and all things
needful at the ends of her beautiful fingers. She
would be a lady and should work no more ; the
prodigal would be received and there would be
-•^joicing ; and even Borg would cast away long-
lashed whip and plebeian manner and forget the
great woods and the mild-eyed, toiling oxen.

It was a gay dream, and Dick spun at it as

busily as a spider as he sat on the big log be-
hind that cracking whip and talked aimlessly and
amiably with his prospective father-in-law.
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AT THE CROSS-ROADS

i

*

As Dick slipped down from the poplar log
at the mill, he saw Jed Anderson sitting

his mettlesome bay horse close beside the creak-
ing log carriage which was just then rolling back
from the saw.

Anderson was perhaps thirty years of age,

black-mustached, swarthy, with small, burning
black eyes. He was reputed to be a dangerous
man.

Anderson looked at Dick malevolently, seemed
to hesitate, then drew his horse back from the
mill shed, and rode slowly away without a word.
Always before, he had spoken. This was a bad
omen.

" He 's a fool I
" thought Dick, glancing after

him and noting the seedy black coat with which
the young deputy sheriff hoped to give himself
an air of respectability and importance. " I sup-
pose he thinks I cut him out, and so he 's got it

m for me ; as if a girl has n't a right to choose
her company ! Well, let him bubble over ; I 'm
not caring. And if he wants a fight— "

He turned toward the mill; ne did not care
to be seen staring at Anderson. Many of the
mill men, possibly all of them, knew of the
trouble which had arisen at the dance, when
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Dick stepped in ahead of the deputy sheriff and

led Christine out on the rough board floor at

Upton's. Perhaps Anderson nad been talking

about it there in the mill

!

Borg was climbing heavily down from the log.

The boy who had helped in the milking up at

the stables was wheeling damp and fragrant saw-

dust away from the spout of the carrier. His

barrow loads breathed of the slaughtered trees,

as crushed wild-flowers breathe of the fields from

which they have been rifled. In the mill shed,

a negro swinging a keen, double-bitted axe was

chopping up green slabs for the furnace. Joe

Barton, head sawyer, whose freely expressed

dictum was that Dick was " 'z heady 'z the cun-

nel
!

" stood, one hand on the lever of the saw

carriage, the other on the wooden handle con-

nected by a wire with the engine throttle, ready

to send the log against the invisible teeth of the

whirring saw. Other men, whose duties were to

load the carriage, drive the " dogs " with clanking

blows into the logs, and roll away the slabs, stood

in their places.

" Hullo
!

" said Dick, speaking to Barton, while

Borg and an assistant began to pry the poplar log

off the wagon. " How 's everything moving ?
"

" Right peart," Barton answered, looking at the

white oak log on the carriage instead of Dick.
" I taken count this morniii' 'n' I "m guessin' that

we-all will beat the record this week, ef good logs

keeps a-comin'."

He pulled on the wooden throttle handle and

with the other hand shoved the lever that set the

log carriage in motion. The fluttering exhaust
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fcegan to roll in the tall pipe like a drum, and the
en^ne, quickening its speed, sent the saw round
with redoubled energy. The whirring, invisible
teeth struck the oak.

" Gr-r-r-r-r— ang-g-g-g_ whang—ang-r-r-r!
"

It rose in a high screaming whine as a knot was
encountered — " Kaing-eye— iing-ng — eye_
A demon was raving, screaming, whining for

the hfe of the trees-an inexorable demon, never
to be appeased while the poplars kiss the sun and
the oaks grow tall in the big woods of the Arkan-
sas lowlands.

A great slab was ripped off the side of the oak
log and went sliding over the wooden rollers
toward the man who swung the slab axe, and the
exhaust slowed down as the carriage retreated

Barton rested his foot on a block beside him,
while the log handlers plied their clinking calling
with axe and dog. °

"Anderson wuz doin' some cussin' ter JimThompson jes afore you come," he said in a low
voice to Dick "I don't want ter say nuthin'agm him n I wuzn t tryin' ter ketch th' p'tick-
lers, but he wuz shore a-r'arin'. He 's hot 'bout
thet bizness over ter Upton's, 'pears like ; anyway,
thet s what I made outer it. He's er-goin' ter
lick yeh, he says; lick yeh out'n yer boots. I
would n t let 'im. Not thet it 's any my bizness

;

The log was ready, and whatever else he said
was drowned in the roar of the exhaust and the
rattle of the carriage as the log was hurled once
more upon the saw.
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Dick glanced about. Some of the men werelookmg at him The discovery flushed and
angered him. What right had these men, or any-
body, to be talking of these things? he asked
himself with a sense of hot wrath; wonderinehow much if anything. Borg had heard, and if

sip of the threats oQed Anderson had reached
gossip _.

Christine.

, i7!]\T ''*^''"•°"gh the log, and the carriage
rolled back again with its diminishing burden.

fh. 1 n ."« P'^'' ''' '''" 8"""='" ^^ declared, in

fool'""
''' " ^"'^^''°" '^ * f°°l- a big

"Yep
; I taken the same notion mesself. He 'smore n a fool— he's a cussid idjit. ^it look

out fer him.
For a time Dick stood talking with Barton in

the intervals between the fluttering roar of the
exhaust and the suggestive whine of the great
saw Then he left the mill and turned homeward
As he sming along the path with easy stride,

K u u^,f^J*'*,^"'^^"°"'°^Borg and Christine
he beheld out beyond the thinned trees at the
point where the main road crossed the little path
a man on horseback.

"Anderson!" he said, and the blood waved
into his face. «;I suppose he is waiting for me.
Well he set his teeth hard while his jaws as-
sumed a pugnacious angle and his gray eyes be-
gan to glitter, « he can see me, all right, if he
waits long enough

! I don't go out of my way
tor Jed Anderson nor any other man."
Then he walked straight on, with square shoul-

ders thrown well back, head erect, eyes shining.
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As he came thus out into the sunlit opening,
Anderson, who had been watching the narrow
path as the hunter watches the runway of the deer,
put heel to the flank of the mettlesome bay and
rode toward him, his right hand holding a black-
snake whip.

" You darned 'ristocrat, I '11 I'arn yer a lesson
in manners ! " he exclaimed, and the blacksnake
whistled through the air.

Dick Brewsterjumped aside with a springy leap.

The blow intended for his face fell on his shoulder.
Anderson swung the whip for another blow.
"You hound of hell !

" Dick roared, and leaped
at him with the spring of a panther.
The next moment he had the deputy sheriff by

the throat and was dragging him from the saddle.
" Curse you ! " he howled, hurling Anderson to

the ground.

The shaken deputy, surprised by the quickness
and lightness or Dick's movements, tried to
scramble to his feet, and was knocked backward
by a blow in the face. Before he could recover
Dick secured the whip and stood over him. The
bay was snorting in terror at the side of the road.

Dick lifted the whip to cut the deputy across
the face ; and Anderson putting up one hand as
a shield reached back with the other to draw his

revolver. Dick's whip hand hesitated, stopped,
fell, and the blow was undelivered. The move-
ment was followed by a laugh harsh and un-
mirthful.

" Get up, you piece of carrion !
" he said con-

temptuously. " If you were a man— but, bah !

I 've heard a good deal about your blustering and
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your fights, but I Ve taken your measure. You 're
a coward. Get up."

Anderson glared at him. The dark face was
pale, except where a bruise showed red on one
cheek; but the glitter had not faded out of his

^^If'i r L
''*"'' **'" '"*='*«'^ f""- the revolver

Lift that pistol," Dick threatened, "and I '11

cut your face in two ! Get up ! Stand in front

do hr-
'"'" "**"' ^° ^^^^ "*' '^°" '*'°"'*

Jed Anderson lay for another moment, still
glaring; then his hand came falteringly away
from the pistol butt. Something in those gray
eyes made his soul feel small and weak. He put
his hands to the ground and rose slowly.

You 're soopler 'n I reckoned." he said, as if
speaking to another and not to Dick, «'n' youjumped (juicker; but I '11 hev your heart's blood
ler this yit.

He moved stiffly toward his horse.

his hand
"""'^ ^""^'"^ " ''''"' ^"^ •''''cksnake in

I

" J^'^/"'^«"°"'" ''e said, "if you ever try to
lay hands on me again, or interfere with me inany way, I "11 kill you !

"

Then he flung the whip' at him scornfully.
Anderson, setting foot in the stirrup, mounted
heavily and rode away. The whip lay where ithad fallen in the dust of the road

him"^!!!
^?''"^'" D'^"' muttered, looking after

waTn hTVJ ^'^^'^ '^"^ ^°'S moving home.

h^A^J"^^^'^ "P°" '^^ s""« ''"d no doubthad beheld and understood all.

Borg passed on without a word.
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Dick watched him sway out of sight in the
midst of the trees. He had intended to go home.
Now, leavine the whip untouched, he walked
back along the path over which he had come.
The sun, red as in the early morning, was slid-

ing down the western sky when Dick Brewster
walked out of the woods a ]ain and set his feet in
the direction of home. When he came to the
road that wound past Borg's he turned into it.

He was thinking of Christme. He had thought
of her all day, and now he was determined to see
her.

Yet he halted as he was about to advance past
the dogwood. He had stood under it one even-
ing when it was white with bloom and had talked
with Christine. He always recalled that talk, in-
consequential though it was, whenever he came to
the dogwood. And it was Christine's voice that
stopped him now. He could not see her but he
could hear her words distinctly; and a heavier
voice, that of Jed Anderson. Christine was talk-
ing airiljr and laughing, as if pleased by some-
thing said by the deputy sheriff,— some flattery,

probably.

" Now, Jed Anderson, you know that I don't
believe anything of the kind ; so there, now !

"

In imagination Dick saw the pretty toss of the
head with which this was said. He would hear
no more; a great and sudden rage filled him.
He was thankful for the screen of the dogwood

;

and whirling round he walked quickly along the
road, and mounted to the crest of the hill by
another route.



CHAPTER V

CHRISTINE

CHRISTINE BORG was pretty. No one
knew this better than herself. From her

fether she had received her blue eyes, her fair,

white complexion, and her gold-yellow hair ; from
her mother a certain alertness and brightness, a

lithe, slender form and natural grace of carriage.

The roughness and heaviness of Borg had been
softened and refined away in her; so, likewise,

the " poor white " characteristics so noticeable in

Mrs. Borg. A lustrous thing comes sometimes
from the fusion of two unattractive metals. It

may be of even less value than the originals, but
its undeniable beauty will strike the eye of the

beholder; and beauty, spite of iconoclasts and
pessimists, is never valueless and seldom under-
valued.

Christine Borg was thinking of her beauty as

she stood, frowning, by the small window which
gav2 a view out over the untidy garden toward
the woods. In spite of the frown, all things per-

taining to herself were very much as she would
like to have them. The story Borg had brought
home with him to dinner the day before was not

even an exception, though it had taken the taste

out of the food for Borg himself. She had a

certain feminine sense of satisfaction in the feeling
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Stepping out into the tiny yard alie olurt^ .

^^rn-^-i;S--"i!|.-.;£!

^l^efifl'?'
^°'g*ifi««d her bL jacket about her

In t^e drawers of the bureau below the look-

Ch^fehTd '" ^'^'•^rds box trunk wWch
CaRo were f,"P''?'"u''''^.S°''«*°"'''y ^^^ brightcal.co, were her clothes, her cheap iewelrv anHornaments together with a dozen o? rTo^Vhotc^
graphs and tintypes of young men. Some o^the e young men when asked\y the localart^st

Kt SheM*^
.look pleasant" Ld worn th r

fhem I u
'^ 'i'S*" '"='^een their lips to make

wi h 1 ft ha'lir'^-K
"^"^

^/^ P""'! "^-tuesquelywith left hand in breast of long-tailed black coltand nght hand levelling a cockid revolver whTchwas presumably loaded.* This hero wa Jedid ah

Now he ^^^''^^^'"'yP«= °n'y the week bfforeINow he was fighting over her!

nnnj"'^'"^ Pl"^'* "P^" fhe bureau drawers and

LrselTbtZ "'"^ '''"''"''''
t^'^'

'^' had assured
herself by a long survey m the looking-glass that

Uh 7i! . lu\T '." ^'' y'="°'^ hair waf becomfngand that the bluejacket fitted her slender form to
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perfection. Among the collection of pictures was
a photograph of Dick Brewster, who looked
straight out at her, with keen ejres, the mouth
firm, lips compressed, chin aggressive— a sturdy,
combative youth. Some notes he had written to'

her were also in the drawer, and these she re-read.
She had read them a dozen times, but she gained
pleasure from each perusal.

At the other side of the room near the oppo-
site window, from which she could look up at the
hl^ house on the hill where Dick lived, was a
hair-cloth sofa, somewhat worn, alas ! but sure
enough hair-cloth. The second-hand dealer at
Ransoms where it had been purchased would
tell you that. Christine after coming back from
Smith Morgan's had never rested, nor given her
father any rest, until that sofa came into the little
house nestling^ by the big trees. And it came in
state on Borg's cumbrous ox-wagon, a very jug-
gernaut, to be bowed down to and worshipped.

It was at Smith Morgan's in Brownsville, the
county-seat, that Christine had first seen a hair-
cloth sofa. Morgan was "a 'ristocrat," and had
a piano and " imported " carpets, curtains of lace
at the windows, and a big stone dog chained up
to a stone post before the door. The dog held
an iron ring obediently in his stone jaws. This
was for the minister. Judge Spencer, and other
" quality " to tie their horses to when they came
to make calls. Christine had told of the marvel
of that stone doe, until it almost seemed to the
good souls of the Brewster neighborhood that
she held some sort of proprietorship in it and
gained merit thereby.
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The three veare which Chriidne had spent at
Moron's had not only opened her eyes to the
beauties of stone dogs and hair-cloth softs, but to
many other things as well. She had not been
Mrs. Morgan's " servant "— that was too much
like " niggers "

; she had been her « help," and
" help " can always see things if things are there
to be seen.

Christine Borg had seen, and what is more than
many in like positions do she had heeded. It
was not long before she discovered that the
speech of the backwoods is not comely on the
lips of beauty. Mrs. Morgan told her that one
day. Not in so many words to be sure, but
Christine understood. Forthwith she began to
discard as rapidly as possible the dialect that had
been her chief disfigurement ; and she had suc-
ceeded so well that the change was regarded as
little short of the miraculous by other giris who
were not so adept at making quick transformations.

Christine Borg, standing before the bureau
rummaging among her treasured tintypes, let-
ters, and ribbons, thought not of these things,
except, perhaps, in a remote way as touching the
attractive picture of herself in the mirror. She
was thinking of Jedediah Anderson, sheriiTs
deputy, hero of the revolver tintype and the
blacksnake episode, and of Dick Brewster, whose
father was even richer than Smith Morgan, and
who but two nights before had whispered, with
an awkwardness which spoke of juvenility quite
as much as his tow-colored hair, that he " loved
her." She did not think ofthe awkwardness, ifshe
had noticed it; she remembered only the words.

Ik
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Other young men had whispered things like

that to her, but the impression had not been the

same. Yet the fact that not only Dicic Brewster

but other young men had been so impelled gave

her a sense of triumphant power. This knowledge
of power might become a whip of scorpions, or

merely a silk leading-string. That would depend
on the manner in which tt was used. It might
become, too, and there was black danger in the

possibility, the soul menace of the girl herself.

A triumphant feeling of power grew within her

as she fumbled among the articles in the bureau

drawers. She could rule men. That was her

discovery. They would fight over her and for

her. A Brewster and a sheriff's deputy had
fought over her but the day before ! Do not

think too lightly of her in her frivolity. Queens
intoxicated by that sense of power over men have

fluttered favors which have set knightly lances in

rest and rolled corses in dust and blood before

many a castle casement.

Christine put away her treasures with a sigh.

When she had done so she went to the mirror

and again admired the glory of her thick yellow

hair, the tint of health in her velvety cheeks, the

bits of sky-dome set in her violet eyes. She
frowned at the mirrored reflection, questioning

why Dick Brewster had not been to set her that

day or the previous evening; but she had no
fear. She looked through the window at the

big house and smiled. To marry Dick Brewster

would lift her from her present humble position

and place her amid the surroundings she secretly

longed for. There would be no more dishes to
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glowed with the thought
°"""^'"^' ^er cheeks

A long time she stood Jookine at thp h:„ i.Far beyond t was » rir^ (\P„ "* °'S house,

Ozarksf impurpTed bv The .
"•' " ?"• "^ »he

knew there LconfusfonanH?"';^ %''^- She
house, and all because ofVer TU^^' '^ *''"

^''S
colonel had whispered tseTf thT' T^*!!^ of tht
and everybody knew A!^ .,

""S*" ''^^^ ^"lls,

Dick inL usual way L*;'
'*''\t''reatening

too. that the colonel would do no^h^''°'^^
'^"^"•

nothing, for Dick was « headv " ??'
u""''^ '^^

have his way in the end Ch^'.-
^'^^ *°"'d

that And 'she t^^e o^ST n'o^^T °'
of what he had said to her Km » u " '"'""««

:^fcS^^-^'^^^-t^rk^!aSs.

pufaside^h" tejS7,„?r-.,r"''^ "-
from her hair, bul that her ^ T.''

™" 'P''*/
some exclamation, informeS hertha?

""'""^
man was coming iin tuJ i.-

"^^ * young
dogwood. ^ P *'*' ^'^''^ '°''d beyond thf

exultSt;"
''''

"'°"S''*' ^"'' =» little thrill of
Then with damask rhp»i,o a u-

P.lpiBd»g „i,h . .™t rf »' 'J""?
""'' '""•

™rr ddifcn,Wy ,„Tblr» ''*, ''"f '"''""



Christine 41

incased, so she would let him see her wearine
them again. °

After that there were more glances in the
niirror by the fest-fading light and some farther
changes, and by the time the young man came
up to the gate Christine was ready to receive
him. Before going to the door she heard her
mother speaking to him in welcome. He had
said something complimentary, that was clear;
and Mrs. Borg, like the coy damsel urged to
the piano stool by the admirer who assures her
that she can sing like an angel, was demurrine.
Chnstine, listening the hile, did wish that her
mother could speak like Mrs. Smith Morgan I

For this was the fashion of Mrs. Borg's high-
keyed demurrer to what was, perhaps, a well-
meant compliment

:

" Mebbe I look it; I dunno ! But I know I
feel might pindlin' 'n' triflin' these days. Been
makm' soap this aifternoon, 'n' I 'm about ter
drap. There use n't ter be nobuddy c'd beat me
soap-makm', 'n' now ef I run lye 'n' work roun'
th soap kittle half er day er so seems lack my
back s plum broke in two. But I got ter do it.An land sakes, I 'm ust ter it ! Been ust ter it a
good many y'ar now— kase why, I jes' hev ter
git ust ter It— Christine won't do it fer me
She's too much lack her pap— stan' roun', never
knowin* what ter do, ner how ter do it, twell I
tell her."

Christine frowned and chewed angrily on the
hair-pin she had thrust into her mouth, having
taken a sudden notion that her hair was not as
becoming as it might be.
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Mra. Borg would not let Christine do heavy
work hke soap-makine, even when Christine was
willing; she wanted her to be "a lady." She
had said so many times to Borg, and many, many
more times to each of the gossiping women of the
Brewster neighborhood. Ladies, Mrs. Borg had
heard, were averse to labor, very much so, and
could do no work of any sort without provoking
a multiplicity of aches and ills. Princesses, who
were, she believed, still higher " quality," were
even more pronounced in their disabilities; for
somewhere in her childhood, barren as it had been
of legend or literature, she had heard a story
which set forth the fact that a princess, one of
the sure-enough kind, not only never did any
work, but was so very particular and hard to
please that if so small an object as a pea chanced
to find lodgement beneath the downy cover-
ings of her bed she could not sleep a wink
through a whole night because of it. In that
way it had become known that she was a real
princess.

Unfortunately for the perfecrion of the parallel.
Christine could sleep like a doll wherever she
dropped. But she was beautifol enough to be a
princess and therefore a lady.
As Mrs. Borg unloaded her ills on the young

man at the gate, Christine, having subdued he?
yellow hair and assumed her brightest smile of
welcome, came out of the door. She looked
blank at first when she saw that the young man
was not Dick Brewster, but Jed Anderson. That
Uick was not there almost amazed her and it
quite angered he.. But she hid the anger under
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a pretty affectation of being pleased at sight of

the dark face of the hero of the revolver tmtype.
" I reckoned I 'd come over 'n* see ef you

would n't like ter go over ter the quiltin' bee at

Bradford's ? " he invited, in his most engaging

way, flicking a fat, black cigar round in his fingers,

now holding it between thumb and finger and
then between his first and second fingers, to show
how adept he was in this sort of athletics. Since

becoming deputy sheriff and receiving "fees and

mileage," he smoked always fat, black cigars;

before that opulent time he had been forced to

content himself with a " Missouri meerschaum
"

and home-grown tobacco.

Christine thought of Dick, her face flushing

again in spite of her self-control ; and that flush,

which Jed Anderson mistook for a blush of

pleasure, seemed to be som: sort of fire which fed

the anger that had flamed up in her heart when
she knew the caller was Jed and not Dick Brew-

ster. Dick ought to be there himself inviting

her to the quilting ; and because he was not there

she would punish him by going to the quilting

with the deputy sheriff, and so show him that

she was not to be trifled with.

It might bring about another fight between the

two young men, but that was not her fault ; and,

anyway, it would teach Dick that she knew her

rights. She wanted to demonstrate and to use

her power just a little. This had been her desire

ever since she came to the knowledge that she

possessed it ; for of what use is power if one may
not have the delightful thrill of complacence and

self-congratulation which its possession should
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rightfolly entail ! So she smiled upon Jed very
sweetly, assured him that she would be delighted
to accept his invitation ; and with the glow fiding
out of the sky and the dusk coming down, they
walked out along the white road together, laueh-mg and talking loudly.

^

Both were sure of their triumph; Jed because
he was overreaching the youth whom he consid-
ered his rival, Christine because she felt that she
was displaying her power. Yet Jed's sense of
triumph was least alloyed. In the note of triumph
which sang in the heart of Christine Borg there
was just a little quaver of fear and uncertainty
which hummed hauntingly in the music like a
minor chord. And she was hurt too. Dick had
not come.

J



CHAPTER VI

THE FOOL AND THE TRAGEDY

AS Christine Borg and Jed Anderson swung
out of sight behind the dogwood and then

into view again, Dick Brewster was descending

the hill from the big house. The heavy artillery

of the colonel's wrath was still volleying in his

ears. The colonel had just demanded of him,

with screaming asperity, if he meant to go to

Borg's again ; and he had said with as much icy

coolness as he could assume that he did. Then
he had come away from the house and walked

down the hill.

The sight of Jed Anderson and Christine, as

they appeared from the concealment of the dog-

wood, whitened Dick Brewster's face and choked

his throat. He stopped and stood staring with

eyes becoming bloodshot ; he trembled and grew

weak. He knew where Christine and Jed were

going ; he had meant to go there with her him-

self. He had been late because of the quarrel.

He saw it all now, or thought he did. Jed
Anderson and Christine had made arrangements

for this walk together to the quilting when he had

overheard them talking by the gate the evening

before. She did not care for him, Dick Brewster,

not in the least. He had been a fool for ever

thinking that she did.
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He stood still, not even taking the trouble to
conceal himself from them if they looked that
way, stood until they vanished from sight down
the dusty road in the gathering darkness. Then
he reeled to a seat on a log by the roadside. He
felt bhnd and weak, and deep down in his heart
there was a sting as of a mortal hurt.
He wanted to cry out like a child, and his

heart cned out in the gathering gloom though
bis lips were silent. He began to contemplate
wild things, boyishly. Thoughts came of other
girls of the neighborhood, and he was almost on
the point of rising and setting out to seek one
whom he might induce to accompany him to the
quilting. He pictured how he would stalk into
the house where the quilting was being held, this
girl on his arm, and how he would pretend not
to see Christine and her escort, and would laugh
and be light-hearted and gay to outward appear-
ance; and would she not then be touched? It
was so strong a temptation that he almost strug-
gled to his feet intending to carry it out. Many
a foolish young fellow with heart madly aching
has married some girl for no better reason, and
regretted it all the years after.

As usual of late when things had gone very
wrong with Dick Brewster he set out by and
by for Chris Miller's. The scent of the foul
place seemed to reach him across the spicy odor
of the woods and drew him irresistibly. Not
that he liked to drink ; and as for card-playing,
he was such an amateur that he was invariably
beaten. But there was a false life and gayety at
Chns Miller's that deadened unpleasant thoughts,
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and the liquor sold over the sloppy bar had power
to fire his heart and his emotions and make him
disregard for a time the "slings and arrows of
outrageous fortune."

So he turned his steps toward Chris Miller's,

and because his soul was very bitter and heavy,
he whistled gayly as he swung along, that who-
ever chanced to see or meet nim might remark
on his gayety and not be able to say afterward

that he was depressed. For of course knowl-
edge that he had been snubbed by Christine,

and that she had gone to the quilting with Jed
Anderson, would be ail over the neighborhood
before morning. But he would not let any one
see that he cared, and he would be jolly and gay
at Miller's, and he would whistle as he went

!

The big clay road curved round nearly two
miles before it reached the shabby town of Ran-
soms, where Chris Miller had his saloon, but
there was a shorter way by following the lumber
railroad. This ran direct to Ransoms from the

saw-mill. It was not a real railroad, with steel

rails and expensive rolling-stock, but constructed

privately by the colonel for the purpose of get-

ting his lumber speedily and cheaply to the little

town where there was a real railroad that bore it

away to the distant markets.

The square wooden rails of the colonel's road
made good footing for a walker, much better than

the road-bed itself, which was full of holes ; and
walking these rails with firm, sure step, though
the light was so poor, Dick Brewster thrust his

hands deep into his trousers' pockets and whistled

till the woods rung with the pleasant melody.
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It was early when he reached Miller's, so early
that very few men were inside. But Miller him-
self was there, fleshy-faced, low of stature, with
dull, heavy eyes, and a scanty growth of light
hair —hair so light that it almost resemblecTin
color Dick Brewster's heavier tow. Miller was
bare-headed, had his sleeves rolled up over his
red arms, and wore about his big waist a snowy
apron fresh from the hands of his German wife,who was also his laundress.

Miller was mopping the bar with a damp cloth
as Dick entered the doorway. He stood behind
the polished bar, backed by a glittering array of
glasses and bottles. The room was lighted by
a chandelier holding six coal-oil lamps, tlie chan-
delier depending from the middle of a gorgeous
rosette of tissue paper into which the swarmine
flies gathered nightly. There were tables in theroom and many chairs. In two of these chairs
men were lounging and smoking.
There was another room beyond this, not so

tidy or well kept, though the neatness of the first
room could not be boasted of. This second room,
filled also with tables and chairs, was reserved for
negroes, and dnnks were conveyed to it through
a little Mteway opening at the end of the long
bar. When business was brisk and many ne-
groes were in this room Miller had an assist-
ant. On this night the second room was still
empty and the assistant had not yet put in an
appearance.

"Ifie gehtsl " said Miller, with his customary
smile, and stopped his work. « How you vas.
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"So, so," said Dick, advancine to the bar. He
felt his stature increase. This oeaming German
met him as a man.

Miller did not invite him to drink. He did
not need to ; he knew that would come in due
season, and he could wait. Dick Brewster, the
few times he had been there, had been a good
customer and did not count his dollars. And it

was something to have a Brewster step over the

portals of his saloon. It gave the place standing
and tended to silence those clamorers who called

the saloon a " nigger hole " and a disgrace to the
community.

" Canadian Club," said Dick, stopping before

the bar.

He did not know much about whiskies, but he
knew that Canadian Club was good ; he had been
told so and he had tried it. It made him feel

warm and comfortable and also strong and cour-

teous. And besides by promptly naming his

liquor he escaped the imputation of being a

greenhorn.
" Zhure !

" said Miller, nodding an approval

;

and taking down a long-necked bottle he poured
a drink mto one of the thin whiskey glasses.

Dick tossed it off, trying to conceal a wry face

;

then greedily swallowed the water which those
wise in such things called a "chaser." He
flipped a coin on the bar, and Miller, dropping
it into his till, shoved across the change.

" Fine evening," said Dick, leanmg on the

bar and pushing the change into his pocket.
" Likely to be many in to-night ?

"

" Oh, zhure !
" said Miller, beginning to scrub

4
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at the bar amin. Dick had more than once won-
dered why tills everlasting scrubbing and mopping
did not wear a hole through the paint. " Dis isfi
Satiirtay night, you know; a beeg crowd alvavson a Saturtav night." ^
" Then I II drop in again."

a ^'j ^«'t ""easy, and knew that his face was
flushed. During all the whistling walk to thetown ,t had been burning in the evening wind

th^MA }u ^"u t^e" hotter as the liquor drove
the blood through his body in pulsing waves.He strolled now down the dusty street, past
the winking lights of the cheap little stores
where the loafers lounged. He tUst his hands
with characteristic attitude into his pockets, and

hnnrlf\u-^'f'^' I'^ee of the town an' owl
hooted at him from the woods, "You fool ! you

?f°i K- ?"V'\'.-'''^
"°' ^'"^ '^^ "''"Id scoffing

of the bird of Minerva, and went back by and by
to Chns Miller s.

'' '

The evening habitues of the place were eath-
ering; they stood leaning against the bar, drink-
ing, talking, smoking, some stirring a bit of
sugar into tfieir liquor, slowly and unctuously with
anticipatory enjoyment. Some were lounging in
the chairs and on the long bench by tHe wall
talking politics and spitting with much accuracy
ot aim into the sawdust boxes provided for this
target practice Most of them Dick knew, and
they greeted him as if he were Jocund Day
standing tiptoe on the misty mountain. He
helloed to them familiarly with a wave of the
hand, and intimated to Miller that he would take
another of the same kind, with a little sugar this
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time, to be in fashion with the dilettanti stirring

and clinking pensively.

Dick took a cigar too, fumbling over the
cedar boxes for a mild one. He was not much
of a smoker, but his limited experience had in-

formed him that he could stand a good deal of
nicotine when he mixed it with whiskev. Hav-
ing selected his weed he pushed tne boxes
toward the loungers by the bar, tnus hinting a
generous wish that they would make a selection

and smoke with him ; whereupon some of the
men in the chairs and on the bench came for-

ward, seeming to deem the invitation general.

Then Dick paid, and lighting his own cigar

began to smoke and talk, all the time think'ing

of Christine and of Jed Anderson. The cold
dead ache was still in his heart; the warming
liquor seemed not to be able to drive it out.

It was ten o'clock when Jed Anderson came
into Miller's. Christine had quarrelled with him
and they had returned early from the quilting.

He did not know why she had quarrelled, but
while all things were going well, as he thought,
she became irritable. She made it appear that

the fault was his when it was wholly hers. The
truth is Christine was not having the joyous
time she had anticipated. Somethmg of regret

and remorse troubled her. She had expected to
go to the quilting with Dick, and the little whip
with which she had thought to lash him when
she walked away with Jed was falling across her
own shoulders.

So she and Jed had quarrelled and had come
away early, and Jed had walked over to Miller's,
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d.UleiiioT
""""^ '"''' "'»"* •'"" '"• «"«-

W,?,olj *H ""*"». ' ' "'** '»'»'« ''"'» HankWilson. He w«s losing steadily to Hank, andhaving got down to the bottom of his p'rS wm
m!r£? °«^.'*"'' .^h^ recklessness ^f^oungmen who find it quite easy to squander thfhoardings of their fathers. 6e did not see Jed

l^Z' u -^^ ''"'."*« '"«'* 'hat the younSdeputy sheriff was there until the buzz oVulf

ThJtVT", ^""8'!.' '»™ "•» notification.Ihen he looked up and away from the fan ofcards m h.s hands, a glitter in his hot gray eyes

.T ,"'k^ !!!"" •"" ""'^ ^°' « "'°'"en' tLy stared

who i
°"\"'-'! »"«;' that was broken by Jed!

Tk- 1, ui^f* •'" '^^ '"" ""d began to puff hi.thick Wack cigar into life at the blaze oftKi^J

JJ^^i'"' t-,v'"^^^^y"'''"
''« "id. in a loudvoice— hog killinB having been apparently the

subject of tlie intellectual conversaSon Tlhkhhe had been engaged with a young farmer-« thar hain't nary thing 't I likeW^r 'n to draw

rnt't«ck:."""'"°-'^°""'''''^«''"''^"P-
His face assumed a wolfish look, and his vehe-mence seemed to be wholly unnecessary.
1 hough Jed had not spoken to Dick nor ath.m, Dick Brewster knew tfiat he was the « hawg '

meant by the young deputy. For a moment tliefan of cards shook !n his fingers and he appeared

Icceotin^h' IT °^JTP'"g '° his f.lt andaccepting the cha lenge ; then he controlled him-
self and sank back into his chair.
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"It air vore play," said Hank Wilson, study-

ing his "hand' and moving the cards about in
It to suit him.
Thus recalled to the game, Dick threw down

a card, though he scarcely looked at it or knew
what It was. Then he began to smoke energeti
cally, as men do when they are nervous.

His eyes were very big and bright, and hu
face much flushed with liquor. He called i'ui

another drink, as he sat in his chair, kno.Wng
that his legs would wobble and betray his .o.itli-
tion If he rose to walk to the bar. The excite
ment of the eame and the effects of the whiskey
had deadened the chill in his heart, and he had
almost ceased to think of Christine when Jed
entered and stirred up the dregs of that bitter
memory. Hence there was an added demand
for more liquor and more card-playing, that he
might forget, forget, and be gay.
Hank Wilson, his own glass ordered some time

before almost untouched on the table, looked
craftily at Dick from time to time as the playing
went on. Only pretending to drink himself he
had urged Dick on in his foolish course, that
he might the more easily fleece him. Thin-
framed, iron-muscled, stoop-shouldered, with
quiet, dark eyes and the face of a bird of prey,
a man of forty— this was Hank Wilson, one
of the best known men in the community and
also one of the most feared. He was a man
of many quarrels, one of his latest having been
with Jedediah Anderson.
He looked at Dick covertly as if striving to

read the thoughts behind those red eyes and
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flushed features. And the voice of Jed Ander-

"He air a-talkin' 'bout you," said Hank bvand by. stowing another I 'o U in the pocke'^^

hL h
""- ""^'''"'' ''^yin' it out stKbut he a,r .ntendm' ter argify th' fac' thet foSair a shore-'nuff hound pup. You kin hvar

i?kfhr'""'''^'Ju
Nare'-anthlt walks cyte

me. hf ther swell of his head keeps er-growin*

out at all bimeby, I reckon."
Dick threw a card upon the table quietlv •

le^emencro?'^^'"^
"''"] ^°*" ^^'^ S-vehemence of gesture and manner, after themanner of enthusiastic amateure.

scare me" 5^^'" ^^
"^'i'^^^^^Y- " He does n'tscare me. If he comes fooling round me— "

Hank had played, and Dick put down an-

"wt"":^,"'^
'!"= '"^•"^ steady ^uiet

,„ J A ,
questioned, covering the cardand drawing the pile toward him. "I S„tell thet you drug him off'n his boss, ou7bth„ ™ad; but ef he should come at ye 'in hyal^

A fiendish look came into Dick's fece.

acrosTatV° '^ \^°-" ^' '^'^^^^^-d. looking

would I do ^'"Tff° ^? '°^*''"g '''"'• " Whaf

-4ht it kii^htT'^'^^^^p^^^
«--"'>-

Then the play went on. He had not said
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Eleven o'clock came, then midnight. The
room had thinned out. For an hour the occu-
pants had been departing one by one. Not
more than a half dozen were left now. Among
these were Dick, Jed, and Hank Wilson. A
fourth was the saloon keeper, Chris Miller.

" Puttin' hisself up ez bein" better 'n other
folkses— a man thet never airnt a dollar o' his

own!" Jed was saying, all too evidently refer-

ring to :he youth who was playing cards with
Wilson.

Jed had been drinking, too, to raise his courage.
Hide it as he would, from himself even, he feared
this young man who had shown such rage and
such Titanic strength that day when he pulled
his assailant from his saddle and hurled him
down in the dust of the road. But now Jed's
frequent potations made him forget his fear and
added to the growth of the bully in him.

Dick Brewster looked up with a quick motion
that lifted his end of the little card table.

" If you 're meaning me by that," he said,
" you 're a liar! I've an idea that I 've earned
as much money honestly as you ever did."

Jed started toward him, throwing back his coat
as if to slide out of it, but he was caught by one
of the men and held raging, just as he desired
to be.

" Let him come on," said Dick, sitting by the
table. " The hound, let him come on ! I was
easy with him when he came at me before, but
this time I '11 kick his face off. Just let him
come on if he wants to."

Jed roared like an angry lion and threw him-
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self to and fro. but his friends were easily able
to hold him, for his ranting was largely pretence.
Ihe men seemed to recognize this by and byand released him. He subsided against the barand called for another drink, and his friends
walked out of the saloon.

It was late and Chris Miller wished to closeup his establishment. Some of the extremists
ot Kansomi complained because the saloon was
kept open sometimes after midnight, and in
additionMilIer d d not like the nole'and fuss

^uj ^" *•'"'' *'""g'» 'ended to give his
place a bad name, even in Ransoms. For these
reasons he wanted to put out the lights of the
coal-oil lamps, close the saloon, and let the flies
roost undisturbed in the meshes of the tissue
paper rosette. He announced this wish gently

iZZ l' ""Ihr'rS '•'"' impressed it on his
patrons he waddled from behind the long bar
cleared out the negroes from the back room, and
going o.it at the rear door began to put up the
shutters there for the night.

^

Hank Wilson stacked the cards in a neat
pack, pv.lled open the table drawer, and outthem away; then, feeling in his vest pocket^o
assure himself that the f O U's were all right

door°°
**"' °"' °^ ^^^ ^*'°°" ^y ^^^ ^"""^

Dick Brewster still sat by the table. Hishead was the soberest part of his body. His
hands felt thick and clumsy when he lifted themand his legs were weak. He wondered if he
would be able to walk home. He knew he
could not do so without making a track fit for
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a worm fence in his swaying walk. Jed Ander-
son, not half so intoxicated, stood by the bar,

apparently unwilling to leave before he had
whipped his enemy and redeemed his reputation
for courage.

" War you a-strikin' at me when you said
' liar ' thet way a while ergo ? " he asked sud-
denly, staring at Dick. " Kase ef you war all

hell cyan't keep me frum killin' you !

"

Holding to the bar with one hand he searched
in his pockets for a knife. He drew it out,
a big dirk, and threw its case on the sanded
floor.

Dick looked at him steaduy, at the same time
grasping the table with both hands to draw
himself up.
" Yes, 1 meant you !

" he said, with unquail-
ing frankness. " You 've been talking about me
all evening; I've heard you. You're not only
a liar, you 're a big coward !

"

Hank Wilson, after going a few steps into the
darkness, had turned back and was now close by
the front door. He heard the words and looked
craftily through the window. Throughout the
evening, while concealing his real feelings, he had
been wishing that a fight would come between
Dick Brewster and Jed Anderson. He believed
that Dick would be more than a match for the
sheriffs deputy, and in the depths of his soul he
longed for the deputy's undoing.

Dick drew himself to his feet, with the assist-

ance of the table. Outside, at the back of the
house. Miller could be heard banging the heavy
shutters into place. Knife in hand, Jed Ander-
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son, his lips curving cruelly and vindictively
began to creep across the floor.

tlitt ! •'"he^didied"
'""" ^"""' '"*"'''' ^'""'^ ^"

Dick steadied himself beside the table, hishands upon its smooth surfece. His lees wereweak and shaking. His eyes, big, bright, and
hot, looked unwaveringly at the advandng foe-man. Hjs only movement was to sweep a fal-
tering hand across his face as if to brush awav
something that hindered his sight

^

Jed Andereon took advantage, of the motion,and leaping forward struck with the dirk It

7^' f Tu^V"'''
^'°^' ^"' 't <l'd no' "=ach

; and
Jed tell back, to manoeuvre for another

with '^h ''T" 'u
•*?"' '"^'""'^ •''"' b°"ng him

with those hot, bright eyes. He swared as hewalked though his steps gained in st.kdiness ashe left the table behind.
"I'mer-goin' ter kill you; I s'pose thet you

onderstan- thet!" Jed declared a^in. " liok
eout, fer now I 'm a-comin" fer you '"

f,.2"^k''°Prtr'*'*y'"S' '^ *•»*= '^'^P-ty hesi-
tated; then fiimbhng in a pocket he also drew
out a knife --a pocket-knife, with a big blade
which he used in the woods. His thumbs wer^
thick and c umsy, and when they failed him hedrew the olade open with his teeth, bitine at it
savagely. 5 •"• "•

" Come on," he said, in a thick voice. " Damn
you ; come on !

"

By the window Hank Wilson watched alone inthe darkness. Out at the back of the buildina
the saloon keeper rattled and jarred the shutters
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"Come on!" Dick invited again; for Jed,
ducking forward and back, was retreating before
him.

As Jed retreated thus toward the door, Dick
advanced, his walk a ramshackle movement, like
the forward rolling of a wagon with wheels loose
and wobbly.

Anderson feinted in front ; outside, with face
against the window-pane. Hank Wilson watched
as if fascinated.

Then Anderson struck again ; but being still

too much afraid of the knife in Dick's hand his
blow fell short and he retreated once more.
At the door he waited while Dick reeled on.

There he made a final thrust with the dirk.
Dick plunging at him with a bellow of wrath
answered with a stroke of the knife. As he de-
livered it he caught his toe clumsily against the
projecting door-sill and was hurled upon Ander-
son. They fell backward down the steps to-
gether. Dick, swaying and lurching to save
himself, dropped lumpily. As he fell thus he
swung half round, hit the back of his head
against a post, and struck the ground in a sense-
less heap, the knife shooting out of his hand.
Jed Anderson, shaken badly by his fall but

still furious, lifted himself on his elbow at Dick's
side, glaring into Dick's whitening face. A curse
came from his lips and he raised the dirk. In
another moment the thin, long blade would have
been plunged into Dick Brewster's body.

Chris Miller's heavy feet could be heard at the
rear of the saloon bearing his puffy body into
the room the combatants had just quitted. Hank
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Wilson hesitating, heard those heavy steps, and

cauRht up Dick Brewster's Life; with one
swift, sure blow he set the blade deep in Jed



CHAPTER VII

CAST OFF

SITTING on a low cot in the l<^ jail at

Ransoms, Dick Brewster sKivered as he
looked about. Day had come after a night of
horror, but its coming could not cheer him. His
head throbbed with a roaring pain ; his eyes, dull,

bloodshot, lustreless, sought the floor instead of
the window-slit which let in the light. His out-
thrust chin, lacking its old aggressiveness, rested
in one hand, the arm being propped by the shaky
knee. A thirst which no water could quench tor-

mented him continually.
" The cowards !

" he whispered, as he glanced
toward the door. " Cowards, all of them !

"

Not all had been cowards, however. The wild
mob which had tried to storm the jail— a mob
composed of friends and followers of the dead
deputy sheriff— had been held in check chiefly

by the unflinching courage of one man. That
man was Joe Barton, head sawyer of the Brewster
mill, who, cocked revolver in hand, had stood
with a few others before the jail and cowed the
mob by the recklessness of his daring. But for

Joe Barton, Dick Brewster would not have es-

caped death.

Dick could still hear the mad raving of the
mob as it panted for his life. It had clamored
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and yelled as the hounds do when they close in

SI K T" ''"u'"'""
»" °»«'*«<^'« interposes sud-

ThiL „'^""i'T ">''.'^P»1
°f their desires.Those yells and fierce, wild demands still beat inhis ears. And he heard the voice of Joe Barton

strident stern commanding, ringing out in the'

XS' " ^""'"""^ tLats^thft compelLd

^S'^^^"^' ^'i^^'^'}^^ mob had streamed awaywith the coming of day. But it seemed thatthose cries of wrath, murderous in their Tnten^tyand hellish in their lust for blood, would never

thTprn-fot"
''' -" °^ ''' ^--^ -^'- -

thl^h ""^ii^^i 'i" ^' """• " murderer had sobered,then hornfied h.m A thing had happened whfch

JL > ^m"'^"
'"•^^ ''*°"g'^' P°«'hle. Evennow It did not seem possible. He wanted towake up and shake himself, and assure hmsefwith a relieving laugh that this was a dre^m anightmare, horrible but unnatural, and thTr'e!

£:r"vr ^"'•''^ "^"^ "'«= realization afmeback with conclusive force. He had fought^ndrunken fury
; he had struck with deadly strfnU

spite of h.s drink-palsied arm; the fflTs
th^fl f r' * "'"'^e^"

; he had looked into

It tn% .''"
J"?r"

^.^ ^'"^ ^'*'"' ''"d had seen

^ u^ f'-'.^f
''"''^' '" "»« man's heart. Yeshe had k, led Jed Anderson; killed the man he

mllngit':^^""''^'^'"-^^''^ --•>--%
The whole pitiable, sorrowful, bloody tragedy

pressed its memory down on his throbbing bSn
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fike a weight. He had struck Jed, reeling in
the doorway, at Chris Miller's; then having
delivered the fatal blow, they had reeled out of
the place together, down the steps, and he, with
head pounding against the post, had fallen insen-
sible. That was the way he remembered it.

There Chris Miller had found them. There
Uick regaining consciousness had assisted Miller
to drag the murdered man back into the saloon.
Miller was wild-eyed, with purplish face whit-
ened to the color of chalk. He had babbled in-
coherently, chiefly of the ruin that would come
to his j)lace

; and Dick, weak, sick, numb in every
nerve, and with brain seemingly fired of hell
Itself, had stumbled in blindness down to the
Ransoms jail and surrendered himself without a
word. The jailer, who was also the town mar-
shal, not understanding him but thinking that he
was crazed with drink,Tiad locked him up! Then
the mob had come, roaring its rage; and Joe
Barton had appeared, the one heroic figure in all
the black, accursed picture.

Dick tried to think of something else, but
could not; he could not take his mind from that
horrible drama at Miller's even long enough to
hx It in any intelligent way upon the girl who.
indirectly and innocently enough, had mixed the
pit-lighted colors and prepared the smoky canvas
tor the painting of the murderous scene. He
pitied her dumbly as he pitied himself. Beyond
that he was not yet able to think.
The morning lagged like the interminable

ages
;
the sunlight on the floor took a century to

crawl from one board crack to another. Dick

fc
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did not look up at the sunlight where it streamed
through the narrow window. To have done
that would have been to awaken thoughts of that

other morning, red and elorious, when his young
heart climbed into the glowing sky, like Jacob's
angels scaling the ramparts of heaven. Hope
had been breathingly alive then ; now it was
dead, and he had cast it from him.
The marshal came in once during the slow

swing of those interminable ages, and asked him
what he wanted for breakfast. Dick stared at him
with dull, red eyes, then roused, comprehending.

" Nothing," he said, and noticed that the
voice with which he answered was the voice of
another.

Then the marshal went away grinding the key
in the lock of the jail door, and the slow cen-
turies crawled on again.

By and by there was another stir at the door.
Dick did not even look up this rime, nor did he
look up when feet shuffled into the room. But
soon he became aware that the marshal had de-
parted, and that his father was sitring before him
on a chair which the marshal had provided.
A wave of confused and remorseful feeling

swept over him when he saw his father sitring

there. Colonel Brewster's face was v hite and
drawn, as if the old man suffered great pain.

He leaned heavily on his cane as he looked at

his son. Dick shivered, straightened his square
shoulders, and tried to speak ; he did not know
what to say, though, and felt almost a sense of
relief when the words refiised to be uttered.

The colonel was much agitated ; Dick saw a
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tear roll slowly down one white cheek and drop

on the hands pressed tightly across the head of

the cane. By and by, controlling his emotions

by an effort, the colonel spoke.
" Dick

!

"

Dick stared at his father, waverinely.
" Dick, this is no time for words oetween us,"

said the colonel, speaking slowly. " I am unable

to believe what I now see, and I am unable to

believe what I hear. You are a Brewster, and a

Brewster never yet reddened his hands in the

blood of any man," — he hesitated, thinking of

his war-time experiences — " except, perhaps, in

recognized and lawful warfare, when fighting

against the foes of his country. The time has not

'

yet come when a Brewster can commit such a

crime as murder. So I am unable to believe this

thing they tell me."

Dick tried to speak again, and asain &iled.
" I have money, Dick," the colonel went on,

"and property which will bring money. 1 am
your &ther, and therefore your natural defender.

I am willing, ready to defend you to the last

dollar of the Brewster money and the last drop

of the Brewster blood; but— " he hesitated,

searching Dick's flushed and fevered face, — "I
want to Know that you are innocent ! Tell me
you are innocent, my boy ; and no matter what

any man says or any man swears I will stand by

you and fight for you to the end."

The lips and the words trembled ; the hands

shook heavily on the gold head of the cane.

Dick did not answer. Whatever else he might

be, he was never a liar. He had done everything

5
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in the past openly, even defiantly ; he was no
sneak and he was no sniveller.

" You have hurt me, Dick, many times, more
than I can tell, but you have never concealed
things from me," the crushed old man went on.
" You will not lie now, and I know it, not even
to save your life. That is why I have asked you
this question. I want you to tell me that you
did n't do this thing— that it is a mistake! I
have refused to believe that it is anything but a
mistake. They say you threatened to kill that
man, and that now you have killed him. You
were drunk,— drinking ; I can believe that; but,
Dick," the voice quavered and broke, " I cannot
believe that you are a murderer !

"

Dick moved uneasily on the cot, shifted his
position, crossed his hands, tried to speak, and
failed again.

Colonel Brewster stared hard at him, then
lifted his hands from his cane. The shakiness
was going out of his body and out of his iron
heart. Slowly he rose to his feet.

" It is true, then !
" he said, sternly, looking at

his palsied son. « You did kill that man ! You
are a murderer ! It 's true, then !

"

pick sank back on the cot, dumb, miserable.
When he spoke ht dropped his head into his
hands.

" Yes, it's true ! I killed him, but— "

Colonel Brewster stiffened visibly. Something
of the old glitter came into the eyes under the
craggy brows.

, v^*^^" ^ renounce you," he said, hoarsely.
" You are not my son ! Never yet was a Brew-
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ster a murderer, and you are no Brewster. You
will be hanged for this, and you ought to be !

"

He turned about, and lifting his chin walked
to the door with military tread. There he ham-
mered peremptorily with the gold head of the
cane ; and when the marshal came to let him out
he stepped away stiffly, soldierly, without a word.
Condemned men have walked that way when
going out to look into rifles loaded for their
execution.

Dick Brewster threw himself down on the cot,
covered his eyes with his hands, and lay there;
and again the slow centuries crept on, marking
their snail-like advance by the line of sunshine
crawling from crack to crack across the jail floor.



CHAPTER VIII

THE DREAM AND THE AWAKENING

AS in a dream Dick Brewster rose from his

cot and stood up when the marshal en-
tered with men at his heels and called Dick's
name. As in a dream he stepped from the jail

and walked in the midst of these men to the
station, whence he was to be taken to Browns-
ville six miles away. The engine of the train

whistled as he walked down the long platform,
the marshal, arm linked in his, stamping along
by his side. Probably only a certain sense of
the unfitness of it had kept handcuffs from Dick's
wrists. The marshal felt sure in consideration
of the events of the previous night that Dick
Brewster would not try to escape. And then
there were the concealed revolvers of the depu-
ties bulging the tails of their coats

!

A great crowd had gathered at the station.

The people made way for the marshal and his

men, some sullenly,, some silently, some with low
hisses and threats. Dick looked calmly at them.
This was a part of the dream— these frightful

faces that jeered and jabbered at him. He
seemed not to see them, not to hear the low
cf.lls, the hoots and hisses that at another
time would have stung like gadflies.

Mounting with steady step to the platform of
the car when the train had stopped, and facing
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half round to the crowd, he became for ^he first

time aware that in that surging mass, of whom
half had been a roaring mob during the darkness
of the night, there were some who glanced at him
in kindness and sympathy. Chief among them
was Joe Barton, the head sawyer. In the crowd
about Barton were the mill hands and some of
th- negro log-cutters with whom Dick had talked
and chaiFed that day in the woods. It was so
long ago, that day ! It was part of another life

in another century.

Beyond the crowd, standing quite alone, the
sunshine filling with yellow light his thick, straw-

colored beard, was old Gustav Borg, the father of
Christine. His big bulk and broad shoulders
loomed above the others like a Norway pine
above scrubby second-growth.

Only for a moment did Dick Brewster let his

eyes wander over that jostling crowd ; then he
turned and walked into the car, the hand of the
marshal still tightly gripping his arm. Even that,

all of it, was part of the dream ; and the drea.„

continued while the train rumbled away, its

whistle screaming through the woods. The
dream continued even after the heavy doors
shut him in the county jail at Brownsville.

The next day— the riotous throb, the numb-
ness, the deathly lethargy, the faintness gone out
of head and heart— Dick awoke. None of the
things of those wild and moving visions had been
even part of a dream. They were all true, hor-
ribly true. And with this awakening came that

realization which comes to every one of us some
time or other, of the irrevocableness of the past.
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That realization is so harsh and hard, so crushinem Its cruelty of fact. To know that what is done

cvPf'
''^*' " " ^°""'^ "P forever in the sheaf

of hfe s deeds ; anH that no tear however sincere
and penitent, no h art sob however choking, no
prayer, even, though we lay our mouths in the
dust and cry aloud like David at the memory of
Uriah the Hittite, can change what is unchange-
able, can loose the bands of finality and takf? that
one deed out of the sheaf, and place it all green
and growing again in the fields of life and the
future. No, not even the prayer of an archangel
could compass that

!

Having thus awakened, Dick Brewster stood
by the grated jail window and looked out into
the streets where lived and moved men whose
hands were not red as his were. He heard them
laugh and talk and jest, untouched by a thought
of the terrible irrevocableness of everything
Surely they did not know that a thing done
can never be undone ! Standing thus— the day
was long and he had time to think— he thought
of his past, of his father, of Christine ; more than
all he thought of Jed Anderson. He wondered
how Christine regarded him and was sure that
he was utterly condemned in her sight. How
his father regarded him and his crime he had
heard.

Dick thought, too, of what might be coming
to himself He had not been afraid when the
mob bayed like wolves round the jail at Ran-
soms; but now he was afraid.

As his fear grew, he began to think ov»r his
crime m its legal aspects. He had been, at in-
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tervals, reading law in the office of Squire Penny-
packer, the Ransoms lawyer who attended to

(lis Other's multitudinous and tumultuous leeal

business. Dick had done that, not because ne

liked the law or had any ambition to become a

lawyer, but because Colonel Brewster, in view of
the fact that his litigations were endless, wanted
to have a legal head in the Brewster family. It

would be a paying investment, the colonel fancied,

like the ownership of a Hambletonian of un-
doubted wind and speed when the landed gentry

and the leading farmers are entering their horses

for the races at the annual county fair. So Dick
had read law with Squire Pennypacker; and had
forgotten almost as much as he read, in his dream-
ings of the shade-and-sun-haunted woods and of

the joyous night gatherings where he met the

rustic beauties of the town and neighborhood.

Now, beginning to quake as he looked into the

future, he tried to brush up his law reading and
discover his legal position. He had not meant
to kill Jed Anderson ; there had been no delibera-

tion or malice in it, and those were parts of the

legal crime of murder. Yet, and here was the

root of the difficulty he foresaw, he had said he

would kill Anderson. There would be a trial by
jury ; and what might not a jury, and particularly

an ArkansasJury, do in such a case f

He was floundering in this maze when the

sheriff came in and behind him Squire Penny-
packer. Pennypacker was a stooped, tall man,
with a thin, unimpressive face, from the lower tip

of which was suspended a wispy beard that wag-
gled up and down in a ridiculous way when he
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Dirk'^'l^
?•"'

^'"^ 1°'" """ ^'"'^ *" ^^ "poke toDick looking at him steadily through his gold-bowed glasses as the sheriff retreateland lefthelawyer and the prisoner alone together

P.nmt''°''''''''y ^""^'^H ^*« «"d figure thatPennypacker saw, in spite of the broad sTiouIdersand physically we 1-knit frame, an almost juveni"
figure wKh wholly juvenile hair. AndC noone would have thought of calling Dick Brewster

h^.7'.r"'u^7-'','' y°""'; he himself wouldhave thought of it least of all.

Dick's Heart warmed at sight of the lawyer

now? The
•'"''

'"l"""^
'° "«"?«=» thingnow! The squire, perhaps divining tlie wish o?moved by sympathy, extended his hand. Dickclasped It with boyish fervor.

Pennypacker sat down on a chair, Dick takinir

get a good view of the squire's fece. ThenPennypacker began to talk, slowly and adroitly,
as It he were questioning a witness. Presently hespoke of himself, and of why he was there

'^

that crn\?! \^T "'f
>"*^ *="'»!"»' '''^y"

monev Lh r.
^''^ ^"''°"' * g^^d deal ofmoney, and I m a poor man. You have n't any-thing you could ^ell .? You 're past age!"

^
Twenty-two," said Dick. "No, I haven't

""^ "/ ^"^.'nygun and some books and cloth-

I^h"'^. u-'"^
""'^^^ '""^ ""«=»> like. They

sell the black, for though I 've claimed him he
really belongs to father,"

"
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belong to me, through reading law with me, you
see, and I 'm goin^ to stand by you. I made up
my mind to that this morning when I heard what
the colonel had done. Says I to myself, ' Squire,
here's your chance to do a noble deed! I
haven't done many. 'Likely you'll lose the
colonel's business, if you do,' I says to myself,
' but, anyway, I '11 do "it, come flood or come
drought

!

'— financially speaking, you know ; and
here I am to advise you and to do what I can for
you."

Dick, his heart warmed as he had thought it

could never be warmed again, was about to express
his thanks and his gratification ; but the squire
went on, pulling at his beard and settling heavily
back in his chair, which he tipped until it rested
against the wall. Thus sitting he crossed one leg
over the other and swung the free one to and fro.

" In the first place, you understand, you 're not
guilty

!

"

Dick half started from his stool, but the squire
waved him back.

" The law holds every man innocent until he is

proven guilty. As for this charge against you,
you 're to talk to no one, understand,— no one
whatever about it. When the trial comes on
you will plead not guilty ; and then I will do the
best I can for you."

" But I am guilty !
" said Dick, almost fiercely.

"I don't remember much about it, except that
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I was drunk and there was a fight; but Jed
Anderson is dead and I killed him 1

"

Pennypacker swung his pendent foot to and
fro slowly.

"You will keep that to yourself," he com-
manded. " They ve got to prove it, and perhaps
we can make something of the fact that no one
saw the thmg done. Anyway, we '11 claim justi-
fication— that you had to kill him to keep him
from killing you. His dirk was found there on
the ground by the steps of the saloon. He struck
at you with that ?

"

"Yes."
"Then you killed him in self-defence. We'll

stand to that. No one saw it and they haven't
anything but circumstantial evidence; we'll deny
everything; and we'll make them prove it.everv
iota of it.^'

'

He wandered away from this subject and began
to talk of other things, after the strange fashion
of lawyers, coming back finally to the events that
led up to the fight at Chris Miller's, hoping to
surprise Dick into taking another view of the
matter by approaching it thus from a difl^erent
viewpoint. And he was so adroit withal that
but for a sturdy common-sense Dick might have
been led to believe that his crime was not so black
as It had seemed.

Dick was not deceived nor self-deceived
; yet

when the s(juire went away he certainly felt brighter
and more like himself. He began to hope that,
abandoned by neariy every one, his father in-
cluded, amiable old Squire Pennypacker might in
some mysterious manner win the day for him.
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just as heroic Joe Barton had held off the howl-

ine mob.
When hope dies the heart dies, s < let ..s not

grudge Dick Brewster his meagre hope. It was

the one thine that enabled him to live during the

days that followed ; and it was the one thing that

sustained his strength as he walked to the court

room through the hot July weather, where the

sheriff was calling his " Oyez, oyez ! " pronounc-

ing it " Oh, yes ! Oh, yes ! " and where the crowds

were gathering, and judge, jury, and court offi-

cers had already gathered.

Squire Pennypacker, balancing his chair on its

hind legs, sat within the railing when the prisoner

was brought in, and moved up to him ; and when
the charge against Dick was read in the strone,

clear voice of the court clerk, and Dick was bid-

den to plead, it was Pennypacker who answered

for him

:

« Not guilty
!

"

Dick's troubled eyes faltered over the sea of

faces in the court room. Here and there he saw

a familiar countenance. Joe Barton was there—
Barton was one of the witnesses summoned for the

defence ; Chris Miller was there, pufiy and pale

;

Gustav Borg was there, his face strangely stem,

like that of a Norse sea king transported hither-

ward from the days of eld ; Hank Wilson, who
had driven the knife into the breast of Jed An-
derson, was there too, his hawk-like profile quiet

and calm as sculptured Innocence.

Back in the rear of the room, in one of the

seats assigned to the women, Dick's faltering gaze

found Christine Borg ; then his face flushed hot
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IS fire. She had been in his thoughts all the

llTir u ''"• "•^«!!'"g from fcce to face
seemed unable to rest until they beheld her. She
was paler than he had ever seen her— a sort of
white pallor that gave to his heart a dull ache
The torturine trial was drawn out through two

days. Squire Pennypaclcer fought for every pos-
sible advantage; forced to yield, he took "excep-
tions innumerable for purposes of an appeal, allof which wer« duly entered in the court Lords.
Witnesses for the State and for the defence told
all they knew with native frankness. Now and
then as the case went on Dick let his eyes wan-
der over the breathless crowd in the court room.
Always he looked for something which he neversaw— the face of his father.
Through two terrible hours, toward the close

of the second day. Dick Brewster whitened and
wilted under the merciless summing-up of the
prosecuting attorney. That quavering voice and
that pointing forefinger, calling for justice in be-
half of the man who had been foully murdered,
was like the voice and finger of doom. It was
bibenan knout, Chinese bastinado, and sailors'
cat-o -nine-tails, knotted into an Arkansas ox-whip,
and plied with a stinging force excelling even tha^
ot old Borg when, angered, he cut the flesh of
the quivering oxen until blood oozed.
The prosecutor in that summing-up speech

showed clearly from the evidence that Dick
Brewster had not only killed Jed Anderson be-
cause of jealousy, but that he had twice been
heard to threaten to kill him ; and that, to carry
out his determination he had gone to the saloon'
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and there publicly auarrelled with the man who
became his victim, tnus establishing the conten-

tion of the State that the crime was planned

with premeditation and consummated with malice

aforethought.

Fennypacker essayed to make a stand before

that pitiless arraignment, and realized that he was
as ineflfective as a poplar splinter flicking in a gale.

Even Dick Brewster, shaken beyond belief, could

have wept himself but that he felt the stinging

words too keenly. Jedediah Anderson became
a martyred hero. Women sobbed and men
ground their teeth, cursing in rage.

The jury retired and came Dack almost in-

stantly ; they had agreed on a verdict.

Judge Spencer rose in his chair and looked

down at their foreman, who had a slip of paper

in his hand. Spencer was almost the only calm

figure there. He was a man of fine appearance,

slightly gray, energetic, intellectual, above all

legal, a fine lawyer and with the reputation of

an honorable and just man. Dick looked at the

judge,— he feared, to look at the jury.

Judge Spencer took the fateful slip, glanced at

it, and then over the room, where the spectators

craned forward hushed and palpitant.

" Guilty of murder in the first degree, with a

recommendation that life imprisonment be sub-

stituted for the death penalty."

This was what the judge read in substance.

Dick felt something snap in his head ; he became

giddy and almost blind.

A roar broke out in the court room which the

officers could hardly subdue. Squire Penny-
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pilcker in the midst of it was moving for a new
trial which was refased. A woman screamed as
It with breaking heart, and in that scream Dick
recognized the voice of Christine.

Dick stood up when called on to do so, steady-
ing himself by the teble. Not answering when
asked If he knew of any reason why the court
should not pass sentence upon him, he heard
judge Spencer pronounce it in accordance with
tne hndmg and recommendation of the jury

.K •? u?-T ^^ '"^''y ^y ^^^ s'leriff, back to

Ihl ^f' . il"'^^
""1 *'"'°** '^«''"g- Outside in

the street he heard certain of the friends of the
dead deputy sheriff cheering like partisans hailing
news of a great political victory.



CHAPTER IX

WHERE THE BIRDS SING

DICK BREWSTER had listened for hours,
as it seemed, to the faint and interminable

gnawing of the mouse, and he was glad when it

stopped, for he could not sleep.
" Guilty ; imprisonment for life !

"

Those words seemed to be written in blood
across his eyeballs, so that, whether staring up at
the grated bars above him, at the narrow slit of
window where the soft moonlight stole in hesi-
tantly, as if it feared and loathed the crime-
stained place, or turning his vision inward with
eyes closed tightly to shut out the sight, he still

saw that sentence

:

" Guilty ; imprisonment for life !

"

He hoped he could sleep, now that the mouse
had ceased and gone away, and he needed sleep,
that he might have strength for the morrow,
when, as he had been informed, he was to be
taken away to the great prison, where thereafter
he was to remain. He did not want to think of
that

; the very thought of it, with its hopeless-
ness, its infamy, its torturing years, made his
whole being sick. To be shut up in such a place
for life— he, the woods wanderer, the nature
lover, the out-of-doors enthusiast! No, he
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could not bear to think of it ; he wanted to sleep
and forget it, if even for no more than a little

while ; so he was glad that the mouse had worn
its energy or its teeth out at last and had gone
away to rest and to let him rest.

As in childhood, whenever he could not sleep
because of a frightful tale read or heard, and his
mother to quiet him and draw his thoughts from
it had told him that if he would count up to one
hundred, and then count up to it again, and yet
again, he would fall asleep while thus engaged,
he began to count. It had been a very good
prescription, that from his mother. She was in
heaven now, and he was—

" One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight—

"

He was counting away diligently with eyes
closed, though that did not shut out the words
seared on his eyeballs, when he heard a soft step
by his cell door. It seemed so strange that it

should fall there apparency without any sound
of an approach ! This made him think that he
had been counting longer than he believed and
had actually dropped asleep for a moment or so.
Nevertheless it seemed strange; for the sheriff,
who was by virtue of his office also the jailer, was
not accustomed to pass through the jail corridors
in the night. Yet he had no thought that it

was other than the sheriff until, " opening his
eyes and looking toward the cell door, he saw
in the moonlight a shabbily clothed man peering
at him through the grating. The moonlight fell

nill on the man's face and revealed an unkempt,
reddish beard, a very red nose, and drink-inflamed
eyes.
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Dick Brewster remembered the man then. He
was a tramp who had been brought into the jail

two days before on a charge of attempted burg-
lary. Aside from Dick he was the only prisoner

now within the walls of the jail. There had been
some others a few days before, but the court trials

had cleared them out, setting them at liberty or
sending them away.

Dick started up on his elbow when he beheld
this man, and stared blankly. In return the man
grinned. In one hand he held a file so thin of
blade that to Dick it seemed it must have been
made from a watch spring. In his other hand he
carried his shoes.

" Like ter git out an' go where de birds sing ?

"

he asked in a hoarse whisper.

Dick's only answer was to raise himself higher
on his elbow. His eyes were wide open now, his

head hot, and his heart jumping. The question

more than the sight of the man dazed him.
" Been sawin' on dat bar ever sense dey loaded

me in 'ere," the tramp vouchsafed, with an-

other grin. " Now she 's t'rough ; an' ! 'm goin'

t'rough, too— see ! When dey builds jails t' hold
me dey builds 'em tighter 'n dis."

He began to unscrew the heel of one of the

tattered shoes he carried. Dick watching him in

amazement saw him take from the heel, which
was hollow, some queer, thin, jointed keys. One
of these he applied to the lock of the cell door,

twisted it about a few times, then applied an-

other. The lock clickec' — clicked agam ; Dick
heard the bolt slip back, then saw the man draw
the door open.

6
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"Now wese'Jl slide," said the man, gleefbllyas if proud of his work. « Youse ies' foW^rZl

Recession, a„; I 'Jl show you ""'to wh retbirds^^ singin', or will be singin' i„ de mornin'

violently. He had not spoken a word Hi<brain seemed to be whirring round like the grea

"Sut'wheT \t" if- r-^"^ '" '^' ^T ^'^ 'h' - "Out where the birds smg!" vfould he go?
? u"*^"! ^^^ •"*'*'' «*"g' where the forfsts
breathed their perfume, wiere was the libmy

whirring and his whole body shaking as when
riie lowland malaria had racked it tith ague.

th.rir^
"" -P""'".® ^^'^ ^^y ^nd the coif ofthe httle saw into the hollow shoe heel began toscrew the heel into place.

^

iJ?""'^^^'- '^l^'i'^'
''"&'" he said, and bear-mg his shoes m his hands turned and began tocreep softly along the corridor.

^

.U.A^J"'^ T °^ '^^ '°'-> his eyes seemed
glazed his teeth were clenched, his breath camem quick short sobs, his hammering heart waschurning his very blood in his veins. Would

caJfrl tfs$ '''''''' '''°"g'> - -"d
Then he was out of the cell, stealing softly

whil t'h K "'I ^""Jt'-
'^^' '^°°'- °f ?he cell

iv .
*'''=^^".'g'".had occupied stood open, andthey turned into ,t Dick now pushing feWishly

at the fellow's heels. The wfndow Tn this ceU
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was lower than the one in Dick's, and one of the
bars was cut in two and twisted aside. Here was
where the persistent mouse had been gnawine
at that bar

!

s s

The prison cot was under it, and on the cot a
low stool, the only other article of fiirniture.

" I '11 climb up de golden rafters first," the
man whispered, " an' if dere 's no bloke squattin'
round outside, I '11 reach down my fin t' you an'
you can come right along smilin'— see !

"

Dick " saw," and in another moment he had
hold of the burglar's hand and was being drawn
into and through the window. It was a tight
squeeze, for Dick's shoulders were broad, but he
passed through without sticking, then dropped
sofdy to the ground outside.

Everything was quiet. The hour was late
and the street deserted. The moonlight did not
fall on that side of the jail and the darkness
there proved friendly. Off in the marshes be-
yond the borders of the town some frogs croaked,
calling to Dick in friendly and encouraging tones,
"Come on ! come on!"
The interior of the jail had seemed feverishly

hot. Dick knew that this had been due to his
mental condition, when the night wind, cool
enough at that hour, showed with its cooling
touch that his cheeks were like fire. It called
to him, too, that caressing wind, speaking of the
freedom of the boundless woods— called to him
coaxingly, like the frogs in the marshes, « Come
on ! come on !

"

The escaping burglar stood in the shadow a
short time fitting his shoes to his feet, then
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moved round the corner of the building, glanced
from side to side with alert, experienced eyes,
and stepped out where the moonlight fell,

" We '11 jes' mosey 'long like de smoothest
kind o' coves, unless we're spotted," he whis-
pered, " den we'll fly fer th' timber."
Then he observed that Dick was trembling.
" Oh, we '11 make it, podner !

" he assured,
taking this as an indication of fear. " Whenever
Soapy Sam starts in ter do a little job like dis
he does it ever' time, betcher life !

"

Dick shrank from him with loathing, then
felt ashamed of the action and the sense of repul-
sion which occasioned it. What was he to feel

loathing for this man? He a murderer— so
decided by a jury of his " peers " and sentenced
to life imprisonment, and this man so far as he
knew was no more than a trampish burglar

!

Soapy Sam was out in the moonlight now and
walking down the street in the most innocent
manner in the world. Dick would have slouched
guiltily after him but that the burglar bade him
step along at his side and hold his he£.d up like

a " swell." Then Dick walked with him down
the street, where they saw no one, and on out
of the town.

"Where yer goin'?" the burglar demanded
now, stopping.

" I don't know," said Dick ; " out of here,

somewhere."
" Come wid me, den," was the invitation. " I 'm

goin' ter hit de king's highway " (by which he
meant the railroad) " a few miles below 'ere, an'

lay fer dat freight dat comes along about t'ree
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o'clock. It'll be headin' fer Springfield, up in

Mizzoury, an' if dey ketches me after I strikes

de Ozarks dey 're welcome ter do it."

He was about to start on.

"No," said Dick, that sense of repugnance
still strong in him.

The burglar caught the feeling conveyed un-
intentionally by the tone. He stared at Dick
in the moonlight

" Well, if you ain't der worst
!

" he grunted.
" I guess I oughter left yer where I found yer.

Wantin' t' rule me outer yer society ! So help
me if I ever assists a swell ag'in! Dere ain't

no sense o' gratitude in 'em."
" You— I mean I am very grateful, very

thankful
!

" Dick stammered. " But I want toto
go-
The burglar's manner showed contempt.
"Oh, josh along by yerself; dat's all right!

I ain't wantin' ter inhale de triple-extracted per-
fume of yer comp'ny ; not any I ain't. I ain't

killed anjrbody, an' I wuz n't going t' der peni-
tentiary fer it ; so I ain't away up in G

!

" But dat 's all right
!

"
' he continued, and

marched off down the road by himself.

Dick stared at him as the darkness took the
tattered figure to its shielding embrace. He felt

that he had been justly and properly rebuked,
yet he could not get rid of that feeling of repug-
nance, and he did not desire the man's company.
When the tattered figure had quite vanished he
turned into the woods.
He had no plan. The whole thing, thrust

upon him so suddenly, had given no time for
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thoueht Now he began to ask himself what
he should do. He had accepted the proffered
chance of escape because he could not help it
His very being rebelled at the thought ofim-
prisonment and cried out for the freedom it had
always known As well expect the captive bird
to remain in the cage after it finds that the door
is open and It can fly away if it will. And now
that the bird was out in the free air and under
the shining stars, with the moon sailing like a
silver boat above the tops of the tall trees where
the winds sang, it could no more go back into
that frightful cage voluntarily than it could choose
to stay m it after the door had been opened.
Moving steadily through the woods, as one

familiar with it, Dick Brewster's thoughts began
to work at the task of outlining his pretent course
of action and his foture. The latter he could
not handle— It was too far away and too much
shrouded in the mists of chance and uncertainty-
but the present being at hand he could perhaps
master that. And he mastered it by steering his
feet in a straight course for that port he knew so
well— home and its environments. He did not
stop to reason that this might not be the best
thing to do. He wanted to do it, and ever with
Uick Brewster that had been sufficient excuse for
anything.

The white mists mounting from the lowlands
and the swampy woods were wrapping the high
hill on whi, 1 stood the big house and the stablls,
and day ^yas not far away when Dick, finishing
the SIX miles of his journey, came out of the
woods and walked along the white road. He
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looked about him curiously ; then instead of
toiling on up the hill he turned aside and strode
on past the dogwood, stopping at last before the
gate at Borg's.

The place was very still. Aside from the
"peeping" of some half-fledged chickens, de-
serted by their mother and spending an unhappy
night in consequence, there was not a sound.
The windows were dark ; but Dick picked out
one in the room where he believed Christine lay
sleeping, and entering by the gate walked softly

up to the wall beside it.

He stood in uncertainty for a moment, looked
appealingly and longingly at the window with its

lowered upper sash, and listening intently almost
fancied he could hear the girl's peaceful breathing.
With heart crying out to her to forgive him for

what he had done, he choked back a sob.

A wild impulse to call out to her, to tell her that
he was there by her window, to beg her to come
out and fly with him far from that place to some
land that was still a land of happiness and peace,
almost overpowered him. But he strove with it,

though weak as shorn Samson, and conquered it,

helped to a victory by the feeling that she would
perhaps scorn him, and by the stronger feeling

that, disgraced himself, he could not ask her to

share his disgrace.

Having conquered he threw himself grovelling
on the ground, where he lay many minutes with
his face in his hands. On rising he looked about
the yard in the faint light, longing for paper and
pencil. He had neither and knew neither was to

be had there. Then he stared at the window
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again and muttered something incoherent that
sounded like a mumbled and unintelligible prayer.
When he passed out by the gate his cheeks were
wet and his face set like a death mask.
Day was not far away ; already there were faint

streakings of the sky. But he was not yet ready
to depart. Leaving the little house behind him,
he climbed the hill with many a backward glance.
He entered the stables first, and finding his way
to the stall of the black that had borne him on so
many a galloping ride over the roads and through
the woods, he put his arm round the horse's neck.
Do not blame him or feel shame for him if he
wept, and wept bitterly! The velvet muzzle,
pressed warmly against his wet cheek as if the
black understood and sympathized, was like the
soft touch of the hand of a friend, and brought
him the realization that now he had no friend
other than this gallant black horse, unless that
friend were Joe Barton, and perhaps Squire Penny-
packer, and perhaps— yes, perhaps,— Chris-
tine. He could not be sure about Christine, but
he hoped she would never forget that he had told
her he loved her, and that some day, when time
had dimmed the fresh horror of now recent events,
she would think of him with gentle kindness and
regret. He could hardly hope for more than that.

" Good by. Ebon !
" he whispered, after many

fondlings. " Good by, old friend ; I shall never
see you again I know, but may your days be
long ! It 's better sometimes to be a horse than
a man."
As he went out of the stable, the horse whin-

nied softly as if calling him back, but Dick
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walked away. He knew he could not tarry much
longer, though white mists now enveloped every-

thing and delayed the approach of the sky-heralded

dawn.

From the stables he ascended to the house, and
circling it to the old oak that brushed his window
with its branches, he climbed to that window, as

he had done many a time, and lifting the sash

entered the familiar room. He could see just

enough to know that it was exactly as he had left

it. It was an abandoned room now— a closed

room, like a room from which death has taken the

inmate. He understood. He was dead to tl

house on the hill and to all of its occupants.

The thought put some fibre into his heart,

softened as it had been by the visit to Borg's and
to the stables, so he groped about, finding here

and there a few things that he wished to take

with him. He sought most for that picture of

Christine which he Tiad left in the drawer of his

desk, but discovered with a pang that it had
been removed. He understood tnat, too, when
he made the discovery. Christine had been

turned out of that house also, though she had

occupied it but as a shadow fixed on a bit of

cardboard.

In his trunk, from which he took nothing else,

for he could not burden himself, he found a few

dollars which he crowded into his pocket.
" This belongs to Hank Wilson by rights,"

was his thought, as he remembered the I O U's,
" but I need it now more than he does."

Then he climbed out of the room, after remov-
ing as far as possible all indications of his visit.
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come he walked into the wood, .gain, ,„d the•h.dow. received him there. It iT wondrou.^

i^i\u \-
*^* *~^*' .'" " •>«"««*» thing.,

.k u-i.
*'"y 8™y •qw'-rel "d the timid deer ofthe hill, and the .wampland. to man, and it

received him, convicted felon, fugitive, and out-
cajt from home though he was, and folded him
to lu heart with manv ,weet murmuring, a. if
It would .till all hi. haunting fear..



CHAPTER X

FROM THE LAND THAT ASKS NO QUESTIONS

FIVE years!

'i hey are short ; they are, also, very long,
contradictory as this mav seem.
They had been both short and long to the

man who caraf now toward the winking campfire
through the wavering murk of the September
dusk— short when life and death rode with him
at the saddle bow, and horn clicking against horn
in the mad cattle stampede made both life and
death things to be forgot ; and long in the night
watches when the wolf howled, and the herds
slept with freouent rustlings, and the diamond
white stars took boat with the moon in the deep
seas of the sky.

He carried a broken saddle swung over his arm
and led by its bridle a painted cayuse that was
twisted of ear by the screw worm and speckled
of coat by myriad prods of the "Texas fleas."
His clothing was of gray corduroy, much worn,
the coat shapeless and the trousers baggy at
the knees. The trouser legs were tuckecf into
riding boots with high, sharp heels j on the heels
were big-rowelled spurs of the cowboy pattern.
The man's head, showing a mass of curling brown
hair that was plentifully sprinkled with gray in
spite of his youth, was covered by a wide, whit-
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ish, cowboy hat, somewhat stained now with dust
of trail and grease of campfire cooking. Com-
panion to the hair of the head was a soft brown
beard, a stranger to the razor ; but there was no
gray in the beard. The eyes were gray and
keen, set under prominent brows. They had
looked into the face of fate quailing; then, look-
ing again, had settled into calm.
He had come up out of the land that asks

no questions of any man. It is kind, that land,
to hunted things— kind with the kindness of
the big woods. Many men have sought it and
have found it, and having found it have lived
on. These men called it the Nation. If you
should care to seek for its location on any map,
find one which dates back to a time before
Oklahoma was born ; there you will see it. The
map maker has called it the Indian Territory,
and perhaps he has painted it green, for it is a
good green land to others besides the hunted
a good land to the Indian and the squaw-man
and to the herds that graze by its streams and
roam its prairies. In its eastern portion it is

well watered and timbered; in its western por-
tion the rainless sun. is king, and the plains, rich
with grama and buffalo grasses, stretch away in
undulations toward the distant mountains.

For five years that land had asked this man
no questions. He had toiled. He had fought
sometimes, for there is often fighting there. But
he had kept himself clean. He had saved some-
thmg from his toil ; and that saving, represented
by greenbacks, was wadded into a cowhide belt
about his waist beneath his clothing. There was

111:!!
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something else about his waist, but this was out-

side of his clothing— a heavy revolver, and a

belt but half full of cartridges. He had travelled

far, and he had half emptied the cartridge belt

in bringing down prairie chickens and other small

game, that he might live as he fared forth from

the friendly land.

He had thought while toiling through those

short and long five years ; and nis thinking had
driven him forth at last to face the world, where
living men lived and struggled for the things

that seemed worth while. He longed for that

struggle, even if he could not feel that he was
equipped for it ; longed for that life as the deer

pants for the running river. The land behind

him had given its best, but that bejt was but to

conceal him in its grassy hollows. Now, havt.ig

suffered much and thought much, having sloughed

off the past and all it had ever held, with his

name dead, and his heart dead except as to its

physiological functions, he was going forth to see

what lay before.

Just now the thing lying before him was a

twinkling campfire beside the thin thread of grassy

trail ; the campfire casting its ruby glow over a

man who looked to be a cowboy, over a woman
who was surely an Indian, and over a baby. In

addition there was a pony grazing at the end of

a picket rope, some pans and similar articles and
a roll of blankets on the ground, and a pot sim-

mering over the fire.

The familiar sight drew him. He knew that

this was a squaw-man, his wife, and his child, and
that all the belongings we.e theirs ; and having
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"herded " as he would have put it, with squaw-men and their kmd for five years this loneTygroup by the fire seemed no/ only to fit per-
fectly mto the picture of the quiet evening, but
to possess kinship with himself

hn?l f,''"^-'?''"
^f^rted up when he heard the

sound
''^'' '

'" ^^^ '^''^^*'°" °^ ^^^

"A friend!" the newcomer announced in

Se '"''
'"""' *"*^ '^^"'^'^ °"' P""'"g ''^ t'^^

The sguaw-man did not put down the Win-
chester; instead, he stared hard at the intruder,
and with a keen glance that went far beyond out
through the gathering dusk, he seemed to ques-
tion the truth of the statement that the stranger
was a fnend. The squaw held the baby tightly
to her breast as if to protect it— a baby that did
not cry at the quick, crushing hug given it. but
cooed gayly and clutched with chubby b^wn
fingers at the once brightly colored blanket
hooded about its mother's head.
Not until the intruder came quite up within

the circle of hght did the squaw-man put down

,il^r.-'f' r'^ 'i'""
^^ dropped "it at his

side with his hand on the trigger guard
"Saw your fire; lonesome a bit out in the

open, though I ought n't to say it for I 'm used

The tones were friendly, sociable.
The squaw-man looked his uninvited euest

over with critical eyes. They were a mild bluem color, though the light was not good enough
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to show that. It did show, however, that the
face of the squaw-man, somewhat hard now in its

expression, was shaven, except as to the mustache,
which grew long and drooped about his mouth,
and that his hair was of such length that it hung
down on his shoulders. It showed also that his
clothing, consisting of grav woollen shirt, cowboy
hat, coat, trousers, and L..thern chaps, was very
much the worse for long; wear and rough riding.
When he stood up, lifting his Winchester by its

breech, he was not tall— about five feet eight or
nine inches ; in age he was probably thirty-five.

Apologizing for his intrusion, the visitor pulled
the bridle rein over the head of the trained cayuse,
letting it fail to the ground, knowing the cayuse
would not move from the spot after that. Then
he dropped down, without invitation, by the fire,

which the squaw began to feed with cow-chips
from a pile that lay close at hand.
The picketed pony came up to the cayuse,

dragging its rope ; they rubbed noses, whereupon
the cayuse squealed and launched out with his
heels.

The squaw-man sat down by the fire, the look
of suspicion still on his face.

" Whur frum ? " he questioned.
« Nation."
" So ? B'long there myself"
" I knew you did as soon as I saw you ; that 's

why I stopped."
" What part ?

"

"Western section. Cow punching there for
the Hayden Brothers. Got tired ; thought I 'd
strike out."
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There was another steady look from the squaw-
man's mild blue eyes.

" Your handle— meanin' no offence, pardner ?

"

"Jackson Blake."

"Named after old Andy Jackson, mebby?"
the squaw-man ventured facetiously.

The visitor looked away with a smile of grim
humor.

" Yes," he said, " a good while after."
" My name 's Prethro— Jim Prethro ; this is

my squaw and baby."

Thus introduced they began to talk. By and
by the visitor rose from the fire and picketed his

cayuse, using the long lariat he had carried at the
horn of the saddle, driving the iron picket pin
into the hard soil with his boot heel,— a per-
formance that made the rowelled spur jingle

musically.

" My cayuse stuck his foot into a prairie dog
hole awhile back and the girths snapped ; conse-
quence, a broken saddle which I 11 have to

mend," he explained, coming back to the fire

when he had finished his task. " Any water
round here ?

"

" Dry camp."
"

' thought so. Well, it won't matter ; I

watered him at the creek when I crossed it this

afternoon."
" An' there 's coffee 'nough in that pot to keep

the drouth away frum the human herd," Prethro
commented, lifting the lid of the steaming pot
and sniffing the odor. "Stuff's done, I guess,
an' we '11 lay to."

So they " lay to." There was no table cloth.
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no cutlery except the clasp knives of the men and
a straight, keen blade which the squaw brought
up from the depths of a bundle. The only other
things of all that civilized men consider necessary
were two battered tin cups for the coffee and two
battered tin plates for the meat. But the stran-
ger produced from one of his saddle pouches a
third battered tin plate and a collapsible drinking-
cup, and the "(oard wr.s spread ; and on it was
placed the evening nieal,— roasted rabbit and
roasted quail, liberally sprinkled with salt, .ome
bits of bacon fried in its own fat in a black skillet,

and a plentiful supply of hard crackers, these
last being the contribution of Jackson Blake. It
was good, all of it, they agreed, and especially the
coffee, of which each drank two cups, black,
thick, creamless, and much sweetened.
As soon as the supper was ended Jim Prethro

began to extinguish the fire, trampling it out
with great deliberation.

Jackson Blake watched him without a question,
though he wondered at the care shown. There
was little danger that the fire would spread to
the grass, for about the fire the earth had been
scraped bare as a protection. Then the thought
came that this was in line with the suspicion the
squaw-man had exhibited; and he reached the
tentative conclusion that Jim Prethro had an
enemy, or enemies, whom he feared, perhaps
from whom he was fleeing, and whom he sus-
pected of being on his trail.

Having thus with much care put out :he fire,

Prethro produced a short black pipe which he
filled and lighted. The fire out, the baby hav-

7
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ing spent much time in watching its ruddy flicker
turned its attention to the stars that were appear-
ing one by one as the darkness deepened.

Jackson Blake took up his broken saddle,
produced from one of its pouches needle, thread,
and other necessaries, and began to repair the
damage done by the fall of the cayuse. Now
and then he looked at the crowing, kicking baby
and smiled. It was such a cheery brown mite,
gurgling, "goo-ing," and clutching at the stars,
which It seen-.ed to think just out of reach over
its head. He wondered amiably what the " goo-
ing," half-breed baby thought those marvellous
points of light were.

When the humor struck him Prethro began to
talk. The squaw took up the baby and with-
di;ew a short distance to where the roll of blank-
ets made a mound in the thickening gloom.
The stars were growing brighter. Except for
the monotonous soughing of the wind, the only
sound aside from the voices of the speakers was
the " ruh—ruh-h !

" that the ponies made as they
tore at the grass.

Prethro smoked. Jackson Blake wrought
away at the task of mending his saddle, using his
fingers for eyes. The light of the campfire
would have been a help to him, but he had not
said so when Prethro was stamping at the glow-
ing embers. Both men were from the Nation

;

still in the Nation, for that matter, and " on the
way to God's country," as Prethro said, meaning
thereby Kansas. So the conversational ground
broadened. Both knew the Nation, particularly
Its cattle country, from end to end; and they
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had a common store of knowledge concern-
ing its leading personages— squaw-men, cattle
men, government agents, Indian chiefs, and
leaders.

" Frum th' East, I b'lieve you said, 'riginally ?
"

The squaw-man put the question.
"Yes."'

Michigan and Arkansas are both East if you
happen to be living west of them.
" Must be a big country and a curious one, th'

East," said Prethro, thoughtfully. " Never been
there myself. Alius thought I'd like t' go
though, an' kind o' reckoned I would go some-
time, but I ain't made th' riffle yit."

The remark was in the nature of an interrog-
atory.

" Yes, it 's a big country."
" Mighty big they tell me, but still not as big

'z th' West !

" This with the trans-Mississip-
pian[s pride in the vastness of his part of the
continent. " West takes in mighty nigh all out
of doors, an' I reckon there ain't another similar-
sized section anywhere kin beat it, countin' it up
one side an' down another."

"Yes, it's big— very big!" Blake agreed.
" I 'd kinder Tike t' take a squint over th' East,

though," Prethro continued, reflectively, " 'count
o' some lies 't was told me 'bout it— 'bout th'
stacks o' people, an' th' cords o' money in th'
banks, an' 'specially th' bustin' big ships ; must
be nigh an eighth of a mile long, them ships,
accordin' t' th' say o' Sam Lindgrin. Mebby
you know Sam, he 's a Dutchman, punchin' steers
Cr th' Double Bar outfit south o' Vinita, an' an
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ol' liar, if there ever was one; but I didn't
copper when he told me about th' ships."
He lay for a few moments pulling at his black

pipe.

" What made me know that Lindgiin was doin*
th tallest kmd o' lyin' then was a lot of other

'Zr ^f i
peddled out t' me at difFrunt times.He said, fr inst'nce, that there was once a feller— a Dutchman, I think, wearin" a jaw-twistin'

handle somethin' like Munkchowsen— who had
no end o* the most wonderful 'xperiences any
man ever thought of. One time he said this
Munkchowsen— he was a baron, 'rmebby a duke,
r might even been a king, I disremember— was
travellin with his broncho over th" perairies, 'r
whatever they have got over there, 'n' when night
ketched him there wasn't a dugout 'r tepee in
sight So he had to camp down in his blankets
on th snow

; an' there was a powerful lot o' snow,
been snowm' I guess stiddy fr more 'n a week
countin m Sundays at both ends; it was jes' snow,
snow, ever'^ which way you looked.
"Well, 'z he couldn't do no better Munk-

chowsen bedded down there fr th' night after
tyin his broncho to what he thought was th' top
of a dead saplin' stickin' up out o' th' snow. In
th night it turned warm— reg'lar Chinook struck
th countr/ while Munkchowsen was asleep.
In th mornin' when he crawled out 'n' shook
hisself, he noticed first that th' snow was about all
gone, run off into th' rivers. Then he heard his
broncho nickerin' up in th' air, an', by jacks,
lookin up if he didn't see that animal o' his'n
hangin by its bridle to th' top of a church
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steeple
! Th' blizzard had buried everything that

deep ye see, an* that was th' condition o' things
when the Chinook struck an' cleared it away.
Now, what d' ye think o' that ? F'r downright,
upright, all-round lyin' that took th' bake-shop
with th' cook throwed in, an' I told Lindgrin so
when he handed it out t' me."

Jackson Blake laughed, laughed uproariously,
and Prethro joined him.
"So ye see after hearin' them kind o' fairy

stories out o' Lindgrin, I didn't rise when he
baited his hook with them ships."

The sense of comradery now fully established,
Prethro dropped into personal reminiscence and
talked of his boyhood life in Kansas where he
was born, and of interesting incidents in his varied
and wandering experience.

"I'm leavin' th' Nation f'r good now," he
volunteered, finally. "Takin' my squaw with
me ; she 's been good t' me, you know !

" This
apologetically. " So I don't shake her jes' because
1 'm goin' out among white people into a white
man's country. I never go back on anybody
that treats me right, an' you bet not on a woman
who 's been 'z good t' me as she has. Why durn
It, I 'd been under six foot o' sod, with my toes
stickin' up toward the roots of th' buffalo-grass
more 'n three years ago if it had n't been f'r lier

;

she nussed me through a spell o' fever that would
'a' killed a bull buffalo and pulled me out of it

!

So I don't go back on her, an' she knows I won't.
She's a Creek; ejicated too, at a gover'ment
school, better ejicated than ! am. Old Powder
Face's daughter. Mebby you know him?
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Blowed hisself up one time while tryin' t' load
some^ shoteun ca'tridges, 'n' sprinkled his face
full o powder— give him his present handle, that
did. Nice ol buck, and his daughter 's an A-i
wife. I never want any better, 'n* I ain't ashamed
t have her weann' my brand."

Perhaps because Jackson Blake was silent over
this Prethro felt called upon to go farther in
defence of this sin of loyalty and kindness to an
Indian wife. The young man understood the
feeling

; he knew 8(^uaw-men. Most ofthem were
neither loyal nor kind to their wives.

" Mebby she ain't what you 'd call a looker— "
" A very nice-looking woman !

" Blake inter-
jected.

" Not in the white sense," his tones warmine
a bit with pnde because of this interjection, " but
she suits me. Handsome is as handsome does

!

i-ut It that way 'n' there ain't a handsomer woman
on this yere planet. 'N' strikes me that 's the
correct way t put it. Now, I 've seen purty
women

; n I 've been clos't enough t' some of
em to git their yaller hair on my coat collar, 'n'
tind It in my skillet with th' meat nex' day, though
t see me now you mightn't think it; so I ca?'-
late I ve some reasons f'r believin' I 'm qualified
t jedge."

He puffed slowly and reflectively at his pipe,
the tobacco burning hot toward the bottom of the
bowl. The thoughts of Jackson Blake had leaped
the barrier of five years at that mention of yellow
hair, and he came near losing what Prethro said
next

:

" I recomember one of them women
; purty 'z
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a piccher, she was. Never was a heifer, I reckon,
come down life's great trail feelin' her grass
more n she did, 'n'^lookin' more fat 'n' sassy.
She was a short-horn maverick, f 'r cert'in, 'n' she
knowed it

! 'N' all th' range riders of that sec-
tion was jes' puttin' th' bud to their bronchos 'n'
whirhn' their ropes, tryin' t' ketch her. 'N' IWM 'mongst 'em, my hat set back, saddle cinched
t beat th band, spurs gougin'. If I "d been an
Injun I reckon I 'd had on yards of eagle feathers
an paint enough t' cover a house. Anyway, I
was doin' my best— goin" th' whole thing !

"Well, this yere blooded heifer would n't look
at th' one of us, 'cept t' make monkeys of us

!

She was that purtv J reckon she wanted t' be a
dukess, 'r an earless, 'r somethin'. Might 'a'

sent f r Munkchowsen ! " He chuckled. " But
somehow dukes, 'n' them kind of cattle, were n't
erowin* plenty on that range. Understandin' her
lay at last, I come away. Lemme see !— that
was fifteen year ago !

"

He thumbed his pipe, and finding it smoked
out, knocked the bowl against his boot heel.

. ".T*'° ^'^^ ^°' '°°'''"' °^*'" * paper that one
o th' boys had at Halford's ranch, down Texas
way, I see an advertisement, with ink marked
round it 'T was frum a woman that wanted t'

marry so powerful that she 'H put it in th' paper

;

an' Billy th' Kid— not th' .eal one, but Hal-
ford's Billy th' Kid— had sent a josh on t' her,
sayin' 't he was that mattermor;;Jly inclined he
could n't d'jest his vittles ; 'n' she 'd sent 'im her
piccher. He showed it t' me. An' " he
dropped his warm pipe into his coat pocket—
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"it WM that very Mine ihort-horn; still a mave-
nck, n cryin' now f'r some good honest man t'
slap his brandm' iron onto her 'n' call her his
property But she'd lost her beauty— piccher
showed that; the dukes 'n' th' rich men had n't
come

; an'— Well, you 've heard the story, ever'-
body has, of th' ol' maid that was prayin' under
th apple tree by th' door, f'r th' Lord t' send
her a man

; 'n' the owl in th' tree hooted, ' Who— who!' 'Anybody, Lord— anybody !
' says

tartin' u^ like a stampedin' cow. F'r, ye
she.

see, sht thought the Lord had heard her at last
n was goin' t' answer her prayer. An' 't was
th same way with th' heifer I 've been tellin' you
about. Anything would do f'r her now. She
was one o' yer purty women !

"So, I say ag'in, 'handsome is 'z handsome
does

; n whether a woman 's a looker 'r not a
looker don't any longer cut hay with me. What
takes my eye is th' woman that 'II stand by you
come sunshme 'n' singin' birds, 'r come blindin'
Dakoty blizzards with icebergs in their teethMy squaw 's that kind of a woman."
He rose now ; he had talked a long time, and

the hour was getting late enough for blankets and
sleep.

Jackson Blake rose with him, and they went
out together and shifted the positions of their
horees to enable the animals to get more grass.

Then, returning, they said a final word of rough
but kindly good-night, and " turned in," each
understanding the other as thoroughly as if the
acquaintance had been one of weeks rather than
of minutes.
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Wnpped in the blanket that had been carried
by hw cayuse, with yellow oil slicker over him u
an added protection from the coming chill of the
«rlv morning hours, saddle for pillow, Jackson
Blake sUred up at the white surs. §0 far away they
were to him; so near they had been to the half-
breed baby ! And a picture conjured up by that
casual reference to a thread of yellow hair troubled
htm, as it had done so many times before.

His mind went back ilong the trail of life
covered by the five years. In that time he had
been cowboy, farm hand, herder, many things;
his beard had grown, his hair had changed— it
yr<% no longer a juvenile tow in color— and
more than all, as he felt, he had changed. An
intoxicated, irresponsible boy had done that
bloody deed in Arkansas. The bov had paid
for It during those long, toilsome, unlovely years
in the land that asks no questions. The boy
had died in that land, and a man was going out
into t:.f world to taste life, real life, and see if
It were sweet or bitter. That boy had a father,
a home, a sweetheart, had known the love and'
kindness of friends.

The boy was Dick Brewster. He was dead,
and quite forgotten, no doubt, except by a very
few. The man, Jackson Blake, had no father,
no home, no sweetheart, and but few friends,
these of the rougher sort, and he had turned
his back on even these. From the boy he had
received a memory; that was all that had sur-
vived time's mutatior-; and holding that mem-
ory the man seemed now to himself to be more
than anything else that boy reincarnated.
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The man had read in queer books that breathed
of pipal trees and the strange Orient of the mys-
tery of reincarnation. Most men of the wise
and mocking West had laughed at the thoughts
of the Eastern dreamers. Yet here was a new
incarnation— the man, Jackson Blake, knew it;

a new incarnation in which the soul had not
brought much from the other life save memory.

His thoughts becoming dream-mixed by the
philtering hand of Sleep, he looked still at the
deep black vault where the stars shone, and won-
dered mistily, asking himself from which of those
he had come. It was a long journey, and the
stars were so very far away

!

Another man watching the stars from another
saddle pillow, thinking of the man with the gray
eyes and soft brown beard who had dropped
into the camp with such disconcerting sudden-
ness, though afterward proving himself a man of
kind heart and good intent, cursed himself slowly
for the momentary inattention and forgetfulness
which had permitted this man to come so close
to the campfire without discovery. The only
excuse, and it was not sufficient to condone so
great an offence, was that the keen ears of the
man of the plains had been dulled for a moment
or two by the " goo-ing " antics of a chubby
brown baby, and by the mother's quaint talk as
she held that baby up to stare with its black eyes
into the leaping light of the fire.

Still that was no excuse, the man declared to
himself, breathing his condemnation to the night
wind; for such inattention nothing could be a
valid excuse. Men more cruel than wolves.
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bitter as hell and implacable as death, v ^.n. sorne-

where behind in that green land that aclcs no
questions, but over whose verdure there often

rolls a sea of blood ; and those men panted for

his life, and perhaps for the lives of the Indian

mother and the now sleeping child.

The thought so distressed him that he lay

awake a long time, while the stars marched in

shining procession across the highways of the

sky and the winds crooned to the sleeping

mother and the sleeping infant.

Then he too slept at last, with revolvers

loosened and hand clutching Winchester. The
human wolves were no doubt far away ; perhaps

they had never found the trail ; and perhaps if

they had found it their courage and determina-

tion were not equal to their desire for revenge.



CHAPTER XI

ON THE WAY TO GOD'S COUNTRY

JACKSON BLAKE slept well, once slumber
had come to him, and for that he had youth

to thank; for man though he was, he was yet
young. When he opened his eyes the stars were
gone and day was dawning. Prethro and the
Indian woman were already astir, Prethro kin-
dling anew the fire he had stamped out so care-
fully the evening before.

Looking away from the man and the woman
at the fire, Blake observed, as he began to roll
from under his slicker and blanket, that the
camp was pitched in a little swale that dipped
with gentle inclination, its rim making a screen
which kept the light of the fire from being seen
at any great distance across the plains.
The fact thus observed struck him as having

something in common with the squaw-man's
suspicious and questioning attitude at first, and
made him recall the quick, crushing manner in
which the Indian woman had caught up the
baby.

" It may be that they have even a better reason
than I have for wanting to get out of the Nation,"
was his thought.

He shook himself out of his blanket, made his
toilet by pulling on his high-topped, high-heeled.
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rowelled boots; and calling out a cheery good-
morning, rose and walked toward the fire.

" Up early," he said, when Prethro returned
the greeting. " Suits me, though ; I 'm used to
it, and I want to get on to-day as fast as I can."
"Same yere," said Prethro, setting the black

cofFee pot on the fire.

He dropped his rope-burned hands to his hips
and looked at the brown-bearded man before
him.

" Blake," he said, " if you 're in a hurry, might
be as well fer you to pull on ahead 'n' leave us,
after breakfast. Not but that yer comp'ny 's wel-
come, fer it is ; but that broncho is slower 'n a
hamstrung steer, and he 's only one. So, ye see,

we ain't goin' t' make any new time records
travellin', though we want t' git ahead fast 'z we
kin."

Jackson Blake looked with questioning into
the squaw-man's blue eyes— he thought he had
never seen such mild blue eyes and such an in-

offensive face !— saw that no guile lay there, and
at once answered, drawn to this man :

" Oh, I 'm not in any such hurry as that !

"

" Jes' 'z you say," said Prethro. " Your com-
p'ny *s mighty welcome, but we 're slow in

startin', 'n' a good 'eal slower 'n a locomotive
after we git t' goin'."

The squaw s»^anding by said nothing; what-
ever her lord did satisfied her. Prethro had
stated that she was educated— educated at a
government school. That might mean much or
fittle. Anyway, it has not been written that the
alphabet and a few other things forced through
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the skull has ever yet changed the heart or the
nature. She may have been " ejicated," as Pre-
thro had proudly boasted ; but she was still an
Indian woman, silent, pathetic, undemonstrative,
uncomplaining.

This question settled not to be referred to
again, Prethro finishing his work at the camp-
hre went out with Jackson Blake, and they
talked while they shifted the ponies to new
grass.

There was no dampness of dew on the ground,
that dry September morning, but when tlie ani-
mals started up as the men approached, liftine
themse ves by their forefeet, and then shaking
themselves with quick, loose slidings of the skin
their warm sides emitted steam, and the grassy
indentations from which they had risen sent up
a thin white vapor.
" This yere is the curiousest beast that ever

et grass, said Prethro, as he pulled the picket pin
and started off to a new spot with his broncho.
Makes me think o' some men. He 's 'z good

as one^ o these yere wanderin' sky pilots, wTien-
ever I ve got my hands on th' rope, 'n' as mean
z a train wrecker whenever anybody else is hand-

p .. •.„^""'«^n''"t'^'nk of any name fittin'
t r him till I struck onto Hypocrite— Hyp ft
short. See him now, you 'd shore think he was
plum saintly

; an yit that son of a gun kin waltz
stiff z a cnpp e with a wooden leg, kin hump his
backjes fer all th' world like a green measurin'
worm, an with you settin' in the saddle kin kick
yer hat off thout turnin' a hair. 'N' he won't
even be breathin' hard while doin' it. Let me
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come up a minute after an' he's 'z good 'z a
printed ' Pilgrim's Progress.'

"

" Where 'd you get him?" Blake queried,
looking the quiet-moving broncho over and
noting the tricky white eye.

" Picked him out of a herd myself. F'r the
reason that, mean as he is, you c'n no more wear
him out than you kin a steam ingine ; he '11 go
all day, live on weeds 'n' thistle heads, carry all

you kin cinch onto him, and at night come up
smilin' 'z a new bridegroom."
As the men walkecf back to the campfire, the

east, growing rosy red, gave the smoky red disk
of the sun a sudden push that sent its edge above
the sky line of the plains. Then without much
premonition, full-orbed day began to reign, send-
mg its lances of light with warm searchings
through the crisp clear air of the morning.

Prethro stopped on the rim of the hollow that
held the fire, having observed that the smoke
was rising straight upward, and swept the grass-
lands even to the sunrise with those mild blue
eyes. 'The glance appeared to satisfy him, for
he turned and walked on.
There was not as much coffee that morning

as the night before. Even with aid from Blake's
water bottle but one cup apiece of the bitter
beverage could be provided. But it satisfied,—
these people were not grumblers.

Again the fire was stamped out. The bundles
were rolled together and strapped. Jackson
Blake bridled his cayuse, cinched the saddle,
stowed away picket rope, blanket, slicker, and
other things. He had observed that Prethro
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and his wife preferred to attend to their belong-
ings without assistaiice. Then he mounted,
swinging up lightly and with tinkling spurs.
To his surprise he saw that Prethro, hold-

ing the broncho, was helping the Indian woman
into the man's saddle and "handing up to her
the baby. Never yet had he seen a squaw-
man walk while his squaw rode. Already Hypo-
crite was as deeply laden as a ship for a foreign
voyage, yet he stood with meekness and sweet
submission in those whitish eyes, which when
seen in horses Ji^icson Blake had come to rec-
ognize as the sure indication of a treacherous
disposition.

The Indian woman by a dexterous motion
which no white woman could ever learn swung
the baby round to her back and caught it there
in some mysterious manner in a fold of the
blanket, deftly securing the blanket in front with
almost the same motion. Then she settled in
the deep saddle, tucked her feet into the big
wooden stirrups, and took up the reins.

Jackson Blake watching this performance saw
the man release the bridle, saw the broncho stand
quietly for a moment, saw the woman brace her-
self and tighten her hold of the reins ; then saw
the broncho give a sudden stiff jump, like a
grasshopper. When he stopped at the end of
that jump, he stopped with legs quivering and
back arched like the back of a cat. But the
squaw was still in the saddle and the baby in
the fold of the blanket.

Then came another leap, and another, and the
broncho was bucking in the good old way.
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Blake rode forward quickly, thinking the woman
would need assistance.

" It 's all right," said Prethro, with a grin, as
the fight between the squaw and the tricky brute
went on. " It happens ever' time Anita gits on.
'Tain't nothin' ; she'll have him all right in a
minute."

Then the woman's name was Anita ! It was
a pretty name, Blake thought. And as a broncho
subjugator she soon proved that she would not
have done discredit to the reputation of a pro-
fessional. Within a very brief time, during which
he had kicked and bucked over roods of ground
without unseating the squaw or spilling the baby.
Hypocrite had learned the old lesson, that the
way of the transgressor is hard. He had to learn
it anew every day, being a seasoned sinner.
When he came into the trail again, blood was
mixed with the froth that issued ftom his champ-
mg jaws, brought there by the lacerating cut of
the scissors bit.

There was just a trace of triumph in the
woman's black eyes, and the baby, looking out
from its nest, smiled chubbily at Blake, who
wondered why its little brown head had not been
snapped off.

Almost as soon as the subjugation of Hypo-
crite had been completed, the woman, after a
word with Prethro, pulled the broncho out of
the faint trail.

"Straighter course," he explained, dropping
back to where Blake rode alone. " Trail bends.My squaw will keep her nose p'inted straight
north, so that we'll hit the line quicker. I
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was over this country five year ago, drivin' a
bunch o' steers through t' Abilene, 'n' if I ain't
out in my figgerin' we '11 strike a dry crick, with
water holes, in about two hours. I wanted t'

reach it last night, but could n't quite, so made
a dry camp, knowin' I could strike the needful
to-day."

He swung along at Blake's side, with easy,
smuous stride. About his waist were his re-
volvers, in his hands or on his shoulder his ever-
ready Winchester. Now and then after brief
intervals he looked behind casually, as one who
looks at the sky or the sun or the landscape.

"Walkin's good fer me," he said; and again
Blake noted the tone of apology which he had
observed the evening before. " Ridin' 'r walkin*
IS all th' same t' me ; an' the woman has th'
baby, ye see ! Never was a woman yit, red 'r

white, did n't like t' ride ; 'n' there *s the baby—
eot t' look out fer that! Ain't never been a
Fambly man, I reckon ?

"

"No," Blake answered; and could not help
adding, " Never expect to be."

Prethro laughed.
" Oh, you will, all right ! Use t' think I 'd

never be one myself,"after that 'xperience with th'
short-horn. It 's a queer thing. A fei.'er thinks
he 11 never git married, an' about the next
evenin' he's standin' up before a parson. I
dunno "z I kin 'xplain it ; mebby nobody kin.
But you 're tuck with the disease sudden, 'n'
there 's only one cure— th' woman 'n' a preacher.
When th' right one comes waltzin' along, why
there ain't any more help fer you."

ffa
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"Yes, I suppose that's so; when the right
one comes along !

"

°

Jackson Blake did not enjoy talkinT on this
subject, but Prethro was not done with his apologyHe had to justify himself- before this stranger
for walking and letting an Indian woman ride.
Jt she had been a white woman no explanation
would have been required. Both understood
that rull well.

"We was hitched reg'lar," he confessed.
Got a sky pilot frum Vinita— a white man, 'n'

the mattermonial cinches was tightened ac-cordin'

'.
l'?''!^"

^^^ ^** *°° B°°'^ a woman f 'r a man
t think of anything else where she was con-
cerned. And of course there was ol' Powder
Face

! He had mighty good idees on th' subiict.
bo it was done right an' proper."

Blake signified his approval in a manner that
was entirely satisfactory.

" Not that I was wantin" any head rights
!

"

Prethro urged. " A lot o' loafers ties u witho .
— — - —~.wi. tits uu witn

In^un women jes to get head rights in th' tribe,
so they kin set back an' divvy on th' annuity 'n'
do more loafin'. She was likely, I thought 'n'
she suited me; an' I married her, not tWnkin'
ot head rights an' not carin' a cuss f 'r anybody
I jes married her."

'

" And because she is your wife and the mother
of your child, you think, being a white man, you
should let her ride and you walk. I think so
too."

Prethro smiled, pleased to see that this man
understood, appreciated, and approved his point
*nd his action.
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" Yes, that 's why," he assented. " When we
started out on this trip we had two ponies, one
fr her 'n' one fr me ; but one of 'em got bit by
a rattler in th' night an' was so bad in th' mornin'
that we had t' leave him 'r shoot him. We
could n't wait t' see if he 'd git well, so 1 jhof him.

Sense then I 've been doin' th' walkin' act.

'Grees with me, though ! We must 've covered
nigh forty miles yisterday, 'n' if ever'thing goes
well we '11 be on the banks of th' Arkansas by
t'-night. That's good travellin' with only one
broncho f 'r three— I 'm countin' in th' baby,

ye see ! Yes, I reckon— " he glanced rour d, and
at the sky line, over which the sun was mounting,
" we '11 be well on towards th' borders o' God s

country by th' time dark ketches us."

They were making good time, all thi.igs con-
sidered. Hypocrite was moving his nimble legs

almost at a jog trot, and Blake's cayuse was doing
the same. Yet the rran on the ground swung
on with wide, easy stride. The exertion did not

flush his face nor make him breathless. Blake
was not surprised. He was a good walker him-
self, though few cowboys are, and he had seen

men, particularly Indians, who dropping into a

swinging lope could keep it up for hours, or all

day, as if they were of kin with the untiring,

deep-lunged cow ponies.

After crossing the creek with its half-dry

water holes, which Prethro had mentioned, they

pressed on toward the blue, heat-like haze which
retreated steadily before them.

It was there through the hours of the after-

noon until evening drew on— a blue sea, where
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bands of antelopes appeared and disappeared, as
if they were schools of fishes appearing and sink-
ing again into turquoise deeps.
Out of this blue floated a band of mustangs

and faded away like the antelopes. A little later
a single animal, evidently a member of the band
but separated from it m some way, came into
view over a rise. He headed at first toward the
little cavalcade, but jperceived his mistake, quick-
ened his speed as if startled, and swinging in a
wide half-circle round the slow-moving travellers,
disappeared finally in a dead run. He was mot-
tled beautifully— a "paint," in the vernacular of
the plains. On a ground of rich reddish yellow
patches of milky white were spread.

" Be worth sompin" t' sell to a circus," Prethro
commented

; then launched into the story of the
femous " white pacer of the plains," which all
good plainsmen believe to have been the most
wonderful steed that ever trampled grass.

His feet were as swift as those of Mercury,
and when his milk-white form, beautiful as a
dream or a poet's fancy, fl.-.shed across the grassy
seas It was like the rush of a gull's wing. Many
cowboys, cattlemen, frontiersmen, soldiers, had
coveted the wonderful " white pacer," but covetedm vain. He had been chased, he had been
hunted

; noted rifle shots had tried to " crease
"

him— bring him down with a rifle ball in the
neck, that should stun but not kill ; snares had
been laid for him innumerable. He was the
leader of a handsome herd. Members of the
herd fell into the hands of the covetous hunters,
but never the beautiful, milk-white stallion. Like
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a dream he haunted his native plains, as allur-

ing as the mirage, and like a dream he passed
away.

" Some men holds that th' critter never died
!

"

said Prethro, with grim humor.
The miragy blue, into which the antelope

bands and the wild mustangs had vanished, dis-

appeared finally. It did not go down nor go up,
for it had nothing of the characteristics of a mist
or a fog ; it simply became tenuous, revealing at

first clumps of sage and nodding thistle-heads,

then it was gone; and before the eyes of the
riders and the striding, deep-lunged man appeared
a range of tousled sand-hills ; dips and oepres-
sions, long undulations and tiny summits, were
revealed, as when the up-rolled curtain discloses

a theatre landscape.

Prethro stopped, lifted his nose like a hound
scenting for game, and swept the circle of the
horizon with his mild blue eyes. There was the
band of mustangs, and here and there antelopes
could be seen grazing. Some straggling buncnes
of cattle were visible, but no sign of human life.

The sand-hills seemed near, so clearly did they
stand out against the now wondrously azure
background of the northern sky; yet Jackson
Blake, viewing them with the eye of experience,

knew they were miles distant. Over them the
sunlight flooded like white fire.

The squaw was pushing Hypocrite straight on
and did not look back. Blake drew m his

painted cayuse, which stood flicking its twisted

ear in irritation at the flies.

" Fine country
!

" he said.
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"Nothin' like it
—

'ceptin' all th' rest thtt'i
jest like it. When the Lord wu makin' land
He laid out t' do a right smart job out this yere
!**y-

. .^'"J'y "— this kind of a country
; plenty

breathin' room, plenty Rrowin' room, plenty
sleepin* room. Says 1 t^myself many a time,
'Jim Prethro, what if 't 'd been your awful lot t"

have your picket pin stuck down in a city ? ' 'N'
when I think that I 'm never thankful enough
that I 'm Western-born."
A small, slim creature flashed from some hiding

place and ran with sliding motion toward a hole
in the ground. One of Prethro's revolvers
leaped out, a sharp report bit into the still air,
and the slim creature fell, its lithe body perforated.
The cayuse leaped at the unexpected ex-

plosion.

" Too bad t' shoot anything in sich a coun-
try !

" said Prethro, as if he felt he ought to beg
somebody's pnrdon. " 'Phoby cat I

"

He stepped forward and kicked it energeti-
cally. Blake looked at the slain animal— a spe-
cies of weasel— then lifted his gray eyes curiously
to the s'-"«w-man. He was not surprised at the
antipathy onown ; it is orthodoxy for the plains-
man of the Southwest to hate the " hydrophobia
cat " as if it were a rattlesnake or the devil. He
believes that its bite, even its scratch will bring
rabies, and that the victim will die lineerinelv
and horribly. ^ ^

'

" Do you often do shooting like that ?

"

Blake asked.
" Do I what ?

"

Prethro gave a last vicious stamp at the body
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of the animal, much as if he were crushing the
head of some deadly serpent, and looked up.

" Often do shooting like that ?
"

The mild blue eyes smiled.
" Only when it 's needed."

They passed on, Pr'^thro slipping a cartridge

into the empty chamber of the cyfinder of his

revolver.

" Too durn bad that a country like this yere
"

— he waved his hand comprehensively as he
dropped the reloaded revolver into its place—
" country 'z handsome 'z a piccher 'r a purty
woman should have t' have th' smell o' blood
on it, even if 't ain't no more 'n th' blood of a
cussed 'phoby cat. Don't it strike you that way,
now? See this land layin' out yere like the
Garden o' Eden 'fore man 'n' th' snakes come
into it ; smilin' at the sky jes' like my baby does—-laughin', ye may say,— with th' weeds 'n'

thistles springin' in th' wind, 'n' that wind like

nothin' else you kin think of; birds a-singin'—
jes' another Eden! 'N' you can't go a yard
thout steppin' on a cactus that 's layin' f 'r ye
with its stingin' spikes ; ye can't go a hunderd
yards 'thout routin' out a pizen rattler, 'r more 'n

a mile 'r so 'thout klckin' out a 'phoby cat, 'r

somepin' like it.

" Of course you 've got t' kill 'em— 'phoby
cats 'n' rattlers 'n' sicTi, 'r they'll kill you 'r

your animals. But ain't it queer? I dunno
'bout that story of th' snake in the garden—
some says 't ain't so, Lindgrin, f 'r inst'nce, though
he don't count, fer he 's a liar ! but seems t'

me that God A'mighty," he said it reverently,
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" could 'a' left out th' mean things, which if they
was left out there would n't been any bloodshed
'n' would n't been any trouble. Th' bloodshed
'n' th' trouble makes me think th' garden stor)-

is true, 'n' 't th' snake was there. Anyway, th'

snake's been mighty busy sense 'mongst th'
human fambly !

"

He pushed his hat back from his eyes.
" I 'm a-believin' in God," he continued softly.

" Things air more curiouser 'n you kin think m
this world, 'n' mighty hard t' 'xplain ; still I 'm
believin' in Him. 1 ain't any professor, 'r what
you *d call ejicated ner anything ; but it jes' seems
t' me that it 's easier t' believe in Him than not
to, an' more comfortin'."

Jackson Blake understood as before. It was
so easy for him to understand this man ; for had he
not himself, lying under the stars or riding lonely
across the vast expanses, pondered on these self-

same riddles ? Little wonder that they puzzled
Jim Prethro ; they have puzzled much wiser men.
An hour later, after long and diverting talks

on various matters, Prethro broke in, almost like
an interruption, showing that the subject had been
in his mind all the while

:

" If there's anything in this Injun belief that,
when a man pulls up his picket pin 'r.' leaves th'

range yere f'r good an' all, he comes back, if he
ever comes back, as an animal, 'r mebby a ser-
pent, 'r mebby a bird, there are cert'in men shore
spotted f 'r th' snake and the 'phoby cat existence,
'cause they would n't be fitted f'r anything else.

Snakes an' 'phoby cats air shore th' totems, 'r

ought t' be, of them kind of men !

"
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As the hills were drawn nearer by the steady
advance, Prethro became less sombre and philo-
sophic. He began to laugh and joke, brighten-
ing as if a weight were bemg taken off his heart.
Near those sand-hills was the Arkansas River,
and there, northward, was— "God's country."
He began to talk of some cattle seen grazing

a mile or so away.
" Out o' God's country, I reckon, er frum over

th' river," he said, hilariously. " No trouble fr
'em t' cross that ol' river at this season. Funny
river, that is ! 'J ever see it furder down ?

"

" Yes, at Little Rock. It was a big river there,
floating steamboats. That was a good while ago,
but I remember how fine I thought the river
looked that day."

" Then you 've been in Arkansaw ?

"

" At Little Rock— and some other places."
" Up in these parts that river is playm' gopher

'bout half th' year, 'r mebby more. One time
you come along 'n' you see it, 'n' th' next time
you come along it's due a hole in th' ground and
hid itself. Off there 'n fiirder up there air sea-
sons when I don't reckon it 'd give draught to a
plank board loaded with a straw ; 'n' ag'in there
air spells when it 's a reg'lar sea, big enough to
float Noah's ark, 'r that powerful big steamship
that Lindgrin says he sailed in when he come over
frum Germany."

There was a time of silence wJiile the little
party pressed on toward the hills looming now
not far away. The sun was descending the west-
ern sky, a bright white disk of glowing heat.
A wide pass in the hills appeared, toward which
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the squaw turned. The soil was becoming sandy.
Here and there, caught up by counter-currents
of heated air, dancing sand spirals waltzed out
over the plains, tornadoes in miniature. Prethro
began to talk again with jovial hilarity.

Suddenly the squaw stopped, looking at the
pass. There just before them a group of horse-
men had appeared as if out of the ground. Over
Prethro's race passed a curious expression which
flitted away and was gone instantly. The mild
blue eyes contracted and glittered.

" Th' 'phob^ cat !
" he said, speaking without

apparent emotion. " 'N' it 's comin' t' bite !
"



CHAPTER XII

THE 'PHOBY CAT BITES

THE mild blue eyes, a trifle wide-open now,
searched the advancing party with hawk-

like vision. The squaw had pulled Hypocrite
round and was riding back at a walk toward her
husband. Jackson Blake, much perplexed,
dropped a hand to his heavy revolver and moved
to swing out of his saddle.
" Blake," said Prethro, still calmly, with a

sidelong glance at him, " I reckon 't you ain't
got any call t' mix into this thing. I allow I
know who them fellers air, 'n' they ain't mean-
in' no hurt to you ; it 's me they 're after. So
if you '11 jes' cut on you '11 be safe enough I
cal'late."

^

Jackson Blake swung to the ground.
" Your wife ! " he said.

"My wife '11 haf to take her chances along
with me. I'd feel better, though," he added
slowly, " if she 'n' th' Tjaby was some'eres else jes'
about now. But you ain't any p'tic'lar call t'

run resks that you don't haf to."
" I '11 stay with you," said Blake with stern

firmness, though even yet he did not know why
this man should be afraid of those horsemen who,
coming on like the wind, were beginning now to
open tneir ranks.
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The squaw gave Blake a look out of her black
vyes that was as nearly a look of gratitude as he
had ever seen in the usually stolid face of an In-
dian woman. He had only time to notice this

look and the fear which her face but half dis-

played when Prethro spoke again, his words a
bit quicker but otherwise calm.

" Blake, if jrou insist on mixin' up in this yere
stampede, which you ain't no call to, I '11 haf to

play feir with you. Them devils air meanin' t'

kill me, 'n' I reckon Anita likewise."
" What do you take me for ? " Blake asked, in

a tone he had not before used. "You're my
friend, are n't you ? And if those men mean
mischief that 's just the reason why I ought to
stand by you."

Prethro looked keenly at the approaching
horsemen who were now ne : enough to be seen
plainly.

" One o' them men is tl devil that the Injuns
call Stone Face— his sho.c enough name is Kit
Kennedy. Two of his men come t' my cabin
three weeks ago, while I was n't t' home, an' in-
sulted 'n' abused my wife in a way that I can't
tell you, jes' because she 's Injun. If 't 'd been
your wife what'd you 'a' donei" Jes' what I

done, when I got back an' found her layin' on
th' floor half dead, with th' baby pitched into a
corner, half dead too. 'Z soon as I had her an'
th' baby comfortable I hitched my revolvers
round my waist, took my rifle, an' went after th'

devils that had done the thing. There was two
of 'em, 'z I said. Well, there ain't neither of th'

two able t' ride a horse now ; one went t' King-
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dom Come, with my bullet through bis heart, 'n'
th' other was so near dead that I thought he was
dead when I left him, though he crawled away
afterwards, alive enough to tell th* band what I 'd
done.

" I knowed there was n't any safety fer me 'r

th' woman there after that, 'n' when 1 heard th'
devil had got away an' told, I pulled my freight
frum there mighty sudden, takin' my wife an' the
baby. I thought if Stone Face 'r any of his men
was chasin' me I had give 'em th' slip, but I see
I didn't. So there 'tis; there'll be lead flyin'
in about a minute, an' if you 're thinkin' of your
health any it's time fer you to emigrate. It's
my call t' stand by th' woman an' th baby, an'
I '11 stand by 'em 'z long as there's a ca'tridge
left an' I kin pull trigger.

'

"And I'll stand by you!" said Blake, his
blood beginning to bound.

"Pardner," said Prethro, his voice trembling
slightly, " you 're the clean, white article !

"

He could not have said more; it was the limit
of a plainsman's praise.

He was helping Anita to the ground and did
not look at Blake. The horsemen spreading
out formed now a big crescent.

Whang— wr-rr-r-r-r

!

A bullet from a Winchester sang and whirred
over the short grass and threw up a shower of
sand beneath the belly of Hypocrite. The horse-
man on the extreme right had opened the ball by
shooting at the squaw-man's horse. The range
was too great, and the deadly missile though
well aimed had dropped low in its long flight.
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The line of horsemen swung toward the right,
separating widely to form a moving cordon of
death.

The squaw crouched to the ground without a
word, clasping her baby to her bosom. Prethro
passed her one of the revolvers and threw her a
box of cartridges from the saddle pouch. He
was pulling Hypocrite down.
Then Blake began to kick at the legs of his

cayuse, commanding it to lie down, while the
horsemen swung on, completing the deadly circle.

Both horses were soon en the ground, lying
close together. Between them the squaw-man,
his wife and baby, and Jackson Blake crouched.
With one hand Blake held the bridle ofhis cayuse
and with the other cocked his revolver. His
cartridge belt was pulled round so that he could
get at Its contents without shifting his position.

" Take that, you hounds of hell !" said Prethro,
as he poked the blue-nosed, octagonal barrel of
his Winchester over the back of Hypocrite and
pulled the trigger.

The rifle, with an explosion that sounded dull
and flat out there under the wide sky, spouted its
smoke and lead. There were few such shots in
the West as Jim Prethro. Though the distance
was great and the horses moving like the wind,
one of the horsemen reeled, but caught his horse's
mane and so held his saddle.
The squaw fired at the same instant, and

Blake's revolver popped as if it were the echo.
Neither did any execution. The horsemen rid-
ing swiftly round the trapped party, in the Indian
fashion, were still too far away to be touched by
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anything which had not the reaching force of a
]ong-range rifle.

Bang — whr-r-r-r — bang— bang— bang —
pop, pop. pop ! their weapons sounded.

It was the music of deatn,— rifles and revolvers
opening up all round that horrid circle, their con-
tents whirring and threshing through the grass
like jumping locusts. Hypocrite gave . trem-
bling start, and blood spewed from a bullet wound
high up in his shoulder.

" Steady
!

" said Prethro, and again his rifle

cracked flat and deadly.

A horse fell as if struck by lightning. The
cowboy figure on its back seemed to dive
forward into the grass. A little later his rifle

barked from behind the dead horse. His horse
had fallen, but its body would serve as a rampart
from which to hurl projectiles.

Blake and the Indian woman were firing with-
out eflfect. Reaching for more cartridges, Blake
looked at Prethro. The squaw-man's olue eyes
seemed to blaze; they were opened a trifle

more than usual, but the pupils had contracted
to pin-points. His wide hat was pushed back
from his forehead ; yet except for that blazing
fire of the eyes and the set look of his face he did
not appear to be excited.

The horsemen were contracting their circle.

Strung out many yards apart, they had thrown
their bodies to the opposite sides of their horses
to escape that deadly fire, and were now for the
most part quite invisible, only a foot, a head, or an
arm sticking up here and there. One might have
been justified in thinking those horses were rider-
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less wild mustangs circling in that way but for

the fact that from under their necks and bellies

and from over their backs flame and smoke
spouted and bullets leaped like storm-driven

hailstones.

The fight was on, and Jackson Blake felt the

blood pumping hot in the distended veins of his

neck. His heavv brows had contracted, his

brown-whiskered face was working, the pupils of
his gray eyes were narrowing wrathfuUy. A great

and savage rage was seizing him. He did not

feel fear, in fact was not thinking of himself.

But this was so hellish and dastardly, this attack

on the lonely squaw-man and his Indian wife.

It had come like a bolt out of the azure ; one
minute Prethro was laughing and telling stories,

philosophizing and speculating on the mysteries

of this strange and mysterious world ; the next

he was fighting for his life and the lives of his

wife and baby, fighting against men more heartless

than red savages, more malignant than fiends.

One minute the blue sky was over these new
friends of Jackson Blake— a blue sky in which

meadow larks sang and through which the sweet

wind whispered, and the next that matchless azure

was stained with powder smoke and the music of

the zephyr was drowned in this storm of battle.

A great and sublime hatred of these men swelled

in the soul of Jackson Blake, and working his

revolver again and again he aimed it at the flying

figures as the marksman shoots at the flying

objects in the target gallery. Twice he hit a

horse, though the horse did not fall, and a hoarse

cry of gratification gurgled in his throat. The
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next bullet sent a man sprawling, badly wounded,
ts he could tell.

His smoking rage began to cool at the sight.A hornd memory came to terrify him. A boy
had killed a man back in Arkansas in the old
days. He had bathed in many waters since then,
but in none that could wash away that bloody
stain. In all his scarchings he had found no
nver of Lethe that could make him fomet. No
he said to himself fiercely, he did not want to kill
another man, though if ever men deserved to be
killed surely these were the most deserving.
Jim Prethro, swearing furiously, was firing with

deadly accuracy. Four horses of the dozen out
there were down, all of them dropped by the
squaw-man. Two men lay dead in the grass,
and the squaw-man had done that. The woman
was shooting with the revolver, but without exe-
cution so far as could be told. Hypocrite and
the cayuse had been struck, though neither seri-
ously. Thus far none of the human targets atwhom the ruffians were firing had been touched.

But now the squaw-man, cursing slowly, held
up a shattered arm from which the blood drippedHe looked at it fiercely, then dropping it at his
side as quite useless went on firing.

Crack-crack— crack— crack— pop, pop, pop,
pop

! and the bullets came whirring through the
air and churning in the grass.
The firing of the horsemen increased to a

rattling fasilade, and still they screened them-
selves as well as they could, though the contract-
ing circle brought them nearer to the rifle of the
squaw-man and the revolvers of his companions.
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Hypocrite was hit again, then again, and tryine
to leap up his bridle was caught by the squaw,
who held him down.
At almost the same insUnt the cayuse was

struck. It was so stinging a shot through the
fleshy part of the hip that he leaped to his feet in
spite of Blake's efforts to keep him down. He
was wildly frantic, and the next moment, the
strong bndle rem broken short off in the struggle,
he tore loose and galloped away.

Blake uttered a eroan. He felt like a criminal,
tor the escape of the cayuse broke the living
rampart. The next moment the rifles out on the
plams cracking and sputtering again, the bullets
threshed mto the midst of the crouching and
kneeling party beating the grass like a gust of
wind-swept rain.

The squaw uttered a cry. She had been hit.
Blake saw her half leap to her feet, then drop
down, the baby sliding out of her arms. Its wail
rose with piercing fervor. Prethro stared at his
squaw and at the screaming baby with whitening
face, then his eyes blazing still more fiercely
bright, he lifted the blue rifle barrel above the
back of his trembling broncho and fired again, his
lips moving in a curse.

The next moment a rifle ball tore through his
shoulder. The terrible impact lifted and huried
him backward ; he cursed deeply, and crawling
to the horse he fired again and again, as one who
is desperately afraid that life will ebb before he
can strike the fatal blow to lay low his foe.
The fall of the squaw and the wailing cry of

the baby made Jackson Blake forget the man
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Itin by the boy in the Arkansas woods ; made
him forget all of the past and centre his thoughts
on the vial present. It re-aroused the smoking
rij^ in his heart, and he fired, too, like Prethro,

with aim as merciless and deadly as he could
make it. Horses and men fell, but he did not
know whether they were stricken down by his

bullets or by the bullets of that marvellous rifle-

man, Jim Prethro.

The broncho was dead. Bullets had struck
a^inst it with horrible thumpings, like dnim-
sticks pounding against leather ; and now, head
sunk forward and nose in the grass, it was no
longer flinching or struggling. The squaw lay

where she had fallen ; the baby wailed piteously.

Then— Blake had known it would come at

last— a red-hot cinder, crushing bone and sinew,

bored through his shoulder. At the same mo-
ment he discovered that his cartridges were gone.
His brain reeled bloodily, he coughed, and felt

that he was fainting. In the grass, as if they
were hissing serpents, he heard the rustling of
the deadly leaden missiles.

He heard Prethro's rifle crack, heard the squaw-
man give a curse of hate, mingling it with a
triumphant yell, and looking up he saw a man
pitch over from the farther side of his horse and
fall stiffly to the ground.

" To hell wi' you ! There you go, damn you,
t' th' lowest pit ! An' may all th' devils poke
you for ever an' ever !

"

It was like a prayer, that imprecation.

Faintness was seizing Jackson Blake ; he felt

that his end was near. He felt, too, that he
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was in a manner responiible for the terrible
things that had happened because he let the
cayuse escape.

He summoned all his strength and rolling
over caught the crying baby in his arms, hugging
It to his breast; then rolled back toward the
squaw-man, thus putting his broad back as a
shelter between the baby and those awful hissins
bullets,

"

•" 7n* *"'* ''** '°"*'' '"^''^ *'"'»" •"* whispered
painfully, as he hugjged the brown baby to his
bosom and so sought to still its cries. "The
end has come— for me ; but I '11 protect you
all I can. Life is still ahead of you, or ought to
be

; and life is worth something to you, even if
you are painted with the Red Blood.
The baby stopped its wailing, drawn thus into

his warm bosom. To hold it thus gave him a
sweet peace. He looked at the sky. It ap-
peared to be tinged with blood. The sun was
sinking and gave the few clouds overhead that
crimson glow. It seemed impossible that time
had fled so fast; why, the fight began but a
moment ago! Yet already the sun was going
down with red anger in its face as it looked on
that bloody scene.

Again he heard a wild triumphant yell from
the cracking lips of Jim Prethro and knew that
another murderous desperado had fallen stiff
from his saddle. It gave him savage joy to hear
that wild yell.

He saw the glow fading out of the sky. He
thought it might be Death coming instead of
darkness. Prethro yelled once more in a differ-
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ent key, and with painful vision Blake saw that
the desperadoes who were left were flying across
the plains apparently pursued by other wild
riders.

When he aroused again the baby was gone
from his arms. He had the feeling that he had
awakened from a dream on a be«f of grass that
was drenched in dew. Looking up he saw the
squaw wavering before him in the faint light.

Prethro lay on the ground by the broncho, with
arms outstretched, motionless. The baby was
surely dead in the sqnaw's arms; and having
scooped a shallow grave for it she was preparing
to lay it there beneath the sand, while strange,
savage, crooning words, such as he had heard at
Indian funerals, fell from her lips.

Once more Blake opened his eyes and looked,
and a tiny mound showed, and on the mound
the squaw was lying, face downward, as if she had
fellen there.

Nowhere now was there hoof beat or sound of
human voice. He listened for something, he
scarcely knew what; he looked for something,
straight up into the sky. Then hearing and
vision failed finally.

The 'phoby cat had delivered its deadly bite

;

bullets no longer whirred and slatted, rifles no
longer flamed or sang. The stillness ofdeath had
come instead.



CHAPTER XIII

IN PROOF OF AN OLD ADAGE

WHEN Jackson Bfake came again to a cer-
tain and unconfused knowledge that he

was still in the world of living men, he was
swathed like a mummy and lying on a white cot
in a hospital ward.

As he tried to lift himself and look about, he
became aware that another cot was in that ward
containing another man, and that the man was
Jim Prethro. The squaw-man was sitting up,
propped with pillows, one arm in a sling. His
face, a strange pallor showing under its tan, was
turned inquiringly toward Blake. A flush of
pleasure came into it when he saw that Blake was
awake and could move and was looking at him.
" Hello, ol' man !

" he said, in a tone which he
meant to be comforting and cheery. " You 're

comin' round!"
"Yes, thanks."

Blake was very weary and he wanted to sleep.
He shook off the feeling. The place had the odor
of a drug store. He noticed that, for one thing.

" Why don't they open a window ? " he asked,
pettishly.

"One open right over there," said Prethro,
.trying to smile, a thing which seemed to pain
him. His head was bound round with a clean
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white cloth. "You'll do," he added, with an-
other attempt at a smile. " Whenever a man
F'ts t' kickin' about things he 's giner'ly O. K,,
Ve noticed."

"Where are we
?
" Blake asked, still feeling

pettish, like a sick child.

" Hospital— Wichita, State o' Kansas."
An unhealed wound in Prethro's head hurt

when he moved his jaws, and he was consequently
sparing of words.

" How 'd we get here ?
"

"Train frum Arkansas City— after th' fight!
You reck'lect th' fight ?

"

Blake remembered the fight ; he had remem-
bered that even in his delirium.

Still looking at Prethro, he saw a tear glisten-
ing against the pallid tan of the cheek.

" Killed Anita," said Prethro, " an' th' baby."
His face grew stern, with a sort of savage joy.
" But I put Stone Face out o' bizness, you bet I

Shot 'im out of his saddle. He 's fryin' in hell

now, likely. If he ain't he 'd ought t' be. An'
a good many of his band went witn him."

" It was a terrible fight !
" said Blake, sickening

at thought of it.

Several days later when Jackson Blake was
much better, Prethro pulled a newspaper from
under his pillow and tossed it over to him. It

was a copy of the IVichita Clarion. There in

staring headlines were the names of James Prethro
and Jackson Blake, who were heralded to the
world as the heroes of one of the most terrible

battles against desperadoes that had ever taken
place on the soil of the InHian Territory.
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Though so weak that his fingers shook as he
held it up, Blake read with avidity, finding, him-
self and rrethro praised in every other sentence.
The whole of the fight was pictured there ; for
what the industrious reporter had not been able
to glean from those who knew he had invented
with lively imagination. It was a very good ac-
count, too. Blake read it as if he were not por-
trayed as one of the participants— read every
word.

Prethro began to talk about what the paper
said, as Blake finished and let it fall on his breast.
"The gang had wrecked an' robbed a Fort

Scott and Wichita 'xpress," he commented, "an'
was cuttin' f'r th* Nation, with a sheriff's posse
hot after 'em. One thing th' paper don't tell

did n't know, I reckon, though it *s come t' me
how th' thing was. Ol' Stone Face was up yere
with his main crowd on that bizness, wnile some
o' the gang that was behind was follerin' me.
They met, them two parties, 'n' then Stone Face
thought he 'd wipe me out 'fore he went on south.
He made out who I was with a field-glass frum
th' sand-hills ; I know that, 'cause they found th'
glass on his saddle. Th' rattlesnake was countin'
out more eggs than he could hatch when he made
th' tackle ; he shore cinched on more 'n he could
carry

.^
He stopped there in th' pass f'r that little

wipin'-out bizness, thinkin' it would be an easy
job, I reckon ; an' so give time fr th' sheriff's
men t' come onto him. What we did n't send t'

Kingdom Come th' posse did."
A fierce jubilation gleamed in his face, and

again Blake noticed a blazing of the blue eyes.
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" We was found there by th' posse, after th'

fight an' th' chase was over, 'n' was brought on
yere,— all but Anita an* th' baby."

His voice choked and he stopped.
" There was a reward, I see, he continued, a

little later. "Five thousan' dollars f'r Stone
Face, dead 'r alive. They got him — dead !

"

He looked at Blake with steady gaze.
" 'N' that reward is your'n an' mine, th'

says.

paper
others have sense told me. If we 'd

been in any condition f'r Fourth o' July fire-

works there 'd been a brass band 'n' other things
paradin' round up yere f'r us, they say, 'count
of th'killin' of Stone Face!"

Jackson Blake made no comment. He had
seen the statements of the paper concerning the
reward offered for the notorious bandit ; but he
did not intend to accept a cent of it. It was the
price of blood. If he had shed blood in that
fight it was because he could do nothing else.

He would have no pay for it. He had no love
for bloodshed — he hated it, and hated the
thought that it should command the joyous
acclaim of men and be thought worthy of a money
recompense. If it were a million dollars, instead
of five thousand, and the whole were offered to

him, he would have none of it.

Prethro had been out and about town a week
and reported that he had secured a boarding place
where he was " hanging up " by the time Jackson
Blake was able to leave the hospital. One day
he came into the convalescents' ward, where
Blake lay wondering if he could not get out of
the place now himself, and tossed a great roll
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of money into the reclining chair which Blake
occupied.

" Two thousan' five hunderd dollars," he said,

rolling out the figures slowly, as though the taste

of the words was o sweet that he wanted to retain

them in his mouth as long as he could. " Your
share of that head money. Th' fellers who had
th' payin' of it seemed t' figger out that I was the

§
lass-eyed galoot that knocked th' spots out o'

tone Face with my little shooter, 'n' so they paid
it over t' me; but half of it's your'n jes' th'

same.'

Blake flushed as he pushed the money away
from him.

" I don't want it," he said, imperiously.

Prethro stared at him, with dropping jaw.

"Don't want it!" he yelled. "Well, your
head is shore hurtin' you yit, hain't it ?

"

"My head is all right,— good as ever, but I

don't want it."

" Well, if that don't— " he dropped into a
chair. " If that don't flabbergast my everlastin'

lights 'n' livers nothin' ever did ! What 's the
reason you don't want it ?

"

Jackson Blake had no desire to hurt this man,
as he saw he was likely to do ; at the same time
he was resolved that he would not accept this

blood money.
" Prethro," he said; in an argumentative tone,

" I drn't want any of that, it 's yours. You
killed Stone Face

!

" He was glad he could
say that and believe it. " So the money is

yours, every cent, and I refuse to take any
of it."
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Prethro drew the money toward him with a
sweep of one hand, — the other still hung
bandaged m a sling,— while his face flushed
deeply.

'l^^^^t' r" '* * ^°°'
'

" •'« exclaimed
; then

wadded the bills together and tucked them loosely
into his coat pocket.

Blake laughed. He would not quarrel with
i'rethro. He thought too highly of him and his
friendship for that.

"That 'sail right," he agreed; "call me any-
thing you like. What are you going to do with
that money ?

"

" Spend it. What else is money fur ?

"

He studied his friend's face.

"Say," he urged, "this yere don't seem right

!

Won t you take half this money, jes' t' pfease
me,— 'r take some of it ?

"

Blake wanted to please him; he knew, too,
that a big bill for hospital and medical services
awaited payment at his hands.

"Tell you what I will do," he said, having
regard for the continuity of the hard-earned
money wadded in his cowhide belt, "if you
want to pay the hospital and medical bills out
ot that you may ; but that 's as far as I '11 go

"

Prethro grinned.

"Done!'' he said. "I'll pay them things
right off. But Blake," and the grin widened,
you re fanny, — powerful fiinny ! You won't

eat th devil but you '11 drink his broth."
Blake did not answer. The shot had gone

home. Still, he could not readily recall his ofl^er
to let Prethro pay the hospital and medical fees.
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" Prethro," he said, passing this matter by
without comment, " money is n't to spend until

you 're in need of somethmg ; then it 's all right

to spend it. Take my advice now and go to

some good bank and place that on deposit."

•'Shore," Prethro agreed; "I'll do it after

payin' them bills."

The next day he came to Blake.
" I 'm wantin' a hunderd dollars of that

money," he urged. " How 'm I goin' t' git it ?

"

" What do you want it for ?
"

" I jes' want it— you ain't my gardeen !

"

Blaice was now ready to leave the hospital.
" I '11 go down to that bank with you."
So he went down, seeing that nothing else

would do, and at the bank he showed Prethro
how to make out and sign a check for the sum
he required. Prethro stuffed the money into his

pocket, and Blake went on with him to the hotel

which he had chosen as a temporary abiding

place.

When Prethro came in that night he was
intoxicated.

" Havin' a time wi' th' boys," he apologized

with a hiccough. "Thinkin' too much about
Anita an" the baby, 'n' I plum had to !

"

When he came in the next night he was even
more intoxicated. Blake showed irritation.

" *S all right, ol' man !
" Prethro expostulated.

" 'S all right ! I 'm jes' spendin' your money
fer you— you would n't ! See ?

"

He lurched heavily, tipped his chair sideways,

and thrusting his good hand into his trousers

pulled out a wad oi crumpled bills and flung it
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on the table. Blake saw that it represented at
least five hundred dollars.

"That check bizness is great," Prethro hic-
coughed, his hand straying into another pocket.
Out came another crumpled wad. His pockets

were bulging with money, wadded, twisted,
rolled, torn; Blake could not tell how many
hundreds of dollars Prethro heaped up in a
dishevelled and tattered pile on the little table.
The table overflowed and bills dropped like

crushed green leaves on the floor.

"How much did you draw out?" Blake
demanded sharply.

"Dunno. Went there— t' that bank, six
times ; tol' th' man I wanted mum-money ; writ
checks, 'n' he give it t' me. Fines' man I ever
see—jes' shovelled money at me through that
little winder ever' time I asked."
" Go ahead," said Blake, in despair ; « spend

it and spend it quick, before you do something
worse."

Prethro stared at him with half-vacant eyes.
" Goin' t' put it in th' bank ag'in t'-morrow,"

he pleaded in extenuation, " so 's I can draw it

out ag'in. Lots o' fun, drawin' it out— havin'
that gen'l'man shoveliin* it to you, a-smilin' 'z if

he was yer bootblack. Goin' to put it all in th'

bank t'-morrow (hie) 'n' draw it out ag'in. Goin'
t' do that ever' day."
Then he reeled oflT to bed, dropping green-

backs as he went.

Blake did not see him in the morning, for
Prethro was out early ; but shortly after dinner,
as he returned from a little walk through the
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streets, he found half a dozen men staggering up
to his room bearing bags and bundles.

" What 's this ? '' he demanded.
" Bird cage," said one of the men, depositing

it, wrapped m paper, on a chair. " Canary in it.

Another opened a box and revealed a cat
striped like a zebra. The room was already
filled with things and the tramp of men on the
stairs told that more were coming. On the bed
lay an accordion and a highly ornamented saddle
with wonderful figures of wild riders stamped in
the leather. An open cardboard box showed a
dozen cowboy hats. In a corner was a high-
priced Winchester, a shot-gun, a horse-hair rope,
and a heap of silve^mounted spurs. Another
corner held a stack of collapsible drinking-cups— Prethro had admired the one Blake owned—
together with a checker-board richly inlaid with
costly woods, a highly colored photograph of an
Indian woman and child that bore a faint resem-
blance to Anita and the baby, and a writing-
debk of ebony, which bore a card sprawled in
Prethro's handwriting, testifying that this was a
present for " Jaxon Blake, the whitest man on
this planit."

Blake would have torn oflT more wrappings and
looked further, but he heard a well-known voice
calling to him from the street below the window.
Openmg the window to look out he saw, first, a
shiny rosewood piano which some workmen were
roping to hoist to the window; then in the
middle of the street, standing up and waving his

big hat, the figure of Prethro reeling drunkenly
in a bright new farm wagon to which a handsome
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pair of mules was attached. The wagon had
the latest style of brake, sideboards on, and a
high spring seat, behind which, in the body of
the wwon, Prethro was stending. As for the

mules thev fiurly glittered in spangled and silver-

mounted harness, with dyed horse-tail ornaments
dangling like crazy whisk brooms in front of
their forelegs. The whole was a sight to drive
Blake to despair.

" Come down, you son of a Siwash," Prethro
was bellowing, " an' lemme give you a ride

!

"

Blake closed the window with a bang of
disgust.

" Of all the fools !
" he exclaimed.

He turned to the delivery men who were fill-

ing the room with their aueer assortment.
" Take these things back ! " he commanded.

" Take them all back. The fellow who bought
them is an irresponsible, drunken idiot. If

you '11 look, you '11 see him out in the street now,
conducting himself like a lunatic."

The men looked with sickly grins. They had
previous knowledge of Prethro's condition. But
he had bought the goods, had paid for them
with undeniably good money, and as the money
was his to do with as he pleased, they had no
notion of conveying the things back to the

stores. They said as much, adding that this

was a matter for the owners of the stores, of
which they were only employes.

Blake went out into the street to remonstrate
with Prethro, but when he arrived at the point
where he had seen the mules and wagon they
were gone.
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It was late that night when Prethro came in,

and he was very drunk. His pockets were
depleted, and he was in a battered and used-up
condition. Blake had tried, in some cases effec-

tively, to have the purchases returned; and he
had waited for Prethro, intending to remonstrate
with him. Now he saw that, in the man's con-
dition, whatever he might say would be words
thrown away. At the same time, he corld not
keep from unloading on Prethro's head a few of
the many things that had been boiling in him all

the afternoon.

Prethro sat in the bis chair he loved, and wept
drunkenly, as Blake upbraided him.

•' It 's all ri', Bla-Blake
!

" he stuttered thickly.
" All ri' ! I was doin' that fer you ! Doin' it fer

you ! See ?

"

He had placed the picture of the Indian
woman and child on the mantel. Now he
looked at it, and his drunken grief flowed more
copiously.

" I was coin' t' quit th' cow-punchin' bizness
in-tirely. Anita wanted me to, 'n' I was goin' to.

Been plannin' it all,— all out Blake, han'some.
I reckoned t' you 'n' me 'd try fiirmin', f'r a
change ; I was goin' t' buy a farm 'n' a house,
'n' put these thmgs into it. Be homelike, ye
know, with Anita 'n' the baby settin' on th'

chimbly-piece, 'n' a pianner tinklin,' 'n' a 'cordion

goin', 'n' a canary singin', 'n'— But," he swayed
drunkenly, wiping away the tears with his soiled

handkerchief, " if you don't (hie) 'preciate it,

w'y— "

"I appreciate your kindly intentions," said
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Blake, " but I can't lay that I admire your tenie.

How much money have you left i

"

Prethro felt with clumsy fingers in his pockets.

After a long search he drew out some crumpled
bills.

"There she is I"

He threw them on the table— a five, a two,
and a one.

" Rest 's in th' bank."
" So you did leave some in the bank ?

"

" Yes."
" Better go and blow that in to-morrow !

"

Blake commented dryly.
" N-no ! Not now ! Was goin' t' buy th'

house 'n' farm with that, t'-morrow— fer you—
but— "

There was still twelve hundred dollars in the
bank, as Blake found out the next day; and
that Prethro might not squander the whole
amount, he induced the cowboy to let him
have a thousand dollars to keep for him. The
two hundred remaining Prethro spent quickly
enough. Out of the wreck Blake saved two
hundred more, by returning the piano and some
other things at heavy discounts from the pur-
chase price, and added that to the deposit which
he made. The mule team and wagon Prethro
wanted to keep.

After the two hundred dollars was gone,
Prethro straightened up and ceased to cry
drunkenly about Anita and the baby.



CHAPTER XIV

A VOICE PROM THE PAST

WICHITA was overflowing with Oklahoma
boomers.

That was one of the first things Blalce discov
ered after he came back to the world of living

men. Apparently the boomers had come from
everywhere, even the ends of the earth. They
had money, and they had what Prethro called " a
great gift of gab." They had an organization,

too, ramifying to all the cities, towns, and villages

of the United States; these ramifications bemg
arteries through which flowed a constant stream
of gold and greenbacks. A great fiind was being
raised, to be used by officers duly elected, for the
purpose of lobbying Congress to pass a bill open-
ing Oklahoma and the Cherokee Strip to settle-

ment as public lands.

These officers, having chosen Wichita as the
place for their lever, were sure they could move
the world. One of these officers, Blake learned,
was Captain Payne, the " Sun Scout." Another
appeared to be Kicking Bird, who, though he
bore an Indian name, was a white man, and a
shrewd and persevering one.

Wherever Jackson Blake went, with Prethro
or without him, he encountered the ubiquitous
and loud-voiced boomers. They filled the streets.
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overflowed the hotels and boarding houses, and
crowded the saloons. Kansas was a prohibition
StJte, but news of that fact had not yet made its

way to Wichita.

The Sun Scout was holding nightly meetings
in a m-eat hall down town, and to that hall Jack-
son Blake went many evenings, accompanied by
Prethro, after the latter became a man once more.
There they listened to fiery speeches, in which
the greatness of Oklahoma and the Cherokee
Strip was told to men who gaped hungrily.

These men cheered with hand-clappings and
thuddings of the floor, while the " starry flag

"

waved in wordy grandiloquence and oratorical

fireworks spouted and flamed in sparkling and
epigrammatic outbursts. But no matter what
was said, whether spoken well or otherwise, if it

concerned the future territory of Oklahoma, or
denounced Congressmen who would not hasten
the passage of the bill giving the land away to
settlers, it was received with screaming acclaim.

" Blake," said Prethro, as they walked back to
the hotel from one of these meetings, "them
fellers kin pull th' tail feathers out o' the ol'

American eagle han'somc;, an' I like to hear 'em,
but I ain't believin' that land is goin' t* be
opened t' settlement very soon, fer all their

yawp."

It must not be supposed that, during the long
time of his convalescence and in the days that

followed, Jackson Blake did not consider most
seriously his present situation and give thought
to the future. He could do nothing for awhile,

of course, but nurse back his wasted strength.
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But ever with him was the dream which he had
brought from the hospitable land— a dream of a
new life, in the midst of living men, where prop-
erly directed energy would course the blood with
the bounding vigor of the mounting sap in the
great Arkansas trees.

He was thinking of that while he listened to
the boisterous oratory of the boomers ; thinking
of it as he read the confident editorial utterances
of the Clarion ; thinking of it as he talked of
other things with Jim Prethro, or guided Prethro
with friendly hand as he floundered drunkenly in
the mazes of grief into which he had been thrust
by the death of Anita and the baby.
He was thinking of it even more seriously and

deeply than usual as he walked, one bright
spring morning, through the clean streets of the
little city, almost unconscious for the time of the
throngs that jostled him— throngs in which
farmers, cattlemen, cowboys, merchants, boomers,
real estate agents, gamblers, and loafers were
strangely commingled.
As he thus pushed along, shouldering his way,

forgetful of the crowd, a voice startled him. It
was such a femiliar voice, and he seemed to have
heard those very words before

:

" Out where de birds sing, podner ; dat suits
me!"

Blake looked up quickly.

A tattered figure was issuing from the door of
a police court ; a figure with a shuffling, shabby
swmg of the body, a bleared, bearded face, a
watery eye, and a reckless lightness of manner.
It was Soipy Sam, the tramp bui^lar, who, under



15° The Rainbow Chasers

arrest for vagrancy and suspicion of general un-
worthiness, nad flourished a soiled ten-dollar

bill, when the judge fined him, and was now de-

parting with gay steps and apparently a cheery
neart.

Blake flushed as the tattered figure swung by
him. His day dream came tumbling to the

ground like a swallow with a broken wing. He
turned aside to conceal his face, and breathed a

sigh of relief when the man did not recognize him.

Then he stood staring stupidly until Soapy Sam
was out of sight, and turned back toward his

hotel with beating heart.

Jackson Blake had made the discovery that

the world is not so large, after all. He realized

the ever-present possibility that at the most unex-
pected turn of the road it might thrust before him
some familiar figure of the past. Without warn-
ing, the shining planet where he had lived in the

old incarnatii n had neared the earth and the

present life with the flash of a dropping meteor.
He was trembling with a sense of weakness

and heart-sickness as he approached his hotel,

and he was thinking wild things— of a flight to

Australia, or the South Seas, or the jungles of
Africa, anywhere to enlarge the boundaries of his

world.

As he turned into the hotel and walked toward
his room, a man came flying down the stairway as

if shot out of a cannon. This man was dressed

in solemn black, and wore a stovepipe hat of the

latest pattern. The hat tumbled off and rolled

and bounced ahead of him into the hall. He
stooped to snatch it up, and in doing so nearly
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ran against Blake, who had paused for a moment
in wonder.

"Beg your pardon, sir! " said the man, with
a haste which showed that to him time and words
were precious.

Then he replaced the battered and dusty
stovepipe on his head and fled out into the
street.

Mounting the stairway, Blake caught the sound
of sulphurous words issuing from the room which
he occupied with Prethro.

" Hello !

" he said, opening the door. " What 's

up ?

"

Prethro was standing in the middle of the
room, as if he had been executing some figure in

a wild war-dance. On the bed lay his revolver;
his hat was on the floor.

Seeing the door fly open and Blake's head ap-
pear, he dropped rather shamefacedly into a chair.
Blake pushed on into the room.

« What 's up? " he asked again.

"Oh, nothin*," said Prethro, picking up his
big hat, and depositing it beside the revolver on
the bed.
" Was that man in here— the man I saw com-

ing downstairs in such a hurry ?
"

" We 'd been havin' a leetle conversation,"
Prethro admitted ;

" talkin' sort o' sourcastic."
" So I imagined. What did he want ?

"

" Well, you 'd never guess."
" I suppose not ; I sha'n't try."
" Well, you know th' fellfirs have been trailin'

round after us out in th' streets, 'n' starin' at us
in them meetin's, 'n' nudgin' each other when
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they seen us together, whisperin', • There 's the
gents that socked it to ol' Stone Face

! '

"

Blake remembewd, angrily. This sort of at-
tention had been {particularly distasteful to him.

" He was one of that kind, eh ?
"

"No, not edzackly! He said he was some
sort of a showman— one of these hall show fel-

lers ; 'n' he come up yere t' see if he could n'f git
me t' go into th' show biz with him. Said I was
that famous that I 'd shore draw fall houses. He
wanted me t' do a shootin' act, at 'maginary road
agents ; 'n' he thought if I cmild induce you t'

go 'long, as a sort of added attraction— seein' 't

you 'n' me was in that fight together— we could
play some kind of a game that he called Willyum
Tell 'n' His Litde Son. There was t' be a big
Ben Davis apple in this piece, 'n' I was t' shoot
it ofF'n your head, 'n' then you was t' fall into
my arms, hollerin', ' Saved ! saved !

' 'r somepin'
like that. Said he 'd gimme fifty dollars a week,
'n' you fifty, 'n' he cal'lated that 'd be whole slews
o' money f 'r th' work we 'd have t' do."
He stopped, pondering.
Blake would have laughed but for that memory

of Soapy Sam.
" And you kicked him out

!

"

" N-no !

"

Prethro nursed his leg thoughtfully. He
seemed not to want to discus;: the aflfair.

" Jes' give him an evasive answer ; talked sort
of sourcastic."

"What was the answer?" Blake questioned,
pertinaciously.

Prethro sat up, his face flushing suddenly.
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" What did I reely say t' him ? " he demanded.
" What should I say to him ? What would you
'a' said to him ? I simply told 'im to go to hell,

'n' to go quick ; 'n' then I whipped out my gun.
'N' he went !

"

Blake was laughing now. Prethro, in a revul-
sion of feeling, began to laugh also.

" 'Fore I come to that I let him chin awhile,
ies' t' see what the fool 'd say. Finally I says t'

him, ' Stranger,' I says, ' you make me feel like

one o' them ol' Scripture prophets— I fergit his
name!' 'Which one?* he says, smilin' like.
' Well,' I says, ' I 'm feelin' like th' one that was
talked to by a jackass!' That was 'fore I got
mad."

" He came near running over me when he
made his dive for the infernal regions, I can tell

you! His eyes were actually rolling— he was
wild I

"

'6
" Thought I was goin* t' do th' Willyum Tell

act on him, right yere, 'n' without the apple, I

reckon. He did n't go any too quick t' suit me

;

I was hot !

"

He looked thoughtfully out of the window.
" Say, Blake," he blurted suddenly, " I 'm sick

of this yere bizness— plum sick of it ! I ain't

no daggoned two-horned rhinosceros ner silver-

tipped grizzly with a chain round his neck— not
yit, I am't. 'N' this bizness of bein' stared at 'z

if I was an Eyetalian's monkey settin' up on a
music box is gittin' shore wearisome. I 'm ready
t' vamose this ranch, I am ; cut out, go some'eres
else, 'n' be a man ag'in, 'n' not a show-bill f 'r

tenderfeet t' look at."
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" I 'm with you
!
" Blake answered, with such

promntness that Prethro fairly stared.
" Done !

" he cried, as if he could not believe
the good news. « By jacks, we Ml pull up our
picket pms n' stray off to some other ranee
together right away. We'll play mavericl
Towns z l,g z this don't suit me, nohow.We IJ ^o— Je s see, where will we go? West— that s where ! Out where th' air ain't so
daneed tainted up with coal smoke and little
stinkin cigarettes. Out where th' grass rustles
under yer feet, 'n' you kin take a good lone
breath, n kin stretch out yer arms 'thout
knockin somebody over."
He stopped, in hesitation.
" Woultfn't want t' go back t' th' Nation. I

reckon i
'

" No !
" almost fiercely.

" 'N' there ain't nothin' in th' yellin' of these
boomers

!
It s a sort o' whangdoodle that don't

reap any harvest o' steers 'r land, for 'z I kin
see. Congress ain't a-goin' t' open that land till
it gits good 'n' ready, if ever, fr all their howlin'.N I reckon we ain't lookin' f'r land down
there, anyway."

" I 'm not."

" Same yere ; 't would make me think all th'
time of Anita 'n* th' baby. I want t' find a
new range."

"Think it out," said Blake. "Where shall
we go ?

"

lliey thought it out before morning, and the
next day the mule team and the bright new farm
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wagon bore them over the bridge across the
Arkansas River.

" Out there some'cres," said Prethro, waving
his whip to indicate the direction ; and he turned
the team into a road that led toward the west.



CHAPTER XV

AT OLD SHAKE'S

LOST CHARLIE ROSS, seated at ease in
the Santa Fe station, was playing " The Girl

I Left Behind Me," when, many days after leaving
Wichita, Jackson Blake and Jim Prethro drove
across the railroad into Golden City as the sun
went down behind the upland "flats." Lost
Charlie's real name was Baker, and he was Old
Shake's best cowboy ; moreover, he could caper
a fiddle like Ole Bull himself, so the cowboys
thought.

He stopped in the middle of a bar of music
as he heard the rattle of the wagon wheels, and
with bow uplifted and fiddle tafl tucked under
his chin, asked:

" Some more of them crazy grangers comin' ?
"

The question was addressed to the station
agent, who, standing at the window, was looking
out into the street.

"No; cowboys, L guess, from the looks of
their clothing. Funny thing, too. You don't
often see cowboys riding in a granger wagon and
whacking away at a pair ofgranger mules. You 'd
better take a look at this ; it 's worth it

!

"

Lost Charlie rose to his feet and walked to
the window. The mule team and wagon with
the cowboy figures in the high spring seat were

l-iS
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ilready vanishing up the flat, sandy street where
lights were beginning to shine in the few stores.

"Grangers playin cowboys!" he grunted, as
he scanned the broad cowboy backs. " No real
cowboys would be fools enough to be caught
dead in a ris; like that. Some of these here
grangers thinks thev 're the whole thing if they
can put on a cowboy hat and holler round a
little."

Having thus summarily disposed of Jackson
Blake and Jim Prethro, Lost Charlie went back
to his fiddle and the girl he had left behind him.
Ten minutes later, while the station agent was

still at the window, looking this time down the
twin lines of glinting steel rails into .the dimming
east, where he expected soon to behold the head-
light of the locomotive drawing the California
express, the rattle of the wagon wheels was heard
again.

" Cowboy grangers coming back ! " he an-
nounced. " Stopping here, too ; want to go on
west, maybe."

Lost Charlie had abandoned interest in the
subject ; he did not care for grangers, even cow-
boy grangers.

The station agent moved away from the win-
dow, and entering the room set apart as telegraph
and ticket office began to look at the tickets in
the little pigeon holes, meanwhile guessing idly
which one of these men would want a ticket, aad
whether he was going to Las Animas, Pueblo, or
Denver.

" Denver, I reckon !
" he said to himself, and

drew out a Denver ticket ; when the door of the
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waiting-room opened and he heard a man ask if
any one there could sive him "p'inta" as to how
he could reach Old Shake's ranch, the « X Y."
The inquirer was Jim Prethro. Blake was

outside in the wagon, holding the reins of the
mule team.

Last Charlie came to his feet, the fiddle in his
hand, as Prethro pressed on into the room.
" Sure," he said, still thinking these men were

grangers; "but he ain't keeping any boardine
house

!

"

Prethro looked at Lost Charlie with mild,
critical blue eyes.

"Ain't wantin' t' hane out there," he ex-
plained, as if he considered it none of this young
man's business, though his tones softened when
he noticed the cowboy hat and the cowboy cloth-
injg. " Mebby you 're one of his men— th' one
I m lookin for ?

"

"Yep; mebby I am !
" Lost Charlie assented.

"We're cowboys," said Prethro; "'n' hearin',
south of the river, that there was a ranch up
vere called the X Y, run by a feller with the
handle of Ol' Shake, we jes' thought, bein' cow
punchers, we 'd drop in on him a bit, 'n' have a
sort of friendly chat with him 'n' his boys."

"Sure
!
" assented "Lost Charlie, with a sur-

prising change of manner, though he was still
puzzled by the presence of the wagon and the
mule team. " I '11 take you under my angelic
wing, if you 're agreeable, and show you over

;

that s where I hang out, and I was just thinkin'
of eoin' home. Leslie lets me herd round his
snubbin' post here, but he won't put out any
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grub ; so I 'm dead sore on him. He 's in the
corral there," ierking his thumb toward the ticket

office; then added, " ticket seller 1

"

"Glad t'meet up with you," said Prethro,
extendine his hand warmly. "My pard, Jack-
son Blake, is out in the wagon, holdin' th'

rabbits
!

"

He looked at the violin, which, with its bow.
Lost Charlie clutched in his unoccupied hand.

" My wild canary," Lost Charlie explained,
blandly. " Tickle it with hair out of a horse's
tail and it will squeal like a pig under a gate."

He was a tall youth, with comely mustache and
dancing dark eyes that betokened a fund of unre-
strained hilarity and general recklessness.

He now added gravely that he was Lost
Charlie Ross, and receiving in return the
" handle " of his new acquaintance, they went to-

gether out to the wagon, where as Lost Charlie
Ross young Baker was introduced by Prethro
to Jackson Blake.

" A devil of a joker, that cow puncher is," the
ticket accnt mused, restoring the ticket to its

pigeon hole and glancing at the clock, for the
California express was now overdue.
Then he heard the wagon rattling away down

the sandy street.

The patriarchal owner of the X Y ranch was
sitting under his vine and fig-tree in the starlight,

smokmg his evening pipe, as the mule team and
wagon drew up in front of the ranch house, two
or three miles beyond the limits of the little town.
The said vine and fig-tree was a wide, cool,

wind-swept piazza; and the ranch house was a
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large, square building, constructed of sod with
roof of shingles. One who has never seen and
been within such a house will find it hard to
conceive of Old Shake's home as it really was.
The sod walls, four or five feet thick, were
shaggy and dark brown outside, of the color of
the earth of which they were composed. Inside
the walls were rough-coated with plaster and
hung with pictures and other things, while cur-
tains were at the windows. The sod had been
ploughed from the prairie in thick, ribbony strips,

which cut into short sections had been laid and
cemented with mud inio walls, as if they were
stones or gigantic bricks. The result was that the
walls were almost impervious to cold or heat, of
sufficient strength to support the heavy roof and
to stand up Tike masonry against the fiercest
blizzard.

Old Shake had the wide-reaching hospitality
of the true ranchman. He rose from his com-
fortable rocker as he saw the men descend with
Lost Charlie from the wagon and walk up to the
house, after hitching the mules to the corral fence.
" Right welcome, strangers," he said, holding

his smoking f)ipe in his left hand as he cordially
extended his right.

Then he shook hands gravely as Lost Charlie
introduced the guests, and sweeping the sky with
his aging eyes pointed out its beauty and the
glory of the stars, while his white beard stirred
m the evening breeze.

« I like to look at the sky at night," he said,
"and the man that don't like to look at it

and ponder on the things it su'gests is ' fit for
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treasons, stratagems, and spoils.' It's simply
glorious, ' this brave o'erhanging firmament, tnis

majestical roof fretted with golden fire ! '
"

On the way out to the ranch Biake and Prethro
had learned that the old man was forever " spout-
in' Shakespeare's poitry," which fact had given
him his appellation. They learned, too, that his

true name was Caxton. " First name William,"
he said, proudly, seeming to think that this linked
him in some mysterious way with the Immortal
Bard whom he loved.

Blake and Prethro discovered also, as they
passed with him into the house, while Lost
Charlie departed to attend to the wants of the
mules, that he had a family— a wife named
Jerusha, and two daughters, Nevada and Vir-
ginia. Ordinarily it was " Rooshy," " Vady,"
and " Jinny "

; but on state occasions, and this

was a state occasion, the first names were mouthed
roundly and with much unction, though the a
in the second syllable of Nevada was noticeably
flattened.

Later still they found that Mrs. Shake was as

much of a student in her way as her husband
was in his. He studied and quoted Shakespeare

;

she with ambition not so soaring, but as she be-
lieved more practical, strained her aged eyes over
manifold editions of patent-medicine almanacs
and divers advertisements of much-heralded rem-
edies. Her well-thumbed "library" was all

there, hung up carefully back of the stove-place,

in the big family sitting-room. Above it, on the
wide mantel, was the old man's much-read volume
of the great dramatist, and a copy of Wilder'*
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famous book of Kansas great names, which the
cowboys irreverently called " The Herd Book of
the Kansas Short-Horns."

In a bie goods box, whose top covered with a
green cloth stuffed and softened with horse-hair

and chicken feathers made for her a comfortable
chimney-seat whenever she cared to use it, were
many boxes and bottles of " family medicines,"
whose merits she had tried and believed in, and
which she sometimes insisted on testing oa sick
or homesick cowboys, much to their disgust and
discomfort. But withal she was a kindly soul,

with an alert bright eye, a thin form, and time-
seamed face. The " medicines " had not killed

her, at any rate, and showed no signs of doing so

;

and perhaps, who knows ? beliefin their virtues,

if nothing else, had been to her a benefit.

Old Shake did not scoff at his wife's folly, if

he consiQcred it such.
" ' 'T is a physic,' " he would say, quoting the

Bard, "'that's bitter to sweet end! Let her
have her way ; she lets me have mine !

"

Thus they travelled life's checkered ways to-

f
ether, with sweet serenity and charity most kind,
lappiness in this world consists in that.

Lost Charlie Ross came in from attending to
the needs of the mules ; and supper was served
to him and the strangers in the big dining-room,
old Shake sitting by for sociability's sake. Later,
in the room they had entered first. Lost Charlie,
taking up his fiddle, began to twang the strings

in the anticipatory way of violinists, and Miss
Nevada sat down to the piano and -began to
play some chords.



At Old Shake's 163

Jim Prethro's mild blue eyes were bright with
pleasure. This was " homey," as he would have
termed it; something like the farmhouse of
which he had dreamed drunkenly in Wichita,
with a "planner tinklin", a 'cordion goin', an*
Anita 'n' the baby settin' on th' chimbly-piece."
Anita and the baby and the accordion were not
there, but here was society of women and a piano,
and the violin filled fp.Uy the place of the missing
accordion. So Prethro beamed and listened, while
Lost Charlie, forgetting that he was " lost," tucked
the tail of his fiddle under his chin and capered
out waltzes and lively airs to the tinkling beat of
Vady's flying fingers.

Even Jackson Blake warmed in this genial
atmosphere ; while outside the bright stars shone
and the wind soughed its lullaby round the cor-
ners of the great sod house and round the cor-
ral and the cowboys' bunk-rooms. All about
stretched the buffalo-grass seas of the valley of
the Upper Arkansas and of the wide, high upland
levels known as " the flats."

Neither Vady, who was the younger, nor her
sister Jinny could be called handsome by an im-
partial observer ; but they were bright, wholesome
young women, daughters of a rough life and wide
horizons, frolicsome, good humored, mettlesome
if you will, yet unspoiled. Old Shake was their
father, and the woman sitting with placid hands
folded, listening in her chair near the box of
medicines, was their mother. Neither were de-
scendants of Pilgrims nor of bewigged gentle-
men of the Jamestown settlement, but they
represented a sturdy family tree, nevertheless.
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and their daughters could not be otherwise than

like them.

Nevada had blue-gray eyes like those of her

father, and her hair was a silky brown, as his had
been; Virginia vas darker, slightly taller, and
even more vivacious just now, but whether that

was because Nevada was engaged at the piano or

because of the presence of these strangers, Blake
could not tell.

Aboiit nine o'clock Pony Brown came in,

having ridden that day from Dodge City ; and
his entrance was an occasion for more introduc-

tions and further handshakings. Pony was short

and round, with jovial face. After you had heard

the name you would perceive the resemblance of
that chubby form to the fleshy girth of one of
those little ponies which children hitch to cart°

and behind which they go bowling and shouting

through city streets.

He was one of the cowboys of Old Shake's

ranch. It was not an extensive ranch, and but

two cowboys were kept throughout the whole of
the year, others being picked up at the seasons

of the round-ups, usually in the great cowboy
town of Dodge City. Pony's errand to the

house now, aside froin a desire to hear the music
and see the strangers, who must be peculiar men
for cowboys, he imagined, as he had observed

closely their granger outfit, was to inform Old
Shake that the cowboys for the spring round-up,

which was to take place immediately, would be

on from Dodge City the next day.

Having delivered this message and smiled all

round on those who happened to be ' toking at
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Ur^hf "P ""'*
''"rS i' »" h" knee, repeat-ng th« nervous operation, until Virginia, notic-ing him. came forward and hung it fSr him on ahook on the wall near the sitting-room dooT.

Thereupon Pony grinned amiably, and ex-
pressed an irreverent Sesire to hear more of that

int^L^tnT'l-^"'^'""
J«'"*hich had been

interrupted by his entrance.
So Lost Charlie, always willing to oblige when

1 •'""%'? ?f""e out musif." repeated the
strains of the " Arkansas Traveller," during wh ch
performance and in the proper places, he put in
dje words of the dialogue between th; ArkansaS
Traveller and the ofd Settler who sat in iZdripping cabin fiddling, while the rain fell on him
through the broken roof:

"'Old Man,' says the Traveller to the Fiddler whowas setting m h,s cabin while 'twas rainin' in on him,
' how long you been livin' here ?

'

'

"
'
D' ye see that mount'in there ? ' says the Old Man iwhen I come here that was a hole in the ground ! '"



i66 The Rainbow Chasers

«
» Old Man," ki}>i the Traveller, « why don't jrou

•hingle your houie I

'

"
' Can't I it 'i rainin'.'

"'Why in time don't you ihingle it when it ain't

rainin' I

'

"'Don't need to) it don't leak then.'"

"'Old Man,' says the Traveller, 'why don't you
play the second part of that piece ?

'

"
' Don't know it,' says the Old Man ; ' play it yer-

self, if you want to hear it
! '"

Here Lost Charlie made a motion in imitation

of the Old Settler as.he passed the fiddle to the

Traveller ; then gave the second part of the tune,

to Vady's accompaniment, with much spirit

:
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This performance, it appeared, so deligiited the
Old Man that he shouted

:

"'Welcome, Traveller; kick that dog off the chair
an' take a seat, an" we '11 have supper. Sal, git the
grubbin' hoe an' dig some sass'fras fer tea, quick. Bub,
set out the tin plates an' th' hawg an' hominy. We
am't got no knives, ner forks, ner spoons. Traveller,
but—

'

'

"
' Then, how do you do ?

' says the Traveller.
"'Tol'able, thankee,' says the Old Man, «how do

you do I Set up, set up to the table; you kin have the
best we've got— a man what can play like that it

always welcome in this here hospittable home ! '

"

Pony Brown had heard that dialogue a hun-
dred times from the lips of Lost Charlie in the
pauses of the fiddling, but it was good and new
each time, and each time it made him roar with
pure and childish delight.

" Ten o'clock," Old Shake announced at last.
" Don't seem but a minute," Pony protested.
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" Your old turnip is out o' kelter ; better send it

off to a blacksmith to-morrer."
« Ten o'clock," repeated Old Shake, decidedly.

" Would n't mind, but the cowboys air comin' to-

morrow, and then we 've all got to work. You '11

be howling for sleep 'fore the week 's out—
< Innocent ileep,

Sleep that knita up the ravelled ileire of ewe I
'

"

" He 's mighty robustious when it comes to

sleepin'," said Lost Charlie, winking ; " but he '11

be all right when the time comes."
" Yes, that 's so," admitted the old man, rising.

Then, with a kindly "good-night," he tooK
himself out of the room followed by his wife and
daughters.

" Mighty handsome girls, them," observed
Prethro later.

Blake did not seem to be interested.

"Yes," he admitted, "handsome enough; but
I 've seen handsomer."
" Well, dog my cats, I dunno 'z I ever did

!

"

was Prethro's emphatic comment.
And he lay av/ake a good while thinking about

it after Jackson Blake was sleeping soundly.

The expected cowboys arrived the next after-

noon, having ridden the long distance from Dodge
City since sun-up. They were wild figures as

they came racing at full speed up to the corral

gate where Lost Charlie was standing with Jack-
son Blake. Yet they were not unpleasant for the

eye to linger on. " Chaps " were noticeably

absent from their withey legs. Those monstrosi-

ties of tanned^ haired skins, sometimes bulging
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like half barrels, were not needed in this kindW
open country, for here there were no ull cacti,

nor thorny mesquite, nor tearing ihn. « to rip
the trousers and the legs of the man on horse-
back. " Guns " were plentifal, however, some
slung in holsters on the saddles, others swinging
from leather pistol cases cinctured to the waists of
the riders. These "guns" of fcfty-four and
forty-five calibre were to "shoot rattlesnakes,"
the cowboys would hive told you. Sometimes
they shot other things— men, for instance, but
this was not often.

Lost Charlie called over the names of the wild
riders and their" pedierees," as they came career-
ing toward the corral, for the benefit of Blake,
who was a stranger to them all.

"That's Casn Colburn on the splay-footed
calico. Great boy, Cash is— used to run a ranch
of his own, but he swallered it."

" Drank it up ?
"

" More like drank it down. Too much of a
longin' fer old red-eye and the flowin' bowl."

" It will get the best of any man," said Blake,
with an emphasis that surprised Lost Charlie.
"Yep, I reckon it will, if he follers it long

enough ; and Cash he certainly follered it good
and hard. Ain't no bar in five hundred miles
that don't know him, I reckon ; but he 's all right,
straight as a T rail when he's outside of the
towns and on the range."

"The one on the spotted broncho?" Blake
questioned.

" The feller with the long hair swingin' a quirt ?

That's Tom Orton. He's all right, mighty



170 The Rainbow Chasers

good man but nuty in a fight. Keep me away
from him, please, when he '» thinktn' croaa-eyed I

"And that other feller on the sorrel— that 'a

Cave Dunham. Cave on account of his big
mouth; say, you want to see that man shovel
grub into that hole in his face. You 'd think he
was a coal-heaver throwin' coal into a cellar.

" And that other chap on the claybank— uke
a look at him, he's Mexican. And wicked!
When he gits sUrted he *s as wicked as a rattle-
snake. I asked you to look at him for that
reason. Being Mexican, though, he 's a roper.
My, that feller can sling a rope to make your
eyes bug out ! If ever he goes for a steer, Mr.
Steer is his meat. Best man in the bunch for
cutting-out work, and 1 s'pose that's why Shake
sends for him. His name is Vasquez."

'I There's a likely boy," Blake suggested,
indicating another.

"Him? Yep, that's Bill Conner, real white
article. Bill is. He 's a Texican, and a reckless
chap when it comes to a cattle stampede. He 'd
ride^ into the river or through fire to save a steer.
Ain't afraid of anything that wears hoofs and
horns ; if the Old Boy stood in his way while a
stampede was on he'd ride right over him.
He 'd beg his pardoo afterwards, of course, for
Bill's a gendeman."
Thus Lost Charlie discoursed, and when the

cowboys had flung themselves out of their deep
saddles— saddles in many instances worth more
than the animals that carried them— he intro-
duced Blake to these men, and went through the
formula again when Prethro appeared.
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Old Shake came out with Prethro.
« Three men ihort," he said, a* he looked at

the cowboy band. « Pony 1 " He wheeled round.— "Where 'a Pony f"

Pony Brown came running from the horse
stablei.

"Where's them other men, Pony, that you
said you'd got?"

Bill Conner interposed.

"You mean Con Lynch and his crowd?
Couldn't drag 'em out of town this mornin*.
"They was havin' some ftin at a jamboree last

night, and the likes of that makes men sassy. Be
on to-morrow, mebby."

" And mebby they won't find any job waiting
for them. Gentlemen,"— Old Shake turned to
Blake and Prethro, — " you 're cowboys. Round-
up begins to-morrow. I 'm short of good men

;

got to have two parties, one to go south of the
river and one to go north. If you 'II hire for the
round-up the job 's yours ; and I 'd like to have
you. With two good men more 'n I 've got I

can make out ; and when them drunken rascals
come they can find their way straight back again.
What say ?

"

Jim Prethro speaking for both said they
would go and be glad to.



CHAPTER XVI

OUT OF THE FLOOD

WHEN Jim Prethro, returned from the
round-up, announced a sudden desire

to purchase a quarter section of land close to
Golden City— land which had a small irrigation
ditch, a small dugout house, and trees growing
on it, making it "homey,"— Blake smiled in a
quiet way, and not only consented but assured
him that he thought it would be a good thing
and an excellent investment.

Several things had made Blake know this was
coming. Chief of them was the fact that the
picture of the Indian woman and the child which
stood for a representation of Anita and the baby
had not been seen by him for some time.

Jackson Blake acquiesced in Prethro's plans
because he was able to forecast the fiiture. The
overflow of the boomer gatherings at Wichita
was being poured out over the plains and settlers
were coming from everywhere. The days of the
open range were ending in Western Kansas.
Blake saw it, if Old Shake and his cowboys did
not. It was writ large in the swarming fleets of
prairie schooners and the eager inquiries of long-
haired " grangers " looking for land. Old Shake
and his cowboys regarded these men merely as
wild-eyed idiots, to be anathematized for rainbow-
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chasing fools, not as serious factors in a new
order of things. With dear-eyed foresight Jack-
son Blake beheld the gray plains transforming and
transformed; he had known this type ofman
before— the all-conquering husbandman, who,
now that he had set out to defy and combat the
" Great American Desert," was not to be turned
back by words and turf-throwing. A new era was
coming to the Great Plains. And Jackson Blake
was. glad. He did not wish to flee further. He
had been cowboy, wild rider, and fugitive for
more ihan five years ; it was quite long enough.

So Jim Prethro bought the quarter section
lying close by the little houses of Golden City,
installed his. mules in the sod stable and himself
and Jackson Blake in the low-walled dugout,
and began to "farm it," making a strange sight
as he followed the plow along the clean furrows,
through the windy spring weather, behind those
mules m their shining, silver-mounted harness.
To make the purchase took seven hundred
dollars of the twelve hundred in the Wichita
bank.

Shortly after making the purchase he was given
reason to rejoice because of it. The bank foiled,
entailing the loss of the rest of his money. This
loss impressed itself queeriy on Prethro's untamed
imagination.

" Say, Blake," he said, laying down the news-
paper in which the account of the disaster ap-
peared, " now ain't that enough to gall a feller ?
Five hunderd good hard dollars gone f 'r nothin' I

Jes think of the whole howlin* lot o' fun I might
'a' had spendin' that five hunderd, while I was
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cuttin' that big swath back there! 'N' now I
ain't got even a memory t' show f'r it ! Ain't
that enough t' make a man want t' stand up in a
corner like a <%gone broncho 'n' jes' everlastin'ly
kick hisself? But I ain't biamin' you," he added,
charitably

;
" you acted accordin' to your lights !

"

Lost Charlie laughed, with dancing dark eyes,
when Blake told him of this; and felt called on
to laugh again when Blake announced that he
had purchased for himself a " rig," consisting of
a pair of smart bronchos and a roomy, two-seated
carnage, with which he purposed to begin the
work of a locator.

"You see, I must be doing something if 1
settle down here," Blake urged in extenuation.

I here are n t enough people in Golden City to
buy half the stuff Prethro can grow himself from
that black soil with irrigation, so I can't afford to
put my time and labor in there with him. These
grangers are hot-footed after this land; they
want to be located, and located right, and not
have to stumble round and pick out the sur-
veyed hnes themselves. I 've looked over the
country a bit"— he displayed some land office
plats— "and I can locate them. There 's money
in It.

'

Old Shake shook his head. He did not
more than half ajpprove. He still thought the
grangers a lot of fools with fleece in their heads
instead of brains ; but if they would make idiots
or themselves

!

" The only thing to cure this land fever, and
they ve got it bad," he said, "is a good, old-
tashioned plains drought; that'll knock it. And
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it'll come all right, cive it time enough. I Ve
told dozens of 'em that, but they won't believe
me; thmk I just want to keep em out so 's I
can have the range fer my cattle. Mebby this
showm' 'em where to settle is all right; at any
rate it 's a big opportunity— fer you f"

Blake found the work of a locator fully as
pleasant and profitable as he had dreamed. With
plats from the land office showing the govern-
ment surveys and the section numbers, he rode
over the country very carefully now, seeking the
corner mounds of the surveyors, and marking
them here and there with high piles of sod. For
ten miles on each side of the railroad the Santa
Fe had a land grant of every alternate section.
All the rest of the valley land and rolling plain,
further than eye could see, was government land,
open to settlement, with the exception of two
sections of school land in each congressional
township.

Blake gave his time to the region north of the
river

;
for on the south side there was a ten-miles

stretch of uninviting sand-hills, grass covered
now, but in the early days of plains travel mere
heaps of drifting and shining desolation. The
feet that these sand-hills had been grassed over
by coarse blue-stem and broom sedge was one of
the arguments which the grangers used to show
that the region of safe rainfall was extending
steadily westward, and now included this area
heretofore deemed fit only for cattle.

Having fixed his corr»r marks and so familiar-
ized himself with the lay of the valley land and
the upland flats that he knew just where to drive
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to find almost any section or quarter section,

Jackson Blake placed himself with his new rig

in front of the Santa Fe station a short time
before the arrival of each passenger train from
the East, and began to solicit business from the
land seekers. He also interviewed the men who
were swarming westward in the white prairie

schooners. From the start he was given so
much to do that he found the days hardly long
enough. The man who satisfies any human
hunger succeeds; and these men from the East
and the Middle West were fiercely hungry—
hungry for land.

Always a lover of the open air, always a lover
of nature, those long drives over the short-grass
plains behind the swiftly trotting bronchos were
to Blake a never-ending joy. He worked earlv
and late. He saw the sun flare red over the rim
of the eastern horizon and saw it sink in a sea of
gold in the west. He heard the meadow lark
sing from thistle stem and stalk of wild sun-
flower, heard the piping of the upland plover and
the angry chatter of the prairie dog owls, watched
the long lope of the coyote and the scurrying
of the jack rabbit, and seemed to live again, as
he had not lived for nearly six years. The
spring air, sometimes very gusty it is true, was
to him like the tonic of wine. Thus he toiled
and thus he drove, with groups of eager land
seekers, seeing them settle down here and there
like alighting swallows and begin to throw up
soddy nests which they called homes.

Returning one afternoon alone from a trip up
the valley, he beheld a white-covered wagon and
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a team of horses close by the river side. The
driver had dismounted and was lowering the
reins from the hames, that the horses might
drink from the stream, which at that point was
approachable.

Blake looked at the man and the team without
much interest, wondering vaguely if the man
might not want to locate near Golden City, in-
stead of trying farther up the valley, when he be-
came aware of a deep, soughing roar somewhere
jjehind him. He had never heard anything like
it. The singularity of the sound caused him to
stop his bronchos and listen. Then he heard it

more plainly— a dull, booming roar.
" Can't be a cyclone," was his thought, lookine

at the sky.
*

It was a brilliant azure, with a golden sun blaz-
ing out of it. There had been no rain for some
time, and Blake had begun to think that perhaps
the drought of which Old Shake had prophesied
was already on the land. The appearance of the
sky, without a speck of cloud from rim to rim
to mar its matchless color, assured him that the
dull roar could not be the trumpet-heralding of a
tornado.

It was growing noticeably louder. Once he
believed he felt the earth quiver. He was not
familiar with the moods of nature in the valley
of the Upper Arkansas, so thought of earthquakes
and other things; then turned his bronchos
toward a low eminence that promised to give him
a good backward view of the river bottom.
He was no more than half way to the top of

the little hill when he beheld a sight that at first
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puzzled him, then quickened his heart beats. A
great wail of water was thundering down the
almost dry channel of the Arkansas, its front a
smoking mass that stood upright like that wall of
waves when Moses smote the sea. Like a flash a
knowledge of what this thing was came to him.

His eyes were looking on the thundering ad-
vance of a June flood, which the sudden mdting
of the snows of the distant mountains under the
burning summer heat had shot through the com-
pressed gateway of the fer-oflP Grand Caflon like

a stone flung out from an ancient catapult.

Cramped and contracted by a sudden pinching-
in of the river bed, it had gathered force there,

just beyond the point where he saw it, and was
now rushing down the half-dry channel of the
stream, roaring in wrath and shaking the ground
like a giant walking.

Jackson Blake pulled his bronchos round and
raced them across the slope of the hill. He did
not head for the upland and safety, but straight

toward the white-covered wagon and the man who,
all unconscious of peril, was calmly .vatering his

horses at the river, thinking, if he heard the sound,
at all, that it was made by the ceaseless winds
tearing at some pass of the sand-hills.

As Blake drove thus wildly down the valley

toward the river, he swung his hat and shouted
to the man, trying to give nim warning. He saw
the man look up as if in surprise. Then he
yelled again, pointing up the river, while he lashed

the galloping bronchos on.
" Get your team out !

" he screamed. " Get
your team out ! A flood ! a flood !

"
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The man drew up the reins of his horses,
looking at Blake as if he thought a madman was
racmg toward him. Again Blake waved his hat,
pomted UP the river, and screamed his warning.
He wondered at the man's stupidity, for even
above the clatter of his carriage wheels and the
patter of the bronchos' hoofs he could hear
the increasing roar.

All at once the man understood. He saw the
wild flood itself as it leaped round a bend of the
nver and jumped toward him like an angry beast,
Its torn front yellow and tossing in rage. Then
he climbed hastily into the wagon and began to
pull the team away from the river.

" Cut your horses loose !
" Blake yelled.

Probably the man did not understand him ; at
any rate he did not heed, but continued to pull
his team round. That wagon held his earthly
all, and he did not want to lose it. But he was
not ten yards from the river, trying to lash his
slow horses into a run by beating them with the
ends of the lines, when he saw that he could not
escape if he clung to the wagon. Thereupon he
jumped down and began to unhook the trace
chains and the breast yoke ; having done which
he began to load something from the wagon upon
one of the horses.

" That man is a fool
!

" thought Blake, and
again he screamed at him.
More effective than Blake's shouts was the

warning given by the flood itself, as it came nearer
down the sandy river bed and began to spread
out beyond the fringy margin of willows into the
wide valley. The combing crest fell somewhat
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with this expansion, yet the turbid wall tore wildly

on. The driver could see it auite plainly now,

that yellow terror, with front like a writhing mat
of dirty wool, in which sticks and willow tops

churned and threshed with a strange commingling

of snapping noises and a hoarse watery undertone

growled in angry base.

Seeing it rushing thus upon him he drew his

knife and slashed the lines apart, then tried to

climb upon one of the horses. But he had de-

layed too long in his efforts to save the wagon
and its contents. Jackson Blake, still some dis-

tance away on much higher ground, saw the

yellow wall dash upon the foolhardy stranger.

It was like the impact of a landslide. Man and

team were overborne ; the wagon rose like a chip,

then whirling over went out of sight. The next

instant the man and the horses rolling together in

a tangle of struggling forms and wavmg legs and

heads also went down.

Jackson Blake was out of his carriage, having

left it with a flying leap over the spinnmg wheels

that permitted the bronchos to race on unhin-

dered; then he ran toward the spot where the

man and horses had disappeared, with the spread-

ing waters rushing out to meet him.

He saw one of the horses rise with frantic

lunges, and fall over again ; beheld the other

come up and begin to swim ; then caught a

glimpse of the man, as he was tossed on, a

me e wisp flung forward by the turbid front of

the flood.

Still Blake ran on. Both horses came up
once more, and finding an insecure footing began
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S, u -"^^ '""^ ff"'"'^ ""'^ *»» '"»ving them inthe .ubsidence. filake saw the waters falling, and•dl running at top speed he strained his eyes foranother ehmpse of the unfortunate driverHe thought he saw him again, dose by thewagon whKli had been hurled^pside doS 'mltwisted willow clump. Disregarding the waterJ
that were spreading widely out through the lowbottom lancf. he plunged in, wading toTiis kneesnsing now on a liillocked mound,^then tumbTng
to his hips into a hole. He could see the wagon
clearly enough, its white sheet spattered S
yeiw""

'*'g». to™ and flood stained to a dirty

In another minute Blake was floundering

footing, he found none, and plunged his^holebody under
i yet, when he came up, he wa,«solu. and ^erce with a courageo^Js detTr!

still floundered on, it sank to his%aist, thoughhe was reaching lower ground ; then sank to L
Sowlm^p"

'°""' " ''^ ^'''' ^-"d *«

With the water line dropping still more, hesaw he was not mistaken !n thinking the dark
object by the overturned wagon was tie form ofthe driver, caught m the willow branches, thatsagged downward under his weight and the weightoAhe nver drift There he\y. matted Smud and willow boughs, like a swallow drownedoy the ram m its own woven nest.
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The man did not Mem quite dead a* Blake,

the water no higher now than his knees, waded

up to tiie roots of the trees, for he lay in a limp

and doubled heap with one hand thrown up oyer

his head as if to protect it from the pounding

blows of the unheeding flood.

Blake lifted him, a soggy burden, in his drip-

ling wet arms, and began to carry him across the

Jooded ground to the nigher land beyond, which

the horses had gained, and where the bronchos,

no hand now to guide or restrain them, had

cramped the carriage round and had begun to

crop the rich herbage of buiFalo and grama grasses.

Not until he had reached this higher and still

dry ground and laid his burden down did Jack-

son Blake look into the face of the man, whom
he had sought to rescue, yet who might even then

be as lifeless as the clay that sttined and plastered

his coarse clothing. As he looked into that

face turned upward toward the deep sapphire pf

the wonderful summer sky he started back with

an exclamation. The man dead or alive wu
Hank Wilson

!

For a moment Blake stood there reeling as if

attacked by a sudden sickness. His heart seemed

to leap into his throat and then stop still. His

fece blanched under its coat of tan. Back to him

with all the vividness of yesterday, came a horrid

memory, in which he saw the saloon of Chris

Miller, the beery bar, the card tables, heard the

coarse ribaldry and the drunken levity, scented

the heavy odors of alcohol and stale tobacco; be-

held Hank Wilson himself with the fen of pic-

tured cards in his hand ; saw the fierce, intoxicated
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look in the face of Jed Andenon ; felt the knife
jn his own hand, the twingof the blowi, the reel-
ing crash from the doorway, and the awfiil
awakening to the fiwt that he wu a murderei
^P*^P^^tuTegnvtn in his brain by a point tipped
wjth helhsh fire had never been erased, yet had
never stood out in all its awfiil colors more
vividly.

Hank Wilson lay as if dead, smeared with
nver mud and sand, eyes closed, legs spread out,
one arm at his side and the other dropped limply
across his mud-soaked breast.
Only for a moment did Blake stand .re in

reeling horror and hesitation ; then he whs down
on his wet knees, nibbing, chafing, kneading,
rolling the form about in strenuous endeavor to
revive the flicker of life, if it had not been blown
out entirely. He shivered as he worked, though
not because he was drenched to the skin ; his fece
was set like a death mask ; through his parted
lips his white teeth gleamed as if in a horrid
smile; his heart pounded furiously and fiwt, and
his swelling throat and bosom seemed to be
choking him. Yet he did not relax his efforts
until there were unmistakable signs of returninir
animation in the limp body.
He stopped as he saw Wilson gasp for a

draught of the sweet air; stopped and studied
the familiar lines of those now pallid features
where a faint flush told of restored circulation

;

then he resumed his work.
Jackson Blake was some distance away bring-

mg up the bronchos and the carriage when Hank
Wilson came to full consciousness and stared
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bout, dued by what had happened. He did
not know how he had arrived at that spot of drv
ground. He remembered the sudden wild dasn
of the flood and how it had picketd him up as if

he were but a straw, and he saw that his clothes

were wet and that the grass where he lay was wet
from them. Hence he knew that the man whom
he now beheld approachins had drawn him out
of those awful waters and brought him back to
life. A feelinff of deep gratitude to this man
surged in his heart.

Then his pulses leaped when, the bronchos
and carriage coming still nearer, he saw, spite of
the changes of years, that he had known this man
in that other land as a youth.

" Dick Brewster
!

" was the name that rose to
his lips, yet it stopped there unuttered.



CHAPTER XVII

SHADOWS OP COMING EVENTS

IT was a strange game that Jackson Blake and
Hanic Wilson were playinB.

" Should 'a' thought you 'a 'a' ninned away
frum thet air flood," the Arkansan drawled, hici-

ing h' face behind the smoke of his pipe, as he
at with Blake in Prethro's dugout talking it

over, as he had already done a dozen times.
" Thet is, seein' 't I was a tee-total stranger to
you ! I dessay I would ef it'd been me."

" Stranger or no stranger," said Blake, looking
at the little window set in the sod wall— the
wall rose but two or three feet above the level of
the plain-like valley— "it would have been just
the same to me ; you needed help. I shouldi n't
have been much of a man if I had n't given it."
" Saved my life, too I " reflectively, with a

covert glance at the side of the face turned toward
him. " Not thet it 's wu'th much. Seems lack
it's a frazzle, hardly wu'th keepin', sometimes.
But I ain't got ary other

!

" He tried to laugh.
« Hain't got ary other ; so I hev ter do the best
I kin with this 'un. Thet 's what I su'gested to
messe'f when I started out this erway. ' Hank
Wilson,' I says to messe'f, ' you wu'thless cuss,
you hain't er-doin' no good settin' roun' hvar
chawin' and smokin' terbacker, an* you ham't
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never goin' to be doin' any good, nuther ; better
traipse out West, whar thar 's sech a-talkin' 'bout
Ian' t' be hed, an' see ef ye cyan't git yesse'f
some. Be er man 'stid of an ol' no-'count coon
dawg

!

' But I reckon ef 't had n't been fer
you !

"

_
He studied the side of the fece turned toward

him, noting with keen eye the brown beard, the
brown hair which had been once like whitish
lint, the square jaw, and the prominent brows.
It was a handsome head—good to look on; and
something of its power made itself felt to the
mind of the Arkansan.
"Thet r'arin' ol' water played Jesse wi' my

waggin, o* course, an' all the truck in it ; but the
waggin kin be fixed an' the harniss; so I ain't

'z bad off'z I mout be. An' this Ian' roun' hyar
suits me. Knowin' now what ter expect, no
omstreperout. crazy floods don't ketch me ergin,
an' I 'low I 'd like ter jes' squat on thet air bit
o' Ian' thet kem so nigh ter bein' my graveyard.
You said thet it war still open ter settle-ment,
I b'lieve.?"

Blake nodded, still looking out of the window
where the sky was feding into night.

" Good Ian', too ?
"

" Yes, I think so." '

" Good 'z thar is roun' hyar, likely ?
"

" I think so."
" I '11 take it ef you '11 make out the papers fer

it fer -ne. Be yer neighbor, then ! " He tried
to laugh again. " Kind er miss the trees lack
they have back in Arkansaw, but I kin grow
trees, mebby— little 'uns, anyhow; so I '11 jes'
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squat on thet air quarter. Gits dryer furder
west, they tell me."

This was the day after the rescue from the
river. Two days later, with the flood a sticky

memento drying on the grass blades. Hank Wil-
son squatted on the land where he had so nearly
found a grave ; and having made the improve-
ments required by law, which in practice con-
sisted of laying the foundation of a house and
spading out the beginnings of a well, he com-
pleted his entry by a visit to the land office, where
he made his formal application for the quarter
section which the land law permitted him to take.

Blake breathed a sigh of relief when he saw
Wilson depart on that trip to the land office,

even thougn he knew Wilson would be back in

a day or two. He drove alone out over the
plains, not visiting the railroad station for the
purpose of picking up any would-be settlers, and
took hours to think over the situation in which
he now found himself.

" I will stay," he decided, when he had thought
it all out. " And why should I not stay ? Hank
Wilson does not recognize me. I ought to have
felt sure from the first that he could not recog-
nize me, with all the changes which time and
hard work have made in my appearance. The
civilized world is so small a place that, if I do
not leave it entirely, 1 must expect now and then
to meet some one who knew me in the old days.
But they will fail to recognize me now, just as

he did."

There was one other thing which helped to
determine him on this course. He longed for
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some scraps of information concerning the peo-
ple and the old place— some knowledge of
Christine and his father, and others whom he
had known and who had been so much to him
there. In all those long-short years he had not
heard one word. Now he realized how hungry
he was for this. A whisper, a breath from that
old air; he felt that he would give worlds for
It

!
Already Hank Wilson in rambling on .-.bout

his own affairs had mentioned a few familiar
names. He would be sure to mention others.
By adroit questioning he might be made to talk
more and more of the things which Blake wished
to know, and thus little by little the details of
what had occurred there could be added to
Blake s store of knowledge.
"Yes, I will stay!" /ackson Blake decided,

speaking to himself in full round tones. « I will
stay

!

Then he drove back over the grassy levels,
smiling strangely as he watched the swinging trot
of the swiftly moving bronchos. He was living
the sweetest parts of the old life over again in
memory. °

Hank Wilson did some thinking also, as he
drove away on his journey to the land office.

boon s I taken er' squint at 'im I knowed
him though he has changed a mighty con-
sidable; but I hain't er-goin' ter say nothin' ter
nobody; wouldn't say nothin' ter nobody, even
et he had n t drug me out'n thet air water. Kasewhy ? he did n t do thet killin' ; 't war me driv
thet kmfe inter Jed Anderson! It's a tur'ble
secnt ter kerry, but I '11 kerry it messe'f ; don't
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need any one ter holp me in thet. Kerned it ergood while I hev, by messe'f; an' I kin kerry
It a consid able furder, I reckon."
He snapped his whip thoughtfully at his

horses
;

they were hitched to a buggy he had
hired in the town.

^'
" Thet air is what made me leave Arkansaw—

w7v!" *i"='''«"f!. Could n't Stan' it ter swal-
ler ther Ransom., air ary minute longer; reck-

Lawz, ef I d er knowed how thet air murderwar gom- ter ha'nt me! Ef I 'd er knowedhow Jed Anderson war er-goin' ter rise up bymy bed o nights wi' the blood streamin' frumhim and pint his fingers at me. an' say. jes' lack

r r r
1"/°"*= "' y°" done it!' LawdGawd, ef I'd er knowed thet! But I'd been

er-swallenn' whiskey, too, thet night; an' j ddid act scanlous an' pesky mean ter me, fer a

ItnKhT/"*"
"'.'"

F^'^y •"*=*"• An' aifter I

k?i .-..""• ,^°« f,'°"''^"'^ do nothin' butkeep still; though I kern mighty near ter
shoutin when I got word thet JDick hed skunout frum thet air jail. An' I hain't er-goirtTr
say ther word that'll take 'im back ter it^ The[

Z;„. 7""
t

""'ghty peart trick he done,
gittin out er thet; an' he'll stay out fer aler me. he will, even ef thar is 'three er fo'

i?'i!LM"T °'
r."^"*^ ^^ '^^' •"«" that'llput im back thar ag'.n. I 'm needin' money badernough-hain t many needs it wusser, I reckon

;

Ju T "f
^'^ " '"'d ernough yit fer thet."When Jackson Blake drove down the trail

leading from Golden City to Prethro's dugout.
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darkness had fallen, and he heard Prethro sing-

ing ahead of him in the path. The words of

the song concerned the doings of that famous
cowboy, Sam Bass, but the tones and the man-
ner of utterance were the things that attracted

Blake's attention. Prethro was in a merry
mood.

" Hello !
" he called, stopping and waiting for

Blake to come up, then climbed into the seat

beside him without ceremony.
" You 're musical to-night !

" Blake ventured.
" Say," said Prethro, slapping him on the

knee, " I was jes' thinkin' while 1 warbled along,

what a daggone fool Sam Bass was, t' go t' Texas
'n' turn cowboy! No more cow punchin' f'r

mc. What d' ye think ?
"

" A good many things," Blake answered.
" By jacks, that land, ye know— give seven

hunderd f'r it, you recomember! Feller come
'long this afternoon 'n' bantered me to let him
have it fer— what d'ye think?"

" Eight hundred, perhaps."
"A thousan' dollars ; a cool thousan' ! Says

I, ' Young feller,'— he was young, 'n' that may
account Pr it!— says I, 'Young feller, I ain't

hankerin' to sell, f'r I 've jes' bought it, but if I

was I 'd go ye ! Do- you reely think it's worth
what you 're ofFerin' fer it,' I says to him, ' 'er

air you jes' tryin' t' make me feel good, so 's I '11

sleep hearty t'-night?' An' what d'ye think?

Says he t' me, ' That land lays clost up ag'in th'

town, d' ye notice ?
'

' I 've been noticin' it
!

' I

says. ' Well, as you won't sell,' he says, ' I

don't mind sayin' t' you that she '11 be worth two

I
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thousan' 'fore th' summer 's done.' Was he
joshin' me, 'r preachin' ? I could 'a' got th'
thousan', I reckon!"

" I think that he may not be far off in his
guess; land here is bound to rise, it's going
up now like a rocket. He did n't offer you any
more than your land is worth to-day, in my
opmion. Town lots are rising; everythine is
rismg." ' "

" Even th' price of grub, if you 've noticed
;them iievm' store keepers in Golden have pried

up th' cost of everything, an' air weighin' their
hands m t' boot every time they make a sale. I
reckon I '11 hold onto that land a spell, anyhow "

" That 's right, hold it."
*-

• ^

"Might speckilate a little yerself," Prethro
suggested. "You ain't dippin' into nothin'.
Jes showm' these grangers round an' seein' 'em
settle down on th' range— which is a shame ! —
an not tryin' t' git holt of anything yerself. Buy
some land, 'r take a claim, 'r git holt of some-
thm some way ; then sell out, soon 's some fool
gits crazy 'nough to make it pay ye."

Blake did not answer this. He had reasons
of his own for not wishing to buy or sell real
estate. How could he make a deed or written
transfer ? He could not use the name of Dick
Brewster. Could he sign any legal document
with the name of Jackson Blake, though in so
doing every dollar invested might be made to
breed like a mackerel .? His scanty legal knowl-
edge made him believe that the thing would not
be criminal in the eyes of the law ; but in his
own eyes it would be a crime, ^o he was not
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taking land, he waa not investing, he was not

speculating, though he saw a thousand opportu-

nities round him whereby he could make money.

The subject was not pleasant, and he turned

the talk again to the immortal Sam Bass, and

soon had Prethro engaged busily in spinning

cowboy yarns.

Hank Wilson came back ; and, settling down
in a hastily constructed dugout, began to put in

crops, though the season was already late. This

was not pleasing to Prethro, who did not desire

any rivalry in his self-appointed position of vege-

table purveyor to the rapidly growing town of

Golden City.

Blake assisted Wilson as much as he could,

though he would have found it hard to account

even to Hank Wilson himself, to say nothing of

Prethro and other friends, if he had been com-

pelled to answer why he took such interest in,

this stranger from Arkansas. He found odd

minutes and even hours in which to aid in con-

structing the dugout. He helped Wilson to sink

a well, to build a sod stable, to stretch the barbed

wires for a small corral.

It was really pathetic if one could have under-

stood ; for in all this, Blake, wholly innocent of

any knowledge that Wilson was .the man who
had plunged the knife into the heart of Jed

Anderson, was performing a labor of compen-

sating love and devotion. By some strange

mental process it seemed to him that the things

he was doing for Wilson he was doing for Chris-

tine and for his father. He was laying up those

sod walls for them, digging that well for them,
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splicing and pulling at that barbed wire for them.
And, remarkable though it may seem, he found
something of peace and rest in it.

When Wilson spoke sometimes of people backm Ransoms, Blake, pretending to be but slightly
interested, listened with aching heart. The little
that was said was like a drop of water to Tanta-
lus

; so much remained unsaid ! He learned
that Christine lived and that his fether lived.
Wilson, perceiving no doubt that Blake was
hungry for such information, doled out a little
now and then, pretending to be talking mean-
while of thmgs which had happened to himselfm connection with people unknown to this man.

In his work as a locator Blake soon began to
find rivalry. He had been earning big wages,
and the man who does that always encounters'
competition. The one livery stable in Golden
City put out some locating teams; and, as the
business paid and the hungry land hunters in-
creased like swarming locusts, other men entered
mto the work of showing them about over the
plains and pointing out to them the corner marks
of sections and quarter sections, and advising them
where to locate.

Throughout it all Old Shake kept on in the
even tenor of his way ; every night reading a little
from his favorite volume, every morning riding
about, into the town, or out upon the plains
where his immemorial pastures were being taken
by men who claimed them now as their own and
talked sharply with threatenings of damage suits
if he did not keep his cattle away from their crops.
Fortunately the greater part of his herd, let loose
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to roam at will after the round-up and the brand-
ing, was far away, where even the restless settlers

had not yet reached.

Old Shake had ominously and sonorously
prophesied drought, casting eye at sky and hori-

zon as if he were the Ancient Mariner. He had
believed the drought was coming; but the rains

were falling, as they had done at that season the
year before and the year before that It did seem
as if the theories of^ the land hunters were true,

and that the character of the climate was changing
and pushing the region of safe rainfall farther and
ever ferther west. Old Shake did not believe it

;

but the signs and the elements were all against

him, and his prophesying of evil to those who
trusted to the flood gates of the skies instead of
the flood gates of an irrigating ditch was thought
to have a deep basis of selfishness, as any man
would naturally want to keep that magnificent

pasturage for his cattle.

So the settlers came and continued to come,
the warm verduring rains causing them to crowd
upon each other in their eagerness to get land
before the best of it should be gone. They
pushed farther and farther out from Golden
City ; and the city itself grew with such miracu-
lous development of life and energy that it seemed
Aladdin himself had awakened long enough to

give a few nibs to his old brass lamp and engage
in che business of town booming.



CHAPTER XVIII

HYMEN'S CARNIVAL

BLAKE," said Prethro, with strange sheep-
ishness, puffing out a cloud of screening

tobacco smoke to hide his face, " been a thing I
thought o" mentionin' t' you fr a goodish bit
Nice an' cool in yere, ain't it ?

"

The day had been one of intense heat, the sky
a burning cobalt ; but within the dugout the heat
was quite bearable.

"."''" **''^ ^'*'^«> replying generally and
looking absently at some dry rosin-weed kindling
he had been breaking up for the purpose of start-
ing the evening fire in the cook stove.

Prethro fidgeted and began to grow more em-
barrassed.

" Did n't know— ahem !— did n't you, ye
know, but you might 'a' noticed it!"

Blake, smiling in his brown beard, evaded a
reply by rattling at one of the stove lids and
looking into the stove to see if the ashes needed
to be removed.

Prethro hesitated so long this time that at
length Blake spoke.

"Noticed what— the heat.? I noticed that,
all right, when I was out."

"'Pies like yer mother uster make!'" said
Prethro, breaking out in an unexpected spot. It
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wtu not what he wanted to say, though, and Blake
knew it.

" Pies ?
" Blake auestioned, looking up.

" ' Like yer motner uster make.' Be good t'

put on a sign fer an eatin'-house, don't ve think ?

seen a sign like that down in Wichita, you
recomember— you spoke of it at th' time, 'n'

laughed, but struck me as eood. ' Pies like yer
mother uster make.' Put that on a sign over an
eatin'-house f'r these yere grangers t' snag their

optics on, an' it 's my 'pinion they '11 come into

that hash house ever' time. Got some good pun-
kins 'n' squashes, pie-plant, 'n' other truck grow-
in' on my land— you seen it t' other day. Can't
pit no price fer it in th' stores, so I been thinkin'

It 'd pay big t' turn that stuff into pies 'n' sell it

myself. 'N other words set up a rest'rant."

« Not a bad idea," said Blake. « What made
you think of it ?

"

" Well, or Shake's cattle bizness is goin' t' be
deader 'n dead chinch bugs in a little while ; no
more range 'count of th' grangers bein* crazy f'r

land, 'n' you locaters showin it to 'em. Was
talkin' to 'im 'bout it t'-day— 'bout that an'

some other things— 'n' he says, says Ol' Shake,
' Th' cattle bizness in shore goin', but don't make
so much difF'runce t' me, f'r I 'm goin' soon, too,

me 'n' th' ol' woman ; though it does make a

heap sight diif'runce f'r th' girls. They 've got
t' live on, even if th' range peters.' That 's what
he said, 'r words to that effeck, with some poitry

throwed in f'r good measure."
" I guess he has diagnosed the disease cor-

rectly," Blake remarked, looking into the coal-box.
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"So, th" lubjec' comin' round handy like, I

hands the ol man a few words that I'd been
honin to deliver f'r some time."
He glanced at Blake but received no return

look of encouragement. Blake was very much
mterested in that coal-box; it was nearly empty,
and possibly he was thinking that an empty coal-
box needs to be refilled. ^ '

" Not that I "m fergittin' some things that mebby
1 ought to recomember, you know, but I hands
im a few to the effeck that me 'n'— ahem !— me
n Jinny— "

»u
" « L°"l''***,. *J"* '"'PP''^

!
'•>'» *M worse

r '"«,. o. "8 *^°^ f«* ^o'ds to Old Shake,
for Old Shake had been kindly receptive, at

" Well, durn it," he blurted suddenly, " youknow what 1 mean! Me 'n' Jinny air goin' t'
be hitched Thursday night of next week, ^n' then
we re ^oin into th' rest'rant bizness in Golden.
Uoin t have a reg'lar lay-out of a weddin', with
all th fringes— flubdubs 'n' flummery 'n' gim-
cracks f r her, an' me prancin' round in a black
coat like a spavined cow pony. We ain't eoin'
t count th' cost. There 'fl be a reg'lar pa«on;
an after th parson goes there'll be a high ol'
dance, with Lost Charlie doin' th' fiddlin' act, an*Fony Brown 'r some one callin' th' figgers.
1 his am t any mgraved invitation on shiny card-
board that you 're ^ittin' to that weddin', Blake,
but It s straight out— rough, mebby, like throwin*
a rope at a steer— but it 's th' kind that if I had

thfTT- ![ ' *»^g°" t' g" married, I 'd want
that fnend t' hand t' me."
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Blake turned from the stove and the coal-box

now ; he could no longer make a pretence of fail-

ing to undersund, e/en if he had wished to and

he did not wish to. There was sincerity in his

hcc and in his tones when he spoke.

« I 'II be there," be said, " and I thank you

;

such an invitation is good enough for a king.

And now that the subject is up, Prethro, let me
tell you that I think you have n't made any mis-

take in your choice of a wife."

He extended his hand heartily in congratulation.

Prethru beamed like a Kansas sunset.

"You wasn't guessin' 'bout that little joker

I had up my sleeve
!

" he said, with innocent

delight. "It's been a su'prise all round. Lost

Charlie nigh about took a fit when I invited him,

and Pony opened his mouth tell I thought t*

goodness th kid'd swaller hisself. Fine ol'

su'prise all round."

"You always were good at surprises," Blake

admitted, smiling down upon his mend. Then
he told one of tbe biggest and most pardonable

lies of his life. " It was a great surprise ; I don't

see how you managed to keep it n-om all of us

so well !

'

Prethro slapped his knee joyously.
" Say," he said, spreading his mouth in a wide

grin, " I been layin awake nights, wantin' t' tell

Jou 'bout that, but dassent, f'r the reason that

inny told me t' keep my head shet. But it 's

so nigh now that she ain't 'bjectin' any longer.

Didnt know but you might 'a' guessed it,

though."

Blake did not burden himself with a further
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iilMhood; he only imiled and repeated hit
consratulationi.

•nVe 've been pards a good long time now— nigh about a year," taid Prethro. "Don't
teem like it's so long, but 'tis— nigh about a
year."

He looked at Blake earnestly.
" Did n't know but you might be keepin' some

tort o' secrits from me, same 's I was frum you ?

"

"In what way ? " Blake asked, going back to
the stove.

" 'T would be nice, now," Prethro urged, " if
we two could tighten them pard cinches a bit
OKhter, 'n' be brother-in-laws as well 'z pards.
Thought mebby you might be thinkin' of it;
nice girl, Vadjr is. Ain't no likelier heifer round
these ranges, z fur "z I 've noticed, 'ceptin' mebhy
Jinny, who 's older 'n' more suited t' me on account
of her age. 'T would n't be bad, that brother-in-
law bizness, strikes me."

Jackson Blake flushed slightly.
" What about Lost Charlie ? " he inquired.
" Well, he has been herdin' round there some,

that's a fac'. But I dunno 'z that gives him any
ownership. She 's a maverick, till somebody slaps
his brand onto her."

" I think that Miss Vady is the sole and only
reason that has caused Lost Charlie to stay so
long with Old Shake. That's my guess, any-

" Well, mebby ; but he ain't corralled her yit.
So long 'z she 's out on th' free range, without
rope on her 'r brand, she 's any man's that ketches
her."
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Blake laughed. He was accustomed to the

cowboy idiom, but familiarity could not stale some
of Prethro's eccentricities of language.

" She is good enough for any man. I 'm not

denying that, Prethro. But I don't happen to

be in me marrying humor just at present. But
we 're pards always, if not brothers-m-law."

" Shore !
" said Prethro, with animation. " 'N'

I ain't never wantin' any better.
|

But when I

come t' brother-in-laws, I 'd prefer ropin' up with

you more 'n with any other man. Not that Lost

Charlie ain't all right, far he is. Jes' a matter o'

preference, you know; 'n'— 'n' friendship."

There were many invitations issued to that

wedding and dance. Those invitations reached

as far as Dodge City on the east and Las Animas
on the west, and took in likewise many of the

people of Golden City, including some of the

newer arrivals. And almost every invitation was

accepted. Perhaps some of those who came real-

ized that cowboy dances, to say nothing of cowboy
weddings, were to be things of history very soon,

and for that reason were the more anxious to be

present.

Old Shake's mansion of sod would do for the

wedding ceremony, but when it came to the dance

a more roomy interior was needed. So the par-

titions were removed from the wide bunk-rooms,

which in the times when Old Shake was younger
and more of a cattle king had sheltered many
cowboys, and thus a large space was provided,

with a raised platform at one end for the accom-

modation of Lost Charlie and the caller of the

dance figures.
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"We could import one o' these yre string
bands that they call an orch'-it'-y, frum Dodge,"
Jim Prethro explained, speaking of these prepara-
tions to Blake, " but 'twould n't be like th' good
ol' times. Gimme one fiddle, 'r mebby two, in
the fingers of fellers that knows how t' jig 'em, 'n'

you kin cut out all the orchestrys f'r me. 'N' f 'r

good springy dance music, th' kind that lifts you
by yer boot straps, if Lost Chariie can't tear it

out of that thing he calls his wild canary there
hain't no man on this footstool what kin."

So the Thursday evening of the wedding came.
The July and August rains were over and fall was
drawing on. The day had been one of melting
heat, but the air was cool and sweet now, for the
coolness of night comes quickly to those high
plains when the sun hides his burning face away
behind the rimming horizon of the flats. The
stars hung out their clear lamps, like flashing
candelabra in the great high dome of the night
sky. Nocturnal insects scraped their fiddles as
if calling on Lost Charlie to begin his music.

Across the darkened expanses cowboys came
riding on galloping bronchos that kicked up
white streaks of dust ; settlers' wives, sons, and
daughters arrived in big wagons filled with prairie
hay, which made for the laughing young people
more comfortable seats than any uphoUtered
cushions ever contrived by the cunning hand of
man ; while out from the town of Golden City
rode and walked those who had been so blest as
to receive invitations, and some others who had
not, but who thought it worth their while merely
to stand round outside like cranes in the darkness,
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if they could but listen and look on at that

distance.

Within the great sod house itself, in addition

to the arriving guests, was Jim Prethro, awk-
wardly self-conscious in his unaccustomed black
clothes, which Blake had with much trouble

helped him into. Lost Charlie was there, too

;

he was to stand at Prethro's side ("t' take th'

cuss off
!

" said Prethro), when the new Golden
City preacher pronounced those words of solemn
import. Pony Brown was there also, tremu-
lously interested and important, guying Prethro
at times by assuming that Prethro had snatched

the prize of a bride from him just when he was
makmg up his mind to propose and be accepted.

Not the least of those who busied themselves

were Old Shake and Mrs. Shake. They were
like those flowering white century plants whose
rich, ripe bloom sometimes lends beauty and dig-

nity to such an occasion. Blake said their pres-

ence anywhere was a benediction, and it was more
than a benediction here.

Blake had not thought Virginia Caxton dow-
ered with beauty, but she was beautiful that night

as she stood before the,minister with Jim Prethro

and took upon herself those marriage vows. It

is said that every woman who marries with love

has the privilege of being beautiful at least once,

and that is when she seals her plighted love for

good or ill with the man of her choice.

This night Virginia looked tall and comely,

almost queenly, arrayed in white, with bride roses

in her dark hair. The customary sallowness of

her cheeks was driven away by the flush that now
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so well became them, and the light in her eyes

made them starlike. Prethro, clothed in solemn

black, lost in appearance standing there beside

her.

A bride is seldom tremulous or nervous; a

bridegroom is so nearly always, and Prethro,

never, as he would have told you, "a society

man," and awkward even on ordinary occasions

where fighting or shooting or cow-punching

work was not concerned, was doubly so now, due

to his desire to " do this yere thing up proper."

He came near getting his answers to the clergy-

man's questions in ahead of schedule time, but

he got them in, and that was, after all, the main

thing. Then he could not find the ring. He
had given it to Pony Brown when he should

have given it to Lost Charlie, and Pony having

thought it necessary to inspect some beer in

another room at this particular juncture, the

ring part of the ceremony came near being cut

out altogether. But Pony bounded into the

room with the desired article while Prethro was

still hunting for it through those unfamiliar pock-

ets of the black suit, and so saved the day most

heroically.

Lost Charlie was twanging his violin strings

before the wheels of the parson's buggy were lost

to hearing down the trail that led to Golden City,

and the sound of that twanging drew the guests

into the reconstructed bunk-rooms.
" Ladies and gentlemen," said Lost Charlie,

standing on his platform, violin and bow in his

hands, when the bunk-rooms were pretty well

filled, " there 's goin' to be some first-class singin'
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by and by, handed out from the warblin' heart ofmy old pard, Pony Brown. He made this prom-
ise to me under the gentle persuasions of a re-
volver; so knowing that he'll keep a promise
given like that, we're goin' to excuse him awhile
from callin

, and call on Petie Langton, of Las
Animas. Prance this way, Petie, if you please,
you re wanted."

'^

Pony Brown, very red in the face, was on his
short legs protesting that he had promised noth-
ing of the kind, but he was howled down • and
young Langton, a comely youth in cowboy garb
came forward out of the crowd, threw his wide
hat on top of the piano at which Nevada had
already established herself, and requested all those
who >yished to dance to get their partners for a
quadrille.

Instantly those young men who had not already
secured partners began to hurry here and there
stopping before self-conscious and blushing young
women and asking them for the honor In t
very few minutes the dance was in full swing • a
romping, joyous dance, the fiddle sending forth
a lively air and Petie Langton yelling the figures
It was necessary for him to yell, otherwise the
noise of those thudding boots and dancing feet
would have made his words indistinguishable.
I'etie Langton's calling ran something Tike this •

Bow to your pardners. All hands round and
circle to the left. First couple balance and swingNow next couple take a fling. (Everybody dance
as lively as you can— all the handsome girls and
every ugly man !) Whoop 'er up! -swing the
yaller-headed girl ; swing the beauty with a curl.
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Now promenade to beat the band, move like a
buckin' horse kickin' up sand. Bal— ance all '

Make— no— fall ! This is the call of a high
old ball

! Gents chassa and pound the floor
; go

it ag'in— a little bit more! First gent swing
your opposite pardner ; now your own girl. Ag'in
your opposite pardner; and now, whirl— your
girl— with the teeth of pearl ! Ladies now !

see the ladies dance to win ; three hands round
and go it ag'in. Everybody— grand right and left
(dance, my hearties, with all your heft !) Whoop
y up; that's right— you 're— all— right

; go
It, everybody ! Now, all promenade— for I am
through, and so are you ; and this is the end of
our howdy-do."

Lost Charlie could swing a bow and caper his
fingers without tiring as long as any other man,
but even he paused after a while, knowing that he
must hold himself somewhat in reserve, for this
dance, like all of its kind, was likely to last until
daybreak. Stopping thus to conserve his strength,
he called loudly for that " sweet singer," Pony
Brown, to " waltz forward and warble a few "

for
the entertainment of the dancers, while they
rested and fanned themselves.
There was no escape for Pony, except by an

ignominious flight out upon the open plains, and
Pony was too much of a coward for that ; so he
came forth, pushed forward by those who stood
with him at one end of the room.

"Gentlemen," he began, flushing painfully;
then stopped and coughed. " I mean, ladies and
gentlemen,— 'scuse me fer forgittin' my comp'ny
manners ; but I want to say this here is a hold-
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up. Now, why don'f you call on Lost Charlie

hisself? Sing! Why that feller can sing to

make a st-eer cry ! He done it on the Pawnee,

last round-up, and I 'm knowin' to the fact, fer I

was there. No, this ain't no josh,— I kin prove

it! The cattle was stampede crazy that night,

an' we all thought they 'd shore eo."
" Say, you chuckle-headed prairie dog, what

kind of a rig is this you 're givin' us ?
' Lost

Charlie derianded. " Do your singing,— that 's

what you .vas invited out on the floor for !

"

Pony Brown grinned, though still flushing

scarlet ; he had planned this to get even with

Lost Charlie for forcing him into that uncom-
fortable position.

" Oh, don't go to buckin' !
" he called. " This

here is all a true story, an' you know it."

" That 's right ! Go ahead. Pony ! Tell us

all about it!" came from all round.

Pony smiled and swaggered triumphantly.
" The cattle was that restless that night they

shook the ground with their breathin'. Then up
comes Lost Charlie. ' Gents," he says, ' 1 can

quiet them fellers I ' We told 'im to try, for,

by jacks, we could n'i, an' this is how he went
at it."

Here Pony spread his legs apart as if he were

mounted on a cow pony, lifted his arms as if he

were playing a violin ; then told his story, with

such natural pantomimic gestures, and they were

very effective, as came to him at the moment of

the telling.

" Here was Lost Charlie on his broncho, and

here was his fiddle, and here was them dad-gasted







Hymen's Carnival 207
crazy cattle ready to bolt any minute like a load
out of a pistol. But Lost Charlie was shore ekal
to the occasion. He begun to play his fiddle and
to nde round that there herd, and to sing while
he wasjslayin' ; and this here is what he sung toem and the how of his way of singin' it

:

" • D«rlingi, I un growing 0-0-old,
Silver threads unong th* gold.
Shines i-pon my brow to-day-iy.
Life is £iding fast away !

" • But, my darlings, you wiU be, you will be.
Ever young un* ftir t' me !

Yes, my darlings, you will be-e-e-ee.
Ever young un' ftir to me I

'

j-j""^"J,?" "^y ^^°°^ *"« '^ tl^em fool Steers
did n t believe the liar, an* took pity on him an'
aid n^ht down an' went to sleep jes' like little
lambs m a daisy paster."

If Pony Brown thought he would be let off
with this effort he was mistaken ; and not being
equal to the manufacture of another lie on short
notice, he was forced to fall back on the old cow-
boy favorites. So with a nod to Nevada at the
piano, who always knew what was coming when
he nodded in just that way, he opened with that
classic of the plains, "Sam Bass."

Sam Bass was bom in Indianny, it was his native home :
I was at the age of seventeen he first began to roam •

He come to Texas in his youth, a cowboy for to be.
And a better-hearted feller you 'd hardly ever see.

He rode the wildest bronchos, he roped the biggest steers.Me swung a gun so handsome 'twould fill your eyes with
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Hii chipi were leuned with fiingei, hit cut so bright with
quilts.

An' the way the girls floclied round hint give other fellers chills.

He got * herd together in the merry month of Miy,
Then started out fer Abilene, the devil for to piy ;

He sold 'em there fer pot o' cash, an' went on a howling spree.
And a tougher lot of cowboys you'd never want to see.

Pony Brown led his hero through ten verses
of this, and then stopped, not because there were
no more, or that the applause he received was not
entirely satisfactory, but simply for the reason that
he was out of breath.

When Pony confessed that hr was " done up,"
and sat down, cries of " Peaches " brought out
a merry-eyed boy with curly brown hair, a red
handkerchief round his neck, and a faint mus-
tache on his upper lip ; and " Peaches," in a
beautiful tenor voice, gave a rendering of one of
those woful songs which cowboys delight in,

this particular song being the dying words of a
poor range rider who " went up against a gun "

m the hands of a too-quick enemy. Each verse,
and there were many, was followed by what the
cowboys called a " chorus," which ran thus :—

Then toll the bells slowly.

And beat the drums lowly.

And play the Dead March as they carry me on

;

And drop a tear for me.
When they lay the sod o'er me.

For I 'm a poor cowboy, and far from my home.

This was so sad that Lost Charlie called for
" Handsome Harry," which " Peaches " sang in

a manner that was considered perfection

:
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"I'm I red hot, roaring cowboy, ind my nime it Hindiomc

ntrry i

I hive chiied the feitive iteer on miny plain

;

Spite of itunted uge ud nctui I love the rolling prtirie.
At the urry itilor loves the nging main.

With the .pangled Ay for coverlet, a uddle for my pillow.
I ve camped where blizzards freeze and und-hilli blaze

;

And by treacherous lake and river brink, where nodi the leafy
willow. - '

.

I have fought and drunk the alkali that slays.

" Raging reds, arrayed for battle.

Frightened, charging Texas cattle.

On the grassy slopes of memory arise {
But I downed them all, with neatness.
Took life's bitter with its sweetness

;

And I strive to rope good fortune u it flies."

There was much more of this, not so good,
perhaps, but good enough to drive away dSleful
thoughts of the unfortunate range rider.

Lost Charlie was scraping his fiddle before the
applause ended; and again, after a hustling
search for p.irtners, the couples formed in sets on
the floor, and once more the popular square dance
was bemg romped through in wild abandon.
Hank Wilson had been invited, because he

was supposed to be Blake's friend; and he
proved himself a nimble caperer, after the rough
Arkansas fashion with which he was familiar
Blake^ encountered him just after he had led a
settlers wife smiling to her seat in a chair bv
the wall. '

" Having a good time ? " Blake asked.
"Right peart," said Hank, his hawk-like face

flushed by the violent exercise ; " I ain't had a
better sense Heck was a pup !

"
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It wu the acme of praise.

The night sMrs were paling before the herald-

insflush of day, when tlie dance ended.

The following Monday Mr. and Mrs. Prethro
opened their restaurant in Golden City, and
began to offer to a hungry public " pies like yer
mother uster make."



CHAPTER XIX

WHILE CUPID HELD THE REINS

IT was October— glorious, golden October—
when Judge Spencer and his daughter EI-

.nor arrived in Gofden City, from Brownsville,
Arkansas. As they alighted from the train J.ck-

«r"n.! K't.^"!?
?"'"8 '" ''» ^"g*" repainted

carnage behind his roan bronchos, in the sandy
street before the station. Blake recognized the
judge at a glance; and flushing uncomfortably.

that the train from the east had brought himno business. °

m:Xi''* 'j". ""^"ge turned half round in the
middle of the street, he stopped, his desire to
depa-

1 from the station arrested by words. HankWhson, also at the station that morning, had
seen and recognized the judge, and wa! now
speaking to him. Blake obeyed a sudden im-
"Mlse. and listened, with beating heart, to the
wnversation that followed, not cfaring to glance
in the direction of the speakers.

I,
" ^*"' H*"''. how arc you coming on ? " was

the first that he heard Spencer say.^ He knew
that the men were shaking hands.
" Right peart." Hank Wilson answered, after

his customary fashion.

"Snil^"''"'
y°"7"^ \««'" the judge observed.Some one told me about it in Rlnsoms, the
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' last time I was over there. There will be some
other men out from Arkansas soon, I think.

Nice country here, they tell me. I thought I 'd

run out and take a look at it. If I like it, I

may conclude to stay."

As the jud^e passed up the street on his way
to a hotel he looked squarely at the young man
in the bright carriage. Blake's heart thudded

;

then he felt a sense of relief. Judge Spencer did

not know him.

With this feeling of relief Blake began to as-

sure himself that while he could not fail to recog-

nize this man, who as a judge had tried him and

sentenced him to prison, it was almost certain the

judge would not be able to recognize him. In

the first place, Blake had changed greatly, and

Judge Spencer very little. In the next place,

many men, charged with almost every form of

crime, came for trial each year before this man.

Their features would necessarily fade quickly

from his memory even if no change took place in

them. On Blake's part that trial was the event

of his life which had stamped itself most clearly on

his memory. He could never forget it, nor any

man who had a part in it. He could recall now,

as clearly as if the scenes were being re-enacted,

every detail of the court room, and the very ap-

pearance of the judge as he sat deciding the many
questions of law raised by the attorneys.

Forget the fece of Judge Spencer, of Browns-

ville ! He could never forget a line of those fine,

clear-cut features. He even seemed to recall each

single hair of that graying, closely trimmed beard

;

and as the judge walked now up the sidewalk.
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with his daughter, Blake seemed to see him walk-ing up the ajle of that distant court room

wascer2i„t%^'!f^'''' ^^""^^T' J'*^'^'"'" B'^kewas certain he had never seen her beforeHe was about to drive slowly up the street afterhe judge and his daughter, f^r L lihtofthljudge fascmated h.m somehow, when he wasaroused by the voice of Hank Wilson, and look!ng down discovered that Wilson had advancedto the carnage wheel.
»"V4ncea

"One o' my ol' neighbors, Jedge Spencer

Lm^'^Tt'^"'""''"*^'^ •" Arkansal. S't
not GofhiT/P"'^.'^!!'^'- y°" ''"'"' hirer

^al Chi. ?'"" ^'
u''"" ' '^°'^ nice-lookin-

gal. Chamce fer you there, Blake, an' I won'tcharge ye nawthin' fer the hint '
" " ^

^on t

He laughed queerly. His bird-like face wasupturned to that of the man in the carriage Tseyes searching those of the young locator. Vlake
controlled his nerves by an effort
" Fine-looking man," he said, staring at thej^udges receding form. «I scarcely noLd the

me"^Nl';'''°FS'"'
'' ^'-'.P'P' ^^ interducedme Name s Elly-somethin'— „ore, I think—

Ellynore. He's er-goin' ter look round a bit,

locate im on some Ian ."

" Thank you," said Blake, anxious to get away

ho^erheYoSt'o-'"'"^''"""- ^'"-whicl-

Then he gave the bronchos a cut and drove
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" I 'm too easily scared," he mused. " If

Hank Wilson has n't recognized me in all this

time it seems certain that no one else will. So

what 's there to be afraid of? I stampede like a

nervous steer at the first rustle, and think every-

thing I see or hear is an enemy coming to do me
harm. I '11 have to brace up. There will be

more people come here from Arkansas, and from

Brownsville and Ransoms likely ; it would be

strange if they should n't, when settlers are pour-

ing in from everywhere. But no matter who
comes I 'm safe enough. If Hank Wilson, who
knew me so well there, did n't recognize me here,

no other person can."

Even with this mental reassurance he was un-

deniably nervous. He did not follow on to see

where Judge Spencer and his daughter went—
had no thought of doing so, but wanted an excuse

to take his burning face away from the sharp eyes

of Hank Wilson ; instead, he drove the bronchos

to the livery stable. He was making enough

money to enable him to take care of his bronchos

and carriage in good style ; moreover, he was

lodging uptown now himself, and getting his

meals at Prethro's restaurant.

When he had turned the bronchos and carriage

over to the employes of the stable he sought the

quiet of his room, and there thought out again

tne question of whether he should leave, as he

was tempted to do when Hank Wilson came, or

should stay on boldly in Golden City. The
decision was as before— he determined to stay.

Having reached this conclusion he went down
into the street, and proceeded after a time to his
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office. He had now established an office and

It \" °f'- ^y *° ^°°^ ^^''^ affairs when Sewas absent with intending settlers

self J\l 'V-^'' u*."°"iF'"
•>« '««•'' """'ed him-

f„ n .K "** '" •"? *•*" *=''«' and "tared out

and I might as well stay here as any place. Keen

l^,rr' '"^,*=''^^*'^5 bull by the horns; that'swhat I must do, and it's what I will do."

«,K;.1^1'
'?'"'' "''"y ^'°"' t'^e disagreeable

subject he took up some recently published

£T R '.''I'"".'*
department and began to sSy

at for a"
'•' ^'°^^"^ '^'"^ "^'^ ^ ^i^'le andsat for a long time staring into space. BiUvGregg, the office boy. thought he was study „J

• L ^^^f "'^o'h
^''''^'^ States, which hung onthe wall, but Blake was quite unaware of^the

existence of that map. or of the wall itself.

.

As he came up from Prethro's restaurant

ITwT^^ "ft*'- '^nn^ on the following darhcsaw Billy 6regg open the office door and /sherin two people who were none other than JudgeSpencer and his daughter, and who, but a moment
before, searching the office signs along the streethad descried the one above tHis doorL

'

JACKSON BLAKE, LAND LOCATOR.
Blake halted in hesitation as he observed these

feerS H ^K
'"'° ^'' °?''- ^°' * "loment he

h!,^ "iT ?/"'" ^'''^' *•'«=" he straightened

;ffic^ie'ir"^^"'^'^°''^°"'--"g^''«

seated ^hv^Cl^'"''"
"'''^ ^^ '^*"g'>*^'- '•ad been

seated by Billy Gregg to await the return of the
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locator, arose when Blake came in. Something

told the judge that this clear-eyed young man
with the brown beard and the brown hair streaked

prematurely with silver was the young man whose

praise as a thoroughly trustworthy locator he had

heard sung at the hotel and at other places where

his investigations had already led him.
" Mr. Jackson Blake ? " he inquired.

" The same," Blake answered, waving him back

to the chair.

" My daughter," said Spencer.

Blake bowed, looking for an instant into the

eyes of the slender young woman. In that instant

he saw that she was a very beautiful girl, with

eyes that were a dark violet, or a very dark gray-

blue, he could not determine which. He noticed,

though, that they were shaded by very long, dark

lashes; that her hair was a dark brown, with

something like a shine of gold where the sunlight

rested on it; and that her features, somewhat
dark, too, were regular and oval, with a warm
color showing in the cheeks.

For the next moment Jackson Blake hardly

knew what Judge Spencer was saying, but he

caught the statement that, the locator having

been recommended .highly, he had called for the

purpose of being driven out over the country

with his daughter, that they might view some of

those leagues of buffalo-grass at close range.

Jackson Blake might have sought for an excuse

to keep from driving out with them, but some-

thing in the eyes and face of the girl stayed his

words of declination.

"Yes, I think I can do so," he said, when
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quesrioned directly, and even said it with alacrity.The judge and Elinor were seated again, the

piJTla£ 5°:rie7'
*° ^°'-'"^ P^«'^"'"

now Ik'm *f'''"u'
"'''*

*'f'
g'^'"g his attentionnow wholly to the man who, in that far-off time

in that far-off other planet, had sentenced him to
that awfol imprisonment, the thought of which

V u r/f u'"^'*
'•''' ^^ had fled, and to

which he fe t that he could never go back of hisown free will.

"Just out over the prairies," the judge answered.
I don t care to take land- that if, no home-

stead or pre-emption, or anything of that kind,
though I may want to buy something later if the
country pleases me. We— my daughter and I—
simply want to -ce the country, and have some
one with us wl. nows it well and whose state-
ments concern! it can be relied on in ever,
particular I have been told, Mr. Blake, that

fooLr for"''''"^
"^ man-just the man I am

Blake colored slightly.

" My friends flatter me," he said. « But I canshow you the country, and can give you my
opinion of the things we chance to see. You will
want to go this afternoon, 1 suppose i"

"

"And if there is any prairie-dog town, we want
to see that!" the girl interjected.

I ."iR'"'"",
^^ ^^'^ "^^y 'o s«e a prairie dog.

1 tell her they re only a big sort of rat or chubby
squirrel, but she still expects to behold New-
toundlands digging holes in the ground out here."
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A quarter of an hour later Jackson Blake drove
the shining carriage and the roan bronchos up in
front of his office, and dismounting assisted the
judge and his daughter into the vehicle. Blake
swung up over the front wheel into the seat of
the driver, and set the bronchos in motion by a
word and a snap of the whiplash. Sitting thus
he could without much effort look back at the
two in the seat just behind him and so talk easily
with them, as he talked almost every day witn
those whom he drove about the country.

Judge Spencer and his daughter had already
inspected Golden City, so it was not necessary
for Blake to point out to them its chief points
of interest— the new hotel which the man from
Kansas City was erecting, and which when fin-

ished would cost many thousands of dollars, and
have on its second floor the lamest and finest
" opera house " between Kansas City and Den-
ver; the new bank building that was to be
occupied by the Golden City First National at
th'i beginning of the next month; and all the
other marks of the advancing strides of com-
mercialism. He pointed them out, nevertheless,
and in so doing found opportunity to steal glances
at the bright-faced young woman.
The judge praised these things, viewing them

from a business standpoint; but Elinor did not
hesitate to say that she found the town itself
rather uninteresting, and even ugly, and that she
wanted to get out into the open plains.
The town of Golden City, with its squares of

new frame houses set down like so many build-
ing blocks on the flat surface of the wide, wind-
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swept valley, was certainly uninteresting to the
esthetic eye. There was much dust in the sandy
streets, which crossed each other with the regu-
larity of outline of a checker-board. On the
main street, which constituted all there was of
the older town, a few cottonwoods grew and
made something of a shade, but the rest of the
town was hot and sun beleagured.

Golden City, with its new, shining houses and
Its dustjr streets, its rampant commercialism and
lack of beauty, was soon left behind by the
quick-stepping bronchos, and the broad valley
of the Upper Arkansas, cut here and there by
new irrigating ditches, opened out before.

" Don't forget the prairie dogs," Elinor re-
minded, as the carriage swung out upon the beaten
trail.

"I thought of going there first," said Blake,
smiling back at her; and he drove away toward
the nearest dog town.

It was not large and seemed even smaller
than it was, in that wide, flat expanse, hut the
tiny "dogs" were there in sufficient numbers to
be interesting, sitting at the entrances to their
underground retreats, or running here and there
as if on brisk business bent, or nibbling at grass
and grass roots.

Blake stopped the bronchos, and the party
sat in the carriage looking out over the town.
The dogs, accustomed to such things, were not
much disconcerted so long as the carriage re-
mained at a distance, but a near approach sent
them into their holes in a wild stampede, from
which after a time they would poke out their
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noses, and then after a further silence emetse, to
sit or stand barking at the entrances, emphasiz-
ing each squirrel-lilce bark with a sharp snap of
a stubby uil. In addition to the dogs, there
were a few tiny burrowing owls staring in the
sunshine. They were like toy owls, and had a
queer way of twisting their heads so far round
to look at the visitors that an observer might
have been pardoned for thinking the heads were
in danger of being twisted off.

When Elinor's curiosity concerning prairie
dogs had been somewhat appeased, and Blake
had been called on for all the prairie dog lore
of which he was master, the carriage went on
again, climbing by and by out of the valley to
the higher levels called "the flats."

Here another stop was made and a bird's-eye
view taken of the valley. Golden City had dwin-
dled to insignificant dimensions. Now and then
the windings of the river could be seen, looking
with the sand on each side of it like a curving
silver rope incrusted with dull gold. At a few
points willow trees, mere shrubs viewed at that
distance, marked it, but the willows had for the
most part been cut down by thriftless settlers,

who saw more beauty in them when rendered
into stove wood than when they flourished green
and umbrageous at the river's brink.

BejfSnd the valley and the river rose the
irregular range of sand-hills, a broken gray-green
waH cutting the sky line like a curiously notched
saw. Over all was the wondrous October sky.
The locators and men interested in the speedy
settlement of the country likened that sky to
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t'jij.°^J*^^^- J'-
'"'?."''' it. yet unlike it.It was as blue and in this month as serene •

and the blue was steelier and harder. Out of
that manrellous blue_a speckless. fathomless.

S!?~^-^ Tx.
'''*"'^' ''°* «^«'" °« this October

day, a disk of burning silver.
Up on the rim of the flats the wind blew evenmore strenuously than down in the valley, butthere was no dust taint in it, and it held the

stimuiatrng odor of countless leagues of drying
bufl&.lo-grass and myriads of dead flowers. Afew hardy flowers still bloomed, starring the short,dry grass, which, when the beaten triil was left
behind, crisped and crunched under the feet ofthe bronchos with a sound of dry petals crushedn the hands. That grass, sometimes spreadunevenly in tiny bunches, cushioned the jolt ofthe carriage, so that the wheels seemed to bepassing over a rich gray carpet in which the few
flowers were set as mottled needlework

„nP„°Jh
'""''

t"^^
.^"""y ""'^ °"' o^"the levelupland houses of settlers were scattered at infre-quent mter^Is. At the side of each house ^

,"„„ Jft **fi!" °'''°"S °' ="'"*•'= of plowing, look,ing often hke a mat spread out in"^ front of the

the^ri
''''' '^'^^ Plowingswere some of

SerP P.T'"''"'''" '^'J"''"'' ^y ''>« '"^nd office,

lanllft f ^'^rS?""g ditches laced the low-
lands like fretwork of brown and silver.

Blake pointed out all these things, as if theycould not be seen otherwise, and tafked of them,
feeing round to speak to the judge. His eyeslighted with pleasure whenever ^i„or aike/ a
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question, for then, in replying, he could look at

her directly. Already he had almost foreotten
that Judge Spencer was the man who had con-
ducted that terrible and aeonizing trial. Perhaps
this forgetfdlness came the more readily because
he did not want to think of it.

Blake talked of the beauties of the plains, too.

On this subject he was naturally an enthusiast.
All nature was more than beautiful to him, it was
something almost to be worshipped. And the
plains were very beautiful that day.

The transcontinental traveller, flying across the
country in a space-devouring Pullman, sees the
tawny sand-hills of the Upper Arkansas valley

;

the rugged ravines and ridges with their stunted
sage-bi-ush and reddish waving sedge ; the sandy
river-bed, the shores barren of trees throughout
much of its course ; the uninteresting towns that
fly by, many of them as like each to the other
as the white painted mile posts ; the hideous
shacks, sod houses, and dugouts in which num-
bers of the people dwell, and turns to his news-
paper or his book with a yawn that expresses
eitner weariness or disgust. This traveller be-
holds only the fringe of things, and so does not
know the beauties lying behind that which he
condemns.

There are other people who, having been on
the plains for a brief time, will assure you that it

ip the most wearisome portion of the continent.
Even they, though they think themselves wise in

their scanty knowledge, do not know, simply
because their view of the plains was too transient.

He who has seen the great plains in all their
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nioodi and changes can never declare that thev

them, and as he proceeded now to point out their

^Tni •"£.£" '"T "."^ '''• -ordaTJ^c
eloquent. Ehnor listened with enthusiasm

th'!rt"th«*'"
•''' '"'"•' ]""**• "'°"8'' he admirdthat these m.ragy. wind-swept expanses of crispgrass were not unattractive, questioned menta vconcerning this thing and th^t. and wonSd ?this young land locator were not, after all like

coSnti'nf7"
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oZdT?.f 'Pf'" *?'"'' ^""^ "«'« foundationouto de of an exuberant imagination.

riarion"' A°T''"' """S with the eye of appre-aation, and hearing with the ear of a naturewo«h.pper, beheld and listened with plea^ur^Nothing escaped her attention. Her fine evMobserved the tawny body gleam and therS
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sand-hill cranes, themselves but speckf in^hf
infinite azure above her, and the lilting sweetness
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of the meadow lark, as he sat on the

the wild
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White-tailed and black-tailed jack rabbits, greatgrav fellows, leaped from coverts now andih" nand scampered away across the springy grass or
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shrilly as they ran to their hidden holes. Occa-

lionally a lank coyote skulked from ridge to ridge

like a shadow of evil. Once a prairie rattlesnake

buzzed his note of warning in the grass, and

Blake, stoppine the bronchos, would have de-

scended to kill the reptile with his whiplash.

Elinor restrained him.

"Why, the thing ought to be killed!" her

father protested.

"We don't want anything killed on this

trip ! " she said, firmly. " It would spoil it for

me."
So they sat still in the carriage, looking down

at the dull dusty coils, until the snake, finding it

was not to be attacked, ceased to ring out its

vibrant warning, and dropping down, slipped

away into a hole.

Blake thought of Jim Prethro's philosophy,

which asserted that wherever there is an Eden
there is likewise a snake.

A flock of wild geese bound for the river

honked loudly is they drew their sharp harrow

across the fields of the upper air ; and on one

of the numerous alkali lakes myriads of wild

ducks quacked, or flew about in high circles

with whistling beat' of wings.

Elinor queried concerning the buffalo wallows

and the " rairy rings " seen frequently ; and Blake

informed her that the wallows were made by the

buffaloes gouging with their matted heads and

sprawling their huge bodies in small depressions

in the rainy season, whereby they tried to rid

themselves of stinging flies and mosquitoes. As
for the " fiiiry rings," lie had been informed that
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Mch told the .tory of tome terrible storm or
blizzard, when the bulRlocs " milled "

to keenfrom freezmg to death -that is, gathered in acompact mass and circled round and round for

^Z •" Ih^ """"[V'
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terr^hll'VoS f".K"*^''"8
'•'"" '° ^''hstand the

terrible fall of the temperature.

k..J*!""
he explained w^ierein cattle differed from

buffa oes when »hus caught; cattle drifting before
the storm w.th heads down, continuing to go un-
til overcome or the storm abated, while buffaloes
marched with the.r heads turned into the forious
blast, or milled.

The bluish ground haze that had resembled awnoky heat shimmer cleared away after awhile.Then what wonderfiil vistas opened to the sur-

fh?^ ''uT- ^^^''^P^ «< the sand-hills, all

hilU
.°"

K
•" """ f "'*•" •"'«'• ""d some low

hills to the eastward, appeared to be but a mileaway. Herds of cattle came into view as su.!
pnsingly as if thev had risen out of the ground.
Distant shacks and sod houses looked to b! aston-
ishingly near. Neither Elinor nor her father
were willing to believe they were so distant, until
Blake, turning toward one of them, asked Spencer
to time the dnve. The house seemed no^more

It the*i^'I'
^"^'' "

**' ***'" ""•''* "'^^y

Mirages began to appear, with the lifting ofthe shrouding ground haze. Little lakes ofXluc
became visibfeTiere and there. As Blake drove
toward them they changed in shape and general
characteristics; shrinking sometimes, vanishing
with startling suddenness sometimes, at othw
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times spreading out and ramifying until the

amazed spectator beheld a sea with water courses

unnaturally blue and smoky, and bays and sounds

that were often shoreless. Where shores were

visible trees appeared to be growing on them, but

Blake assured Elinor and her father that those

seeming trees were only weeds and thistle-stalks

exaggerated out of all proportion by the mirage.

Both had heard and read of mirages, but these

were like nothing ever described to them in

speech or print.

Through the mirage cattle moved as if they

were forests marching, and unimposing sod houses

grew into tall towers. Looked down upon from

a slight elevation the landscape had the appear-

ance of a raised map. The shacks and sod

houses, the strips of plowing, the depressions

where the slough grass grew and the wild oats

nodded, the alkali lakes shining in the sunlight

like indentations of mica, the few men and ani-

mals moving here and there as if they were the

inhabitants of some region in which chimeras took

the place of reality, all were strangely vivid and

unlike anything the visitors had ever beheld or

imagined.

As they turned homeward, night hawks, the

" bull-bats " of the plains, were filling the evening

sky with beat and dip of white-starred wings. To
Elinor it seemed impossible that night was ap-

proaching. She did not want to go homeward.

She felt as if she had wandered far out into one

of God's great temples, whose carpet was gray-

green sprinkled scantily, but daintily, with splen-

did color, and whose vast dome was golden azure
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filled with high and brilliant lights ; a temple
hung with beautiful pictures, where Nature her-
self strewed flowers on the altar, where bird
choirs chanted, and the wind swung odorous
censers. She did not want to go back to that
ugly toy town, and to a room which would close
in on her, after this, with prison-like walls.

She said as much to her father, with a shrug
or her shoulders.

" Very pretty," he admitted ;
" but when it

comes to practical things, I prefer a dining-table
and a good bedroom even t this."

She was silent after that; and Blake was silent,
too. The hoof beats of the bronchos clattered on
and the carnage wheels buzzed and br-r-rd. The
sun descended quickly, sliding down the west as
If, having lingered long, it hastened to be gone
that It mi^ht return the more speedily.
With the descent of the sun the sky took fire,

burning with russet reds that shaded ofFinto red
golds and pink silvers. In the east the lights
were grayer and more sober, mingled with a
mellow haze as of a shower of golden dust ; in
the west they were flame and ruby, garnet and
carnelian, streaked and banded where a few wisps
of cloud, drawn earthward by the approach of
night, hung like gorgeous draperies along the
path of the sun's blazing chariot wheels. But the
very glory of this departure of day seemed to
shorten it. The colors dimmed to less fiery
tones, and these soon lost tint and became pearl,
opalescent, and dappled wool. But for a long
time after the bright lights had failed, the sky
overhead and high in the west held a shimmery
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half light that fought back the darkness until the

stars came out.

With the stars appearing one by one, swim-

ming into view with the failing light as if swing-

ing swiftly earthward and bursting suddenly upon

the sight, a streak of fire shot across the eastern

sky Ime and began to climb the low hills. It

flung itself up these as if it were a burning ser-

pent, flashing and sparkling with explosive,

rocket-like effects.

" Some settler has tried to burn a fireguard to

protect his grass land from possible prairie fire,

and in doing it has let his fire get away from

him," said Bkke, as he looked at it.

" It 's a fire, then ?
" said Elinor, as if relieved.

"Yes; climbing up those hills we saw this

afternoon. It will destroy a lot of pasture."

The red streak broadened into a red lane, from

which gouts of flame leaped; then mounting

higher, where the winds blowing across the crests

ofthe hills could strike it fairly, it rolled away, a

sea of fire, toward the south.

" Will it reach the town ? " Spencer inquired

anxiously.
" No ; there are some big draws down that

way, with waste alkali land where there is no

grass, and it will have to stop there for lack of

fuel to feed it."

" It 's a beautiful sight," said Spencer, who did

not often become enthusiastic. "Worth coming

all the way from Arkansas to see !

"

It was a beautiful sight, if anything which de-

stroys can be cal'^d beautiful. When they drew

nearer to it they could hear its crackling roar and
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could feel the suck of the breeze created by the
ujjward swing of the heated air currents. In the
midst of the roar and a part of it was a snapping
sputter like musketry. When this sounded
loudest they could see what appeared to be flam-
ing arrows shooting in all directions from the
forefront of that river of fire. These were burn-
ing rosin-weeds, whose exploding gum hurled the
stems and joints of the weeds out in every direc-
tion as if they were propelled by thousands of
taut bowstrings.

Now and then a ball of fire was caught up by
the wind and hurled onward with great bounds

;

a phenomenon which Blake explained by saying
that these balls of fire were tumbleweeds, which,

frowing big and round, dry up in the fall and
reak off close to the ground, to become there-

after the sport of the winds, bLwn north one day
many miles, and rolling back under a reverse
wind the next day as many miles or more, which
is Nature's clever plan for seeding the plains with
tumbleweeds. When caught by a night fire, as
in this instance, with the wind propelling them,
they race and tumble on in their usual way, trans-
formed into globes of fire, beautiful and spec-
tacular, but terrible in their possibilities as fire

spreaders.

The plains fire, started by a careless settler,

was still rioting on the high ridges when Blake
and the Spencers entered the town. But the
houses were not large enough nor set thickly
enough together to shut it entirely from view,
and could do nothing at all toward blotting its

light from the sky.
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Elinor, in her room at the hotel, sat late, with

the curtains drawn aside, watching it and enjoying

it, thinking of all the things she had seen ana
heard that day. Naturally an honest-faced,

brown-bearded young man, with brown hair

strangely silvered, was the centre of the mental

pictures she drew. How could this be other-

wise, when he had been the driver of the roan

bronchos, and had given so freely, in answer to

what must have been wearying questions, of that

marvellous store of plains information which he

possessed ?

As for Blalce, he did not sleep well that night.

He thought very little of the things seen that

day; to him they had become almost common-
place, though he still loved them. What he

thought ot, and what he saw, was the face of

Elinor Spencer, with its matchless eyes, its soft,

clear complexion, its intelligence, its eagerness,

and its wholly new and pleasmg delight in every-

thing. She had even appeared to be pleased

with him— with him, Jackson Blake ! She had
smiled— smiles which showed the white, even

teeth between the red lips, and which seemed
to indicate that she approved cf him and of what

he said.

Strange to say, he did not think of Judge
Spencer at all, except to regret that he had been

forced to accept payment from him for that de-

lightfiil drive, and to wonder if the judge would
like the country well enough to make it his

home (as he had said he might do if it pleased

him), and to feel nervously rebellious at the con-
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elusion that of course the judge would not wish
to do anything of the kind.

So Jackson Blake did not sleep well ; and when
he did t'-ep these waking thoughts and feelings
followed him into the land of dreams.



CHAPTER XX

SATAN CAME ALSO

A FEW days after the arrival ofJudge Spencer
and his daughter in Golden City, a man

stepped from the Eastern train at the station and
asked to be directed to Hank Wilson's.
He was a young man, and well dressed. His

lean fece expressed intelligence; his dark eyes
were bright and shrewd. Over the lower part of
his face hovered a perpetual smile, which lifted

the thin mustached upper lip and revealed firm,
even teeth, white as a wolfs fangs. A reader of
Dickens, who was also a good reader of character,
would have been reminded of the immortal Car-
ker on beholding this man and his white teeth
showing in that eternal smile, which communi-
cated in no way to the upper portions of his fea-

tures, except possibly to the bright eyes, which
wrinkled at the corners as if they, too, would
smile, but failed somehow in the effort. Another
thing which might have recalled Mr. Carker was
the name, which sounded much like it, for it was
Parker.

Among the objects that the shining eyes of
Martin Parker took in, as he descended from the
train, was Jackson Blake, seated behind his bron-
chos, awaiting business. Blake saw Parker and
turned from him instead of toward him.
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"He knows me all right," was Parker's
thought.

Then he passed into the station and asked the
Ocket agent to tell him, if he could, how he could
find Hank Wilson's claim.

The ticket agent could not, but another man
was there who was able to, and thus directed
Martin Parker set out alone the railway track.
He looked at the houses of the town, at the soilj
at the sand-hills and the wide valley as he walked,
but his thoughts were chiefly of the young man
he had beheld in the carriage.

The sun had set before he arrived at Hank
Wilson's dugout. Wilson, who had been doing
some fall plowing, had just come in from his
work and was putting his team into the sod
stable.

" Howdy !

" said Parker, with effusive greet-
mg, emphasizing his smile. " Thought I 'd hunt
you up before I went anywhere else and see how
the land lays. You look to be prospering. Any
other Arkansas men round here ?

"

" I '11 be dawggone eft ain't Mart Parker !

"

Wilson exclaimed, reaching out his hand. " Seed
you comin', but did n't 'Ibw I knowed who 't war.How 're ye ? 'N' how 's ever'thing an' everybody
back ter Ransoms ? Been a 'coon's age sense I
hed word frum thar."

Parker walked about with him as he finished
his evening work, and sat in the dugout still
talking as Wilson started a fire in the cook stove,
for Wilson was his own housekeeper.

" Co'se you 're er-goin' ter stay all night wi'
me, the Arkansan urged. "I ain't no great
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shakes at coolun', but I kin keep ye frum starvln',

I reckon, an' ef you kin put up with thet bed
over thar you're mighty welcome. Makes a
feller feel good ter see somebody frum the ol'

place. Been tellin' messe'f thet I did n't keer a
chaw er terbacker fer Ransoms ner ary thing in it,

but I war a fool when I opined thet, I cal'late,

fer the sieht o' you makes me purt' near home-
sick. When you goin' back, er air you er-goin'

ter stop out hyar?
" Can't answer that yet. I 'm just going to

look around a bit. Been hearing big stories

about this land; and Sam Ford showed me a
letter you sent him some time ago bragging on
this country. So I thought I 'd come out and
see you, and see what's m it."

" Ford showed ye my letter, did he ? I cal'late

thet he hain't got spunk ernough hisse'f ter pull

up stakes an' come. He did n't allow now thet

he wuz er-comin' ?

"

" No, he is n't coming."
" I knowed in reason he would n't."

" But you are n't alone out here," Parker ob-
served, with a pronounced smile. " When I got
out of the train I saw Dick Brewster

!

"

Hank Wilson turned on him suddenly.
" Say," he cried, his voice trembling, " he

hain't er-goin' by thet name out hyar, he
hain't !

"

« No ?

"

"
' Jackson Blake ' is what he calls hisse'f; an'

I 'low ef a man wants ter he's got a right ter

pick out any name 'z suits *im so long 'z his

doin' of it ain't hurtin' anybody."
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The smile that curled Martin Parker's lips
deepened and spread, though even yet it could
not quite extend up to and include the eyes in
its amiable expansion.

"Well, I suppose if anybody's got a good
reason for wanting to change his name he 's the
man. Let 's see ! How long is it since he broke
out of that jail, and a reward was offered for his
capture ?

"

Hank Wilson put down the frying pan he had
been using and sat on a stool by the stove, from
which point he eyed the smiling young man
before him.

" See hyar I
" he cried, and his voice croaked

harshly. " You hain't er-thinkin' none of tryin'
ter git holt of thet reward ?

"

Parker laughed uneasily.

"Well, I don't know! I hadn't thought
about it, for I did n't know the fellow was here
until I saw him there at the station. He's
changed a good deal, and has let his beard
grow, and that might fool some men, but it

didn't fool me. And I suppose it didn't fool
you ?

"

" No, I war n't fooled ary single minute ; but
I kep' my head shet, jes' ther same."

" I should suppose you 'd have thought of
that reward— would have tried to get it. Three
thousand dollars doesn't grow on every bush,
even up here. It was three thousand the State
and county offered, was n't it ?

"

" Looky hyar !
" said Wilson, the croak in his

voice more pronounced than before. "You're
thinkin', air ye, of tryin' ter git thet reward ?

"
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" 1 had n't thought anything about it, I told

you, until just now."
" Then don't think erbout it

!

"

"No! why not?"
«'T ain't healthy."
" What do you mean ?

"

"Je8'thet,— 't won't be healthy."
" You mean that he is a dangerous man, des-

perate even, and that he would be likely to

commit another murder before being taken
back ?

"

" Looky hvar ! Ef you 're er-thinkin' o* thet

three thousan , stop thinkin' of it. £f I war his

frien', I 'd make thet reekwest ; not bein' his

frien', I make it anyhow— sorter, ye see, in the
intrust o' jestis. He 's started out new, an' he 's

doin' well hyar, under another name. He '11 do
better, ef he 's let alone. He had orter be let

alone."

Parker smiled in the thickening gloom.
Perhaps because there was something queer in

that smile which made him wish to see Parker's
face more clearly. Hank Wilson rose and lighted

a coal-oil lamp. He sat down on the stool again,

when the light of the lamp illuminated Parker's
face.

" You war on th' iury thet foun' him guilty,"

he continued, in a slow and distinct way ; " an'

bein* on thet jury you done your whole 'n'

bounden duty at thet time. You listened ter

th' ev'dence, an' you foun' him guilty ; an' right

thar is whar your duty ter the law eended— right
then en' thar. You warn't the jedge, ner th'

shurrufF, ner yit the jailer. You war on'y jes' a
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juryman, an* you foun' 'im guilty ; an' no more
war n't ast o' you, an' no more hain't bein' ast of
you now. I knowed him hvar in this place 'z

soon 'z I sot mjr eyes on him ; but I hain't
cheeped, an' I hain't er-goin' ter."

Parker still smiled— he always smiled— but
he did not answer.

"He broke away — clawed outer thet jail ; an'
now he 's hyar. Seein* thet you done your duty
et th' time of th' trile, an' thet you 're not ary
ofF'cer ner shurrufF which the law hez ordered
ter run 'im down, thar hain't any call fer you
ter do any more. Thet 's the way I look at it,

an' thet 's the way I set it out. Vou hain't any
call to do anything more— even ef you would
lack ter hev thet money. It's a heap er money— three thousan' dollars ; I 've never seed thet
much in all my born days; an' I hain't never
goin' ter see it, not in thet way !

"

"You put the thing strong!" said Parker,
feeling called on to make some comment.

" No stronger 'n I 'm 'bleeged ter. An' you
would put it strong, ef you war in my place. I

come hyar, not knowin' ary thing 'bout the tricks
o' the country, an' the June flood ketched me,
an' would er drownded me, ef *t hed n't been fer

him. He drue me outer the river, an' resked
his life er-doin it. When an' ef a man favors
me, then I favors him."

" So that 's your reason ?
"

Parker laughed with an attempt at amiability,

though he was not feeling amiable.
" Thet 's one er' th' reasons ; 1 could mention

others, but thet 's ernough."
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".^« '*.''* *''' **» 8** °" »•>« good «de of
you,' Parker suggested.
Hank Wilson's dark eyes glinted angrily.

J
"^.''.^}^'*'^ """ow thet it war me, when he

done It I

" But suppose I, who am under no obliga-
tions to him, should choose to run whatever nsk
there may be, in order to deliver him up and
get that reward?"

*^

Wilson leaned toward him.
" Darst ter do it

!

" he said. " Darst ter even
dream thet vou 're ter do it, an' 'z cert'in 'z
thar s a hell I '11 send ye to it double quick.
I ve never let on anvthing, an' you ain't er-goin'
*"• Ef you do, tt you ez much 'z bat cross-
eyed at him, er ever hint o' anything thet you
know, er make trouble fer him in any way, then
by the Etarnal God I '11 shoot yer head so fall
er holes thet it'll do fer a pepper box. You
hear me !

"

Martin Parker heard him. He knew, more-
over, that Hank Wilson was not speaking idly.
In Arkansas Wilson had been a man to be
feared

; he was said there to be quarrelsome and
to hold human life lightly. Many whose rela-
tions with him were strained had felt relieved
when he packed his few belongings and set out
for the new lands of Kansas. All this Martin
Parker knew. Caution became the moment;
and that suited him, for he was always cautious.
So he merely laughed again, and proceeded to
dismiss the subject, as if it were of no con-
sequence, and as if no threat had been made.

Later, when he met Jackson Blake, Parker
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areeted him u total stranger. Wiereupon
Bltke who had been much alarmed when he
beheld this member of the jury that had "A
and condemned him in Arkansas, took, ..-Ai
courage and had a renewal of his faith n -le
disguising changes made by the hand (>< ri!„c



CHAPTER XXI

JACKSON BLAKE'S PARTNER

JUDGE HENRY SPENCER not only de-

cided to settle down in the New West,
but, much stranger than that, he took as full

partner into the Business he hoped and expected

to build up, Jackson Blake, the young land

locator.

The judge had made his journey to Golden
City in a disgruntled state of mind, due to the

fact that at the last Arkansas election he had
been " turned down " by his old constituents in

favor of a younger man. It was the fly in the

ointment, and it made all other things there un-
attractive. Hence, in visiting Golden City, he
had cherished the strong thought of locating

there and starting in anew, if he found the con-
ditions favorable. The conditions, as he viewed
them, after mature reflection, were very favorable.

After the return from that long drive over
the plains he had asked Jackson Blake some
pointed questions.

" Mr. Blake," he said, " you are a man of
extensive experience in the cattle country, and I

can see that you are also reliable and truthful.

I have serious thoughts of stopping here, but
I must know my ground first. All this is new
to me; it is old to you. You have studied
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the country, and you have heard the grangers
and the cattlemen talk. Now, as an honest man,
what do you think of the outlook ? I can see
that there is a boom coming here. Will it be
a winner ?

"

And Jackson Blake, looking the judge hon-
esdy in the eyes, had answered:

" I should n't want any man to bank on my
judgment m anything so important as this. But
I 11 answer you to the best of my ability, and
after that you will have to use your own discre-
tion and common-sense. When I first came
here, and heard Old Shake and his cowboys talk,
I thought as they did, that these land hunters
were more or less fools, to put it mildly. This
IS, or was, a great cattle country; no better grass
for cattle anywhere. I saw that and I heard Shake
and Lost Charlie and Pony Brown and others
talk, and I said to myself, this craze won't last.

" But it "s lasting and it 's growing. Late as
It now is the land hunters are still coming to
look over the ground, with the intention of stick-
ing down their stakes permanently here in the
spring. The season we have had was rainy
enough for most crops ; the season before that
was rainy; and so was the one before that, as
even Old Shake and Lost Charlie confess.

" T''^ grangers say and believe that the rain-
belt is moving steadily westward ; that in Eastern
and Central Kansas, where it was impossible to
grow crops twenty or even ten years ago, fine
crops of everything are now raised and the coun-
fry IS fiiU of valuable farms. They say that the
same thing is sure to occur here. ' Rainfall fol-

i£
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lows the plow
!

' They will tell you that, and
back it up with proof; and when you 've heard
the proof, and recall how the eastern and central
parts of the State were a few years ago, you 've

got to believe them. Even Jim Prethro says
that in the part of Eastern Kansas where he was
born i' was too dry to raise crops with any cer-
tainty when he was a boy, but that now the rain-
fall is ample.

"So I'm coming round to believe that the
grangers are right, and that the cattlemen and
cowboys are mistaken. This buffalo-grass sod
runs off the rain as if it were the roof of a house.
Cut that sod to pieces with plows, and what rain
fells will sink into the ground, and become the
beginning of a store of moisture which will in-
crease as the years go by, until this land will grow
as good crops as any other part of the State.

"The soil is fine; you've seen it. It will

make great wheat land and alfalfa land and
sorghum land; too high, perhaps, and nights too
cool for corn ; but corn is n't the only crop that
can be grown profitably. Candidly, I think the
thing is coming round. I have never bragged
and blustered about the wonders of the country
agriculturally, as some locators do ; I state what
I 've seen and what others think, and let the
men I show about use their own judgment, just
as I 've used mine, and as I 'm asking you to
use yours.

" But one thing— if this country does de-
velop enough rainfall to make farming pay one
year with another, it will become a granary that
will make the Nile Valley ashamed of itself!

"
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Judge Spencer took time to think the thine
over in all its bearings; and he remained, and
Jackson Blake became his partner, in a neat
office on the main street of Golden City, where a
sign swung bearing this legend

:

SPENCER & BLAKE,
LAND ATTORNEVS, REAL ESTATE AGENTS,

GOVERNMENT LAND LOCATORS.

^" }""«>' iifire the Uniud Stalls Land Officis and
tie Land Department at Waibingtm attended t, promptly.

Before this partnership was formally entered
into ,t was revealed to Blake by the judge him-
self, that Spencer had « strings on " certain influen-
tial politicians m Washington, and that influences
were being brought to bear which would result
in the creation of a new land office for that sec-
tion of the country, and that its location would
be Golden City. This was not to be mentioned
abroad, lest some cog in the machinery of manip-
ulation might be slipped thereby; but the whok
thing, Spencer confessed, had been laid out before
he came away from Arkansas; and moreover—
this being to him the most important of all— he
was to be appointed receiver or register of the
new land oflice.

However other things might go, there was noth-
ing surer than that the location of this United
States Land Oflice at Golden City would give
to the gathering boom an impetus which nothing
else could. It would make Golden City the
centre of a new land district, would draw all
eyes to it, and crowd the town with settlers, real
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estate Men, and town boomers. Every form of
property would kite skyward, and whoever was
" in on the ground floor " would be in a posi-

tion to profit immensely.
In view of this the judge began to buy land

and town lots right and len. Blake brought out
his considerable szvings, for he had made money
that season, and became the judge's partner in

some of these deals, as he was already in a busi-

ness way. He felt that he could do this without
violating his conscience, which up to this time
had kept him out of such things and so had rele-

gated him to the humbler position of a mere loca-

tor of untaken government lands.

Now, by permitting Judge Spencer to sign

deeds and other legal papers, as president of the
Investment Company of two which they organ-
ized, Blake being wholly secondary and or no
account in the public eye in these dealings, he
escaped the disagreeable necessity of writing

"Jackson Blake" at the bottom of legal docu-
ments. The arrangement into which he had
thus entered enabled him, also, to shift to Spencer
the signing of such legal papers as were filed in

the land office and .the law courts.

Thus it came about that Jackson Blake, as the
junior partner of Judge Henry Spencer, was
launched on the full sea of land speculation and
land booming in and about Golden City.

Judge Spencer's mind became soon a very
spawnery or all sorts of plans and schemes whereby
the boom which he saw coming could be stimu-
lated and made to turn into his pockets big re-

turns in money. He not only bought lots and
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land in and around Golden City, but betan to
plan the building of a town some miles away, in
what he thought would be the centre of another
county as soon as population justified the segre-
gation of that section for county purposes.
He foresaw this other town becoming the county-

seat, and in his pride in it he named it Spencer-
dale, and published seductively worded posters
and advertisements, which he began to spread
broadcast through the mails and by other means
before a load of building material had been
deposited on the site.

By Christmas Day some of the buildings were
up in Spencerdale, a store was started for the
benefit of the few settlers there, and to assist in
the booming, and a post office had been asked
tor. The post office would not come before the
beginning of the spring boom ; but the post-
office department is slow, the judge reasoned, and
he had the application sent in early.

All these things were known to Elinor Spencer
in their general features as they occurred. As for
the details she knew little about them, and cared
less. Whatever her father set his hand and brain
to was proper, right, and wise. He had been a
successful and prominent judge, and she did not
doubt that in the new field he had chosen he
would be equally successful and prominent. She
listened and approved whenever he talked to her
of his plans

; and she smiled with favor on that
worthy young man, Jackson Blake, who had so
won her father's good-will and high opinion.

Necessarily she saw Jackson Blake a great deal
because of these conditions. She was beginning
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to realize that she admired him. He was not
like other young men whom she had met. He
had brains ; he was clean and handsome to look
on ; he had a rare and sympathetic smile ; his gray
eyes met one honestly and without reserve; he
was capable, as her father folly testified ; and he
was making money and in a way to make a great
deal more, as her father also fully testified.

Without realizing altogether just what she was
doing, and just what those flushes and strange
heart throbs meant when she met him, she knew
that she liked Jackson Blake very much.

There were other things to occupy the mind
of Elinor Spencer, though these other things
sometimes made but brief impression, owing to
a mental trick which persisted in throwing Blake's
picture on the canvas when she was looking at
and thinking of something else. Of the things
which particularly interested her, there was the
peculiar and lovable home life of those queer old
people who were universally known as Old Shake
and Mrs. Shake. Their names were Caxton, she
knew, but they became to her as to every one
else, simply Old Shake and Mrs. Shake. Then
there was Lost Charlie, who had taken on him-
self that ridiculous name, though he had a better

;

and Pony Brown, staring and awkward whenever
she met him ; and that altogether odd creature,

Jim Prethro, the restaurant keeper.
She found interest, also, in the people at the

hotel where she occupied apartments with her
fether; in the queer conglomerate that made up
Golden City's cosmopolitan population, and in
the big-hatted, big-hearted grangers who were
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always prowling round the hotel and throueh the
streets. *

The flickering remnants of plains life interested
her even more— particularly the mustang hunterswho came m one day from some point north, with
a lot of captured wild horses, which she pitied
when she saw on their legs the marks of the cruel
breakmg chains. She went often out upon the
plains to drive or ride, and always joyfally She
saw the bone haulers gathering bufelo bones and
cattle bones, which they were selling in the " city

"
for transportation to Eastern manufacturers of
fertilizers and bone ash. She had her father and
Jackson Blake bring to her some of the hand-
somest of the buffalo horns they found in their
journeyings over " the short-grass country," and
on a few occasions she was made happy by find-
ing such specimens herself.

She now called this new land "the short-grass
country

; everybody did ; and she really felt,
having loosed the ties that held her to the oldMe and the old home, that she had become a per-
manent dweller of the short-grass land, and held
something like pride in the fact that she was a
pioneer



CHAPTER XXII

CAUGHT IN THE STORM

ELINOR had never seen the much talked of
site of Spencerdale, where there were now a

few houses and a store, and where there was soon
to be a real government post office. Therefore,
when toward the end of the first week of the new
year her father spoke of driving over to the
"town " with Jackson Blake, she asked and was
given permission to accompany them. The dis-
tance could be driven readily in less than a day,
and the return journey could be made as readily
on the day following.

So Judge Spencer, his daughter, and Jackson
Blake drove across the country to Spencerdale,
where they found shelter in the new home of the
man who was to act as the local agent in the sale
of the town lots. It was altogether a pleasant
drive, for though the season of the year was
usually so unpropitious, there had been but few
storms and snow flurries, and the traces of even
these had disappeared.

At Spencerdale the judge found certain busi-
ness conditions which demanded that he should
stay much longer than he had planned. Hence
it came about that on the day following their
arrival Jackson Blake set out with Elinor alone
to drive back to Golden City. Blake was rather
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pleased with this arranffement ; and Elinor, read-
ing her own heart, though somewhat blindly,
knew that she was pleased, too. With each this
knowledge was a pleasant secret, to be kept reli-
giously from the other.

They set out somewhat late, for a long talk
between the judge and Blake seemed to be neces-
sary before starDne, this talk being of matters in
Golden City which Elinor did not seek to under-
stand, and cared nothing at all about. She was
anxious for those roan bronchos to be moving
and the carriage wheels to be spinning. Her
face brightened when her father and Blake emerged
at last from the as yet unpainted doorway of the
new, unpainted store.

Though they had started so late Blake did not
seem inclined to hurry. He permitted the
bronchos to take their customary easy pace, while
he and Elinor talked of the things they saw, of
tlve earth and the sky, of Spencerdale, of some
affairs in Golden City, and certain acquaintances.

Blake was conscious of pleasure in looking at
the slender form in the seat beside him, at the
finely chiselled face, the straight, aquiline nose, the
delicate brows, and the lights that played hide
and seek in the coils of the beautiful hair where
sunshine gleamed perpetually.

In spite of the fact that January days were
upon them, there was scarcely a hint of icy winter
in that cool, bracing atmosphere. Overhead the
sky was that same matchless blue which the
plains can always show when there is no fleck of
cloud nor storm brewing in the upper air. They
saw coatless settlers following plows along brown
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furrows, beheld cattle grazing, and the cold of
winter wu apparently impossible and far away.
So pleasant was that long drive that the aftei^

noon was nearly past before either Blake or
Elinor was aware of it.

Suddenly, as the sun began to sink and the
shadows to gather, while Golden City was still a
speck in the lower valley, a chill of cold air smote
them. Jackson Blake, with a sting of self-accusa-
tion, turned in the carriage seat to look back over
the way they had come. As he looked his eyes
filled with a strange light and his face became set.
What he saw was a blue-black line rising in

the northwestern sky, where the sun had gone
down without any display of red clouds and fine
color effects,— a blue-black line that extended
fiu- across the horizon. Elinor also looking back
saw that line, but did not know what it meant.
Jackson Blake knew and accused himself of
thoughtlessness.

"That wind is getting cold," he said; "we
must drive faster. It is always cold here in
winter as night comes on ; I really did not know
it was so late !

"

"Yes, drive on!". Elinor urfi;ed, feeling the
wind chill her even when she turned her back
upon it. " How cold it 's growing ! Last night
at this time it was fairly pleasant. Is that a storm

[, do you think ?

but we can reach

coming,
" Perhaps," said BJake,

town before it gets to us.'

He did not want to frighten her or give her
needless alarm, although he knew that the blue-
black line was the threatening front of a snow
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storm, perhaps of a blizzard. It could be nothing
else at that time of year ; and as it had increased

while he looked at it, he knew that it was advan-
cing with frightful rapidity. In summer a line

like that would have portended a heavy rain or a
furious fall of hail.

Starting somewhere under the auroral shine of
the Arctic Circle, the ereat blizzard,— long since

a matter of Western history,— swept down over
the flat plains, which stretch almost unbroken
from the Arctics into Mexico; swept with the
touch of death in its stinging needles of snow.
A more terrible storm than even Jackson Blake

feared was upon them. The drop in the tem-
perature with which it heralded its rapid advance
was something to startle the most experienced.
As the warning line crept out over the horizon
and began to envelop the northern sky, the wind
which,lulling at first, had shifted into the north
with that first intimation, became a singing, whin-
ing blast, that soon numbed the limbs and chilled

the body.

Blake, who had buttoned his overcoat to his

chin, felt his fingers begin to tingle in his heavy
gloves. He lashed the bronchos until they tore
along at almost frightful speed, dragging the
bouncing and swaying carriage. He would have
raised the carriage top but that he feared when
the blizzard struck fairly the carriage would be
lifted and overturned.

As the sudden fall of the temperature was thus
making itself felt, the sky darkened almost into
night and snow began to fly with the wind,— a
pellety, shot-like snow at first, that changed
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oust and the increasing gloom *

tCjiJes'r'''?
'^^f

'

''''''''' 'hem o".' and itthe lines hang loosely in his hands le^t thl

ir,,;ri ""!'"* ™h H"ta„tif

STrn;"'^ r-' "? != -i -bbwh ?,i
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l!lL^'% T,'"'.'"'°"^''°«
"nd the carriage weregone and all about was that awfiil sSer nfstmgjng snow driven by a windTS ce Bk'-was dazed and bewildered.

° '"^^ '^- Bla«

" We must have struck somethinc " he «a;^groping about with his feet.
^' *"'^'

Yes," she answered. " I thonnh* r

He put his arm about her to steaHv h-,

" In which direction ? " he askeH ft,, j, i j
see^nothing not even the gS ?X' st'^

""''

"2!^Vouhurt'".°"''"""'"g'''-^'^'"

Thl^Jn'i^J't "°'' ^T ''""^ ^'"^ ''«"'o«-ine wau must be over that way. A sten nrtwo ought to take us to it."
^

Blake was not sure of that havincr h,A
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formed of snow and of the moisture of the breath
had frozen there and smothered the cattle. Al-
ready his hands and feet were so numb they had
nearly lost sensation, and the floury snow and
the raking wind were choking him and chilling
him to the bone. Instinctively he drew Elinor
more closely to him, hoping to protect her,
though he knew the protection could be but
little at the best.

He was surveying the situation with clearing
mmd, well aware that a step in the wrong direc-
tion might be fatal. If in searching for the
wall they moved away from it, they might not
be able to find it at all, even when they reversed
their course.

He recalled the fate of a lonely line rider
who, venturing from his dugout in such a storm
for the purpose of feeding his horse in a near-by
shed, lost his course in trying to return, and was
found m the snow dead, three miles away. So
while debating Blake took note of the wind,
and moved cautiously with Elinor in the direc-
tion she had indicated, feeling the way in ad-
vance with one outstretched hand and with his
feet.

Blake's hand soon touched the wall. Then
they moved along it. The snow was drifting.
Ploughing through the drifts they turned the
corner of the wall. This brought them into the
lee of a low house constructed of sods and boards,
and they found there a spot which by contrast
was sheltered, though the gale piled the snow
over the roof and from behind the walls in wild
gusts.
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Blake's numbed fingers touched a door, against
which he began to hammer with gloved fist, call-
ing loudly at the same time. Getting no response
he tried the slippery knob ; then set his heavy
shoulder against the boards and by a great effort
forced the door open, tearing loose the catch of
the lock. Dragging Elinor by the hand he
pushed his way in, out of the screaming, pound-
ing blizzard.

The little house was dark and deserted. Blake
stumbled against a stool as he closed the door,
and this stool he used as a prop to keep the
door closed. The room seemed very warm.
This was only because the blizzard had been shut
out, for the little house was really very cold. He
began a search through his pockets for matches.
He found some and struck a light. The blazing
match, held up as a torch, revealed the interior
of the dugout— a small, nearly square room,
with a closed door at the other end.
With a feeling that was almost joy he noted

the rusty cook stove, one of those combination
wood and coal stoves so common in certain parts
of the West. Against one wall was a narrow
cot, almost denuded of its covering. A tattered
blanket and the remnant of a quilt were piled on
It in a small roll. The walls were hidden by
muslin, once white, and now covered in a patchy
way with pictures cut from illustrated papers.
This muslin, tacked on loosely, swayed and bel-
lied before the wind that came through the crev-
ices between the boards forming the upper
portions of the walls. The thing that gave
Blake the most pleasure was the rusty cook
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stove
;

if fuel could be had it promised fireand fire was needed to fight away the cold.
'

We re all nght !

" he said cheerfUlly, though

yve il have a fire going soon. I think I knowth^ place
;

i- 's Sill Ime^ry's. I located him „y
suppos"

^""^ ''°""' ^°' *'*' ''•'""' ^

Then the match having flickered out he stum-
bled across to the stove. His eyes had fal-
len on a pme board, remnant of a goods boxrhw he attacked with his pocket knife. Mean-
while he talked to Elinor, telling her they were

iU't, "?*' '"'^ 8"ided by his voice shewalked slowly across to where he crouched. He
did not strike a match to guide her steps; the

ttmX andV" '"'''' "'^'' """ ""'=•' ^°

flared up he looked at her. Her face was fifrv
red from the sting of the storm, and he could see
that she was very much frightened. As he thrust
the pine whittlings and splinters into the small
stove, and they bjzed out a promise of warmth,

SlThert-et:^
'''^' ^'^-""8' ^^^ ''^gan to'

"I'm blue with, the cold!" she said, and

w n2 Iaa^ ''''7, 'T^ °^ '^^ ^"°^ ^hich the

oTher'lfh-nT '"" "" ''' "''''''

Blake did not observe these motions; he wasdown on his knees before the stove, feeding and
husbanding the fire he had started. When it was
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burning well, he broke up the remnant of the pine
board ty stamping it with his heel, and thrust
the pieces mto the stove. Instead of closing the
stove door, he left it somewhat open, that the
light might illuminate the gloomy interior of
the dugout.

" If we don't find any coal in here we can tear
away a few of the boards, I think ; it's lucky we
found this place !

"

He had risen and was looking about anxiously,
Elinor crept still nearer to the stove, and having
removed her gloves thrust her fingers into the
opening through which shone the light of the
blaze.

"I wonder what became of the bronchos ?

"

she queried. "Oh, hear that!" as a fu-ious
dash of the gale made the walls shake. " There
isn't any danger that the house will be blown
away, I suppose ?

"

"None at all," he assured, looking into the
corners where the shadows lay heavily. « It 's a
dugout, and the roof looks strong." He lifted
his eyes to it. " Sod roof, supported by timbers
and cross boards ; it 's safe enough. And besides,
the house will be pretty well anchored and buried
in a little while if the storm keeps up ; then a
cyclone couldn't dig it out."

In the increasing light from the stove he moved
to the near-by door, and pushed it open, finding
it unlocked.

" I thought I remembered that there was an-
other room here; and it must be even warmer
than this, for it 's a kind of cave which Emery
dug in the side of the hill. I advised him not

17
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to build here under the hill, for I knew his house
wcu d be snowed under in the first storm ; but
It s lucky for us that he didn't take my advice.
And another lucky thine— this dugout isn't so
very far from town. The bronchos feirly flew
after that wind struck them; but," he added
thoughtfully, as if the thing puzzled him, " they
got pretty well out of the trail, or they would n't
have hit this place! It's two hundred yards
from the trail if it 's a foot."
He was searching for fuel while speaking,

moving about in the corners, and beating his
hands together to warm them. He discovered
only a few pine boards. Returning to the stove
with these, he resolved to make a forther search.He was beginning to realize how stunned and
dazed he had been, and to know that he had very
nearly met his death when he was thrown out
over the dashboard of the carriage and was struck
by the wheel as he fell to the ground. On one
side of his head was a swollen bruise that throbbed

'

painfully.

" You 're sure you were n't hurt ? " he ques-
tioned, as he came back to the stove. « It seems
a miracle that you were n't killed !

"

She was not hurt, she assured him ; only jarred
by the fall, and frightened.

XJ ~
" If we could only get on into town," she

urged; "but I suppose we can't for a while!«ow far did you say it is i
"

h"k"^
* §•««* distance,— scarcely a mile, I

"It might as well be as far off as the moon.
1-isten to that wind and the beat of the snow!
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I never heard of such a storm as this, I know •

i'e7hr:jtHgr'-' ^'>«P«'^«'>-'':s'

the boards down by the stove, and she guSup at h.m, remembering how she had fel? whw
muJlTT'f '""' " *•"= """'^ ""d thought hemust be dead or m ured terribly because he didnot answer or move when she^poke to hiriThe terror of that moment when. Lrdly kno":«ng what she was doing, she tried to dr^^ him tohis feet had not wholly left her. Yet^here l^e

Shin?r'^.^''°:i'*
'^^-^^^^-<i' his head almosttouching the low dugout roof, and talking to her

• I}''
'^'^ "^'^ '*'"= *« ""duly alarmed andwished to reassure her. She gaine/strenSh from

'"tEr*:«n«. he was so big and so strong >

With that accession of strength came a renewal

1 hey had met with a stunning accident in the

Em fndT' •'rY "Fr"^ death or serioJhurt and though she wished they could have

nofwMl '
'°*", """^ *^ ^°''^' this situation w«

comfrS "fr""*' «°^ 'hat she was more

stoTrnf h
^^'^

'"'°i?S
man was familiar withstorrns. he was resourceful, and she felt that she

:m^4er;.
'"""

'° ''^ p^«-'"g -- '""!^'

Deril"nfi'''"'°"
^•'''''' "'""gh he realized the

!«>/" '""*?°" """'^ *han he cared to con-
fess found a joy he would not own in the sym-
^^^ ""/u^ '™'""e """>"" with which sheaddressed him. HernnM i,,,,- k.._ _. I.

*"*
; could have been quite con-
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tented and even quite happy but for the fiict

that a further search showed there was almost no
fuel in the dusout. He could use the door con-
necting with the other room, and meant to do so
by and by, and he might with safety remove a
board or two from the roof, but not many, lest
the roof should give way and let the driving bliz-
zard bury them in that awful white win(' ng-sheet
which it was weaving for the exposed plains.

Seeing that the fire would soon go out, and
feeling the chill of the cold, he began to feed it

miserly, doling out the precious sticks of soft
pine as a miser doles out his eold. And to draw
Elinor's attention to other things than the storm
and their condition, he rose after a while and went
round the room looking at the newspaper pictures
pinned to the muslin which served as plastering
and wall paper.

Elinor joined him when he began to speak of
the pictures, and stopping together before some
letters scrawled on the muslin in charcoal, letters
as dimly to be seen in the poor light as the pic-
tures, he struck one of his few matches, and hold-
ing it up they read

:

" Homestead claim of S. R. Emery. Gone
back to Newton. Will return soon."

" Which means next spring," Blake interpreted.
" A good many of the homesteaders have returned
to their old homes for the winter. They can do
that safely enough, as a contest will not run
against a homestead claim until after an abandon-
ment of six months. We'll thank him for leav-
ing the stove ; he cleaned out about everything
else before he went."
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that forced its way through e^- the

running alona it m ar^^Mn? 1' "PP
odd elect. ?lr t

" llf "u?ri' P"'*^""'^

261

wind
tiniest

rippli

snaking and quivenne.

!„»^*Y-
^"'^'ys notice was a rude charcoal draw-KS trrJd?t' "

^'^ I'-Jight.andt:,
the feeble, flaring b'we in the little stove,

bronchos.
«l««ioned again about the

"They have made their way into the townbefore tfiis time 1 don't doubt," he told h^r"

••rndnl^H^K'^ i'^r« " ^hing to joke aboi

be'si brj .f"'^
"'""' "''" ^"^ '" •""•"'

" ^°"'d »'t

.tootleX?f>tr ^'""^ "" ''''^ '-"^ '^^

the^5!!?„7r K?'r'"l'''*
"' '» *•"= «°^e> butthe flaring Ijght of the pine splinters gav^ the

STsrse^ote.'-'P--^ ''' '^'^^
The snow was drifting in through the creviceof the doorway; and wLn he had propped thedoor as well as he could, he tore away some of
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•now came through, and already there were streakt
and hillocks of it spread over the earthen floor.

" We might be worse off than this," he de-
clared, as he came back to the stove. "Very
little wind can get in now, and in these storms
Jf you can shut the wind out you can usually be
comfortable."

He stooped and thrust into the stove a few
more of the precious bits of pine. Having done
this he seated himself on the floor and looked
across at her as she sat there, the firelight half
revealing, half concealing her face. He found
pleasure in thus looking at her and in listening
to her words.
They talked of the storm, whose wild lashing

and roaring shook the dugout. The snow stiU
drove through the tiny interstices in the roof and
sifted down like silver dust over their clothing.
The warm top of the stove resented its intrusion
with steamy hissings.

" That wood will not last a great while," said
Elinor, as Blake fed the fire.

" We '11 hope the storm will blow itself out
before the wood is gone."
"And if it should n't?"
" It will be daylight, probably."
She looked at him earnestly. From the first

she had not been unaware of his anxiety, though
she had said nothing,

"You do not believe that this blizzard will
end by morning? "

" I 'm hoping that it will."
" But you do not expect it ?

'

" It may hang on longer."

i i:
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" How much longer ?

"

" Two or three days."

toeat'"^CoulJ"'''
°"'^ *''" ''"od^and nothing

Srrarte^d:;^^^^^^^^^^^^^^
'^-.l^ ^e bliz?

He hesitated.

"We might."

mighi :;i Me To tr; 'f '^t !^-\"^ «
-an I hope you Ire^ot'LldT' ^'^' '

you S°;."°"'^
''"^'°- This isn't pleasant.

She drew her wrap more closely.
Notiang this he fed the fire again After ,

of the hil?T
^"'^

'^T' ''^'"g excavatefoit

cooped up here unt;l morning, any^y."
' '"

^nL^: £H:^s"t=^rtherat5^
situation for her in tL outer room of the^out where the cold was becSg cot^^^^^^^

some sleep and .forget fo^r a time th^^ i^ K
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caught here in the storm." He did not like
to say bhzzard— which has a sinister meaning,
to those well acquainted with it. " I will put
this wood in the stove, and while you are getdng
thoroughly warm I will move that cot in there

;

or if you prefer it can be placed here by the'
stove, though I believe the other room will be
much more comfortable."
•'And you? " she asked, looking up at him.
" Well, I 'm used to cold and to storms ; it

does n't matter so much to me. My overcoat is
thick, and I '11 make it through, right here, with-
out trouble or discomfort. I could easily spare
the overcoat for your use."

She tried to read his eyes, but the light was
bad and she failed.

" I will go into the other room if you think it
IS best."

"I really do, and I only wish the stove was
there to make it warmer."
He crowded the rest of the box into the

stove; and while she hovered over the heat it
made, he moved the cot into the other room, and
tore from the walls the muslin curtains, which
he heaped upon it for coverings. After that
he tried to get her to accept the overcoat, but
this she would not do.
"Oh, it's quite pleasant in here!" she called

out to him, when she had retreated to the other
room, lighting the way with a flaming bit of pine
which he had placed in her hands.

" I am glad you find it so," he said, and smiled
gnmly.
The temperature in that room was already



Caught in the Storm 265

?A^^'° *"*^ •"* ''"'=* "5 *""* " ^ warmer
than the outer room would be in a few minutes,
and he knew that, too.
Then he stared into the flaring fire throuah

the open door of the stove, and listened to thebooming roar of the storm as it lashed over the
crest of the h.ll. And down upon him, and on
the mdignant, sputtering stove drifted that silver
dust which the raving wind forced through every
tiny opening. " '



CHAPTER XXIII

FIGHTING THE WHITE DEATH

JACKSON BLAKE did not at once sacri-
fice more of the precious if poor fuel to

feed the flickering flame, and when the fire had
fallen so low that even its light failed to cast
any glimmer on the walls, dark now that they
were denuded of their muslin covering, he b^
gan to walk back and forth in the narrow room,
to restore circulation, for the increasing cold
*5^™^, to be clogging the blood in his veins.
And still the storm raved, and the ice-dust snow
came like flour through the interstices, thrust in
by the pounding fingers of the clamorous wind.

For hours Blake walked up and down the nar-
row confines of that cold, dark room, stamping
his feet, beating his hands, swinging his arms, and
indulging in a vanety of gymnastic exercises that
would have brought a smile to the lips of Elinor
if she could have beheld them. And all the
while he was thinking of many things, but prin-
cipally of the girl in the other room, where the
darkness lay as heavily and the cold was almost
as great as in the room he occupied. He won-
dered if she were suffering, if she were able to
sleep; wonder. d what she thought of this horri-
ble situation, and if she condemned him
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Not another stick of the pine would he touch,
until the low temperature made itself felt so un-
pleasantly that fear for its effect on her rather
than upon himself caused him to strike another
match and rekindle the dead fire. Nor would he
permit himself to fall asleep. Few nights within
his recollection had seemed so long, though nightshad descended on him whose length had bten inter-
minable and whose darkness had been like death,
let he wore it out at last.

The blizzard still smote the low hil! and the
dugout, as the gray day dawned- a laggard day
that hours late crept with palsied lelay and
death V palbr through the wliite winding-sheet
that the wild night had woven. The dugoutwas buried beneath snow which the winds had
scooped from the levels of the flats and poured

0" trw m.
""''" "P°" " °^^' '^^ ''--

k ^Ki-*
''*

J
'^^^^''^'^ 'he roar of the storm, and

the blizzard seemed to have lost something of its
terrible rage

; yet Blake knew just how the windwas beating and booming over tfie frozen expanses
iike a northerly gale over the wastes of an Arctic
sea, and how the snow, some of it from the skiesand some of It caught up from the earth, was
swirling, whirhng, and driving as if all the wild
white horses of the frigid North were charging
with icy hoofs across the crushed and beiten

Innumerable times Blake had stopped by thedoor leading into that other room, iLening forsome sound of life, yet fearing to awake the
sleeper to the monotony and cold of the new



268 The Rainbow Chasers

day, if indeed she were sleeping or had slept.
His heart filled with relief and gladness when he
heard her stirring. He hastened to the stove
and fed it almost lavishly with the few sticks he
had husbanded, that the room might be brighter
and warmer when she came out into it.

When she appeared she was shivering, and
clutched her wrap closely. His first question con-
cerned her and the night. Had she slept well ?

" Not very well," she said, with an attempt at
brightness. " And you have n't slept at all. I
heard you moving about all night."

" Then you did n't sleep, either !

"

" Yes, some ; but the cold drove me out just
now. I thought I should freeze in there. So I
came out to see if it was n't warmer in here.
That room is like an ice-cave."

She drew the stool up by the stove, shivering
as she stretched her hands over the insufficient
blaze.

" I 'm afraid you are too extravagant," she
urged, smiling at hitn, as he broke up the last
bit of board and crowded it into tiie stove where
it roared a feeble challenge to the blizzard.

" Yes, I was too extravagant in the night. I
should have used nohe of it then ; but I thought
a little fire would make the place more comfort-
able."

He did not say " more comfortable for you,"
but he meant that ; and she understood that he
meant it, though it was not his intention that
she should.

" I can break up that door, I think. But not
just yet."
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" The storm is as bad as ever," she said, with-
out questioning.

In the quiet of that other room she had heard
Its raving, even through the blanket of snow
heaped over the dugout. The fact that the
noise of Its gusty rage was muffled had not de-
ceived her.

" I am afraid so."
" And what shall we do >

"

Blake had been asking himself that question

;

had asked it all through the night.
" I shall freeze in there in that cot ; and this

IS n't much better, if any."
" The first thing is to warm yourself as well

as you can by the fire here."
He looked across the stove at her— it gave

him secret pleasure to do that! He smiled
cheerfully.

"Are you good at gymnastics.? I've been
practising about everything I ever knew or heard
of in that line, throughout the night. It 's an
excellent way to keep warm. This little room
IS n t a boulevard nor a king's highway, but one
can turn round in it without hitting the walls
more than a couple of times in each turn. We
shall have to do some walking, I 'm afraid."

She danced about the room, his eyes following
hers. The floor was criss-crossed with ridges of
snow, and heaps and mounds of snow lay here
and there against the walls.
" We can open the door into the other room,

in fact it will be open all the time after I break
up the door for stove wood,— and that will enlarge
the walking space," he su^;ested.
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^^
She laughed almost merrily as she finished her

" We '11 save the wood and do the walking "
she said nsmg. "Shall we be able to leave hfre
to-day. do you thmk ? I suppose there is nochance to get out and see how tfe prospect is?

"

She looked at the tmy window. It wm banked
full of snow, which extended above the panes andalmost shut out the light.

^

"No use to try for a look from the outside
until we re ready to leave," he said. "The ef-
fort would only let the storm in. If the wind
Wis, and I hope It will, perhaps we can get awayfrom here this afternoon."

^ '

Then they began to walk to and fro in theroom; and pushing open the connecting door, thev
penetrated also to the darkness of the other toolBut even with that addition of space, the walk was
iiKe the tramp of prisoners in a cell. When this
exercise was found insufficient, they ran. stamped
their feet, and swung their arms, to keep theblood from congealing. They lost breath in
these efforts, and succeeded in tiring themselves
but still fet the cold with stingfng keennS
However, they made merry over thefr situation,
and stirred each othtr to cheerfulness in a way

!ol .u^
'" 't something of the heroic and also

something of the pathetic.
When Blake's watch told him that the noonhour had come and gone, and his sense cf hear-

Jk; and the tingle o? the cold assured him that
the blizzard was not abating, he felt that the
thing he had dreaded to name must now be
spoken.
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.Jni?"-' ^T '" g"*" to*n." he said. « they
•topped in front of the again fireless stove.

thL T ""5 ? f'""8
'"'"« '° •«= •'"fed but

that door, and I have purposely saved that for
this emergency. The storm will last through

freezing. If we stay here this way ,t will cer-
tainly make you ill."

'

She stared at him.

I 'L^T ^aV^c'^ «" 5'""°"«'' «"y """^ than
I can And if you should, how would you
return? ' "

"aL'^^F '""^ ^"" return!" he declared.And in the town I can get help. The worst
will be that you will havf to stay here Tlone
while I am gone. But I will break up that door
and you can burn it, and in that way feeep warm.
1 shall have to start soon, to get back beforemght with the things we need— some fuel andsome food.

« You will carry them ? You could n't do any-
thing of the kind 1 The wind will be right myour face as you come back, if it has n't changed
Its direction since last night."

It was evident that she was anxious.
"Would you— could you stay while I am

gone r he asked.
Perhaps she fancied she had shown anxiety for

his safety in undue measure. Her face flushed
suddenly.

" I could stay, of course, for it would be impos-
sible for me to do anything else; and I ought to
be brave enough not to be afraid, for nothing can
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get near this house now, except the cold. AndM vou sav, that door broken up will make a fire'
to keep that away But do you think you ought
to try It? What if you couldn't get back?

"

mean what would become of me, then ?
"

«; I'll get back !
•• he said, with fierce determi-

nation. I 1| find some men to come with me.And we 11 Bet through before dark, too. You
need n t be afraid on that account."
Then he began to set forth the reasons which

made this action now necessary. Though it was
plain that she hesitated, she opposed no longer.
She saw that he was right. The time had come
when something must be done.
How helpless we are! The temperature rises

and we broil
; it drops to frigidity, and if our

resources of heat are gone or our situation exposed
we chill and perish. So as to food. We may be
poets with our heads in the clouds ; we may be
lovers "sighing like furnace," yet we must eat
or die. The human image of God may have head
Of gold and arms of silver, but its feet are clay and
Its necessities tyrants.

Jackson Blake took the connecting door from
its hinges, and with some difficulty reduced it to
fragments. When h« had apparently made every
preparation, he cut a mask from the muslin that
had covered the walls, making slits in it for eyes
and nostnls, and attaching strings by which it
could be held in position over his face. Elinor
heh)ed him with it, when he explained its need,
and laughed when he put the hideous thing on.He knew that his appearance was anything but
presentable, as with this mask over his face to
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Ct* 'l/'?'"."l«
"''"gi"? »now and wind, his

Jandkerchief tied over hfs can., hi, big co«buttoned lumpily over his chest and about
°"

throat, over a fold of the muslin with which he

r;s;'r''p''"p""°^''''''«'<'y.'>«--d

^vSTL^^' "°' ''"8'''"8 "°^- She was noteven equal to an attempt at girlish gayety. Her
fece looked almost blank ani pitiabVhdpless ashe began to open the door.

/ f <=« as

"Close it tightly after me and keep the fire

r I „
-^nd keep up your courage. I'll Jbade all right and as soon as I can

" ^

»fJ„J7^'' u" "'^''^ *''""'•= «°™ "''«' '"hdd the

h,H rfo r?- T°"' '"r'°,
""= 8«« snowbank thathad packed m front of the dugout and disappear.The wind tore at the door as ff it would wrench

i"torri«^'
^"' '''- ^'-'^^ "^ «- -i

strL°hL"'T
•'*'='^ '",»''«= wailed to herself.

figure. I shall die here ; I know I shall ! Oh
this is terrible— this— " '

The wind rocked the door and threatened tooverthrow her and she was compelled to dose it

to shut out the snow entirely even when she
stuffed stnps of doth into the crevice.

bhe was sobbing when she went back to thestove, where the bits of boards which Blake
ftad thrust in were leaping merrily, as if thevwouW charm back herUrage and her cheer^
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Outside, Jackson DIalce was fighting the bliz-
zard. It fairly overwhelmed him .vhen he crept
out of the snowbank. The wind driving fiiri-

ously across level leagues pounded the ice-dust
snow into the meshes of his clothing, and iu
sting searched throueh his heavy coat and took
the warmth from his body.

Nevertheless, he floundered on, putting his
back to the blast, and began to search for the
wire fence which he knew came at that point
almost to the corner of the dugout. This fence
ran straight south to the railroad, and there an-
other led at right angles nearly to the railroad
station. But for these wires even Jackson Blake,
courageous as he was, would not have dared to
venture forth in that storm. Without their
guidance he could scarcely have hoped to find
his way, where sight was well-nigh useless and
landmarks lost.

He found the jagged top wire of the fence —
the others were buried in the drift— and clinging
to it with one hand he stumbled blindly on. In
spite of the care he used the barbs of the wire
tore his glove and cut his fingers. He feared
that sections of the fence would be found buried,
or broken by floundering herds of drifting range
cattle. In either case he would have nothing to
rely on except the wind, which might be veery
and treacherous, and that instinct of the plains-
man as to direction which seems someHmes to be
a sort of sixth sense.

Fortunately his fears were not realized. In
places there were no drifts at all, but only the bare
ground, swept as clean of snow as if a broom had



Fighting the White Death 275
been passed over it. At other points the drifts
were high and compacted like ice hillocks, but
""top wire was clear even there.
When he reached the fence that paralleled the

nulroad and made his way along it slowly in the
direction of the town he bumped against or
stumbled and fell at intervals over hapless cattle
that, arriving at the fence and unable to go fur-
ther because of its obstruction, had sunk down
there to die, too much exhausted to make any
further effort.

'

Before he reached the end of the railroad fence
near the station he was so benumbed that he
stumbled even when cattle did not lie in his way
to tnp him up. But he kept on with brave
determination, and finding the station platform
and beholding the sUtion itself, which loomed
white in the storm, he put his hands at last on
the boards of the fence that ran here aloniij t^c
sidewalk toward Prethro's restaurant.

•
^°*'5'''*''''* **"" *** *'"'"K °" '•>« counter

in Prethro's, sawing his fiddle, in the inteivals
of this exercise talking with Prethro, who was
smoking and taking his ease before the fire, for
there was no custom on such a day, when the
door was pushed open and a snow-beaten and
whol y unrecognizable figure stumbled over the
threshold.

"By the great Sam Bass," exclaimed Lost
Charlie, " here 's a pilgrim that ioves his stomick ICome out m a blizzard like this to dt a bite of
pie !

" "

But when he knew that this snow-smothered
ana half-frozen figure was Jackson Blake, who
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was supposed to be in Spencerdale, his levity

ended.

Blake told his story as soon as he could get

the snow out of his nostrils and beard and regain

his breath.
" 1 must go right back," he declared. " The

girl will freeze to death there if help doesn't

reach her ; she '11 never go through the night in

that fireless dugout and live. I must have coal

and something to eat, and must start back with

them at once. What time is it ?
"

"Three o'clock," said Prethro, who was as

much aroused by Blake's entrance and by this

revelation as was Lost Charlie. " You can 't

make it— not t'-night."

" Why, man, I 've got to !

"

Lost Charlie's dark eyes were not dancing now

;

they were thoughtful and serious.

"Wr'U have to help you, then," he said.

" How much coal you got, Prethro ? Of course

you 've got plenty of grub."
" Grub, yes ; but not much coal. We kin

take what's yere, though. Set down by the

stove there, Blake ; you 're plum froze ! Charlie

'n' me '11 do th' plannin*. Medford next door

has got coal, plenty; we kin git some o' his.

Gittin' warmish, Blake? Pile in some coal,

Charlie ! And Jinny — say, Jinny ! Rustle

somepin' warm, quick, fer Blake t' eat
!

"

He vanished in search of his wife ; while Lost

Charlie, after stirring up the fire, and warning

Blake not to sit too close to it, as the eflfect of the

frost would make his hands and feet ache, began

to get into his heavy coat and yellow slicker.
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" Thirteen below, and still droppin '," he an-
nounced, after a look at the thermometer, which
Prethro had nailed up outside the restaurant door.
" The mercury will kick the bottom out of that
old thing 'fore mornin'. This is givin' the
cattle hell."

" A lot of them are slung up against the rail-

road fence," said Blake, to whom these remarks
were addressed. "I fell over some of them;
couldn't tell them from the snow banks."

It was nearly an hour before Blake was able to
start back, so much time was consumed in neces-

sary preparations. He borrowed a pair of shoes
of Prethro, his own being snow filled and almost
frozen to his feet, and tried to make himself
comfortable and get his strength back before

undertaking the return trip. Prethro and Lost
Charlie procured a large hand sled, rpon which
they lashed food, a bag of coal, a bundle of
kindling wood, and other things thought to be
necessary. Prethro slipped a flask of whiskey
into his hip pocket— it had been passed to him
by his wife, with the food.

"You may need it," she said, "if she's chilled

or weak or in a bad way."
" K'rect

!

" Prethro assented. " Red likker is

the ba'm o' life when it 's properly 'dministered,

'n' th' fire o' hell when it 's abused. We '11 need
it, mebby."
Then he and Lost Charlie prepared masks sim-

ilar to the one Blake had worn, and wrapping
themselves in their warmest clothing, with yellow
slickers over all, they were ready to go; and
Blake being also ready, the three men set out.
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urged on by Jinny, who was as heroic. They
drew the hand sled by a long rope, to which all

three set their strength. The gale was still flail-

ing the streets and obscuring everything but the
nearest houses. They observed, though, that the
sky was brighter directly overhead, an indication
that the snowfall was less. A straight ahead look
made it seem as thick as ever, but this was
because the wind was grinding at the drifts and
picking up the snow from the ground.
"Them bronc 's landed ag'mst the fence

some'eres, prob'ly," said Prethro, giving voice to
this thought as the three men took shelter for a
moment m the lee of the station. "Both of
'em '11 be stifFer 'n stakes 'fore mornin', if they
ain't dead a'ready."

" Oh, ye can't tell
!

" Lost Charlie shouted, as
the wind screamed over them. " Hard to kill the
likes of them. They 've run into some kind o'
luck, likely. Only bronc' I ever knowed to be
snuffed out by a blizzard was a locoed one, and
he ought to died."

Then with breath renewed they plunged again
into the struggle with the wind and flying snow.
Lost Charlie m the lead feeling his way along
by hanging to the barbed wire fence.

It was tiresome work, yet the exertion was not
enough to keep them warm. The wind smote
even through the heavy slickers, striking a chill
to the bone. It sucked the breath away from the
nostrils and left them gasping and pinched. It
ingulfed the staggering forms in cascades of snow,
then beat and buffeted them until at times they
were nearly overthrown.
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Sturdy men were these, men of high courageand undaunted hearts. They fought Fhe lash^fgga e with iron determination. Though therwerfHalted at dmes these halts were but^momJn^rJas when a strong fighter stops to gain brea^So they pushed on filling over driftld-in cattlefloundering into and out of new snowbanks, tug-ging at tKe laden sled, scarcely speaking vftputting the toy.: behind them, first fn a wfsterly

direction then m a northerly, along the lines of thefences, until they approached the dugout
Already the short day had clostd in a blurof snow and darkness. Overhead the sky JZclearer than at any time since the storm slt^and this was a good omen ; but except overheadm which direct on none of them wer^ goi^ justhen If ,t cou d be helped. Lost Chfrlie^-'S

there was nothing clear. The wind raved as if

Zmrr "' ''%' ^''" '"^"P*'''^ of exhaus-
tion, and the snow flew as when the blizzardbegan Little or none of it was coming fromhe skies now, but the hungry wind was gnawing
It from every snowbank and whirling it on as if
It were the spindrift of a stormv sea.

Lost Charlie still led, followed by Jim Prethro,Blake bnngmg up the rear. He felt very weakand numb, but his thoughts were of Elinor Spen-
cer rather than of himself. He hoped she'had

left Zflf •' T .' '°"S "'"^ ^'"« he had

.iLt V? '•'" '^."S°"^' ^"d it must haveseemed a much longer time to her. Yet he haddone all he could. Whatever delay there had
''^^, w^snecessary and unavoidable.

1 hus the dugout was reached, and the three
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men stumbled up to the door, where, kicking
away the snow with his heavy boots, Prethro
hammered on the timbers and shouted in the
darkness.

" Hello !" he called. « Hello, in there ! Yere
we air, with good chuck 'n' coal enough to burn
'"« shanty "P. hopin' you 're doin' handsome !

"

All listened, in the howling of the storm.
When there was no response, Prethro pounded

again with his stiff, mittened hands.
"She 'sin the back room," said Blake. "You'll

have to call louder."

So Prethro thumped as if he would knock the
door down, and shouted with all his strength •

"Hello! Hello! Wake up! Yere's Mr.
Blake

; an' we 're with him, with grub 'n' coal
n fixin's various 'n' otherwise. Pies like yer
mother uster make, an' they 'II be stiffer 'n icicles
if we don't git in with 'em mighty quick."

" That raised her," Lost Charlie observed, as
they heard a stir within. " Prethro's pies air
deservin' of their repitation. Last week Mrs.
Shake took one with her when she called on a
dyin' man, and it revived him ; fact, and I can
prove It! So, ain't it, Jim.? 'Twas Mark
Adams, you remember; and now he 's hoppin'
round spry as a Kansas grasshopper, or would
be, I reckon, if this blizzard did n't keep himm the house."

It was some time before the door was drawn
open, and they could tell that it was drawn open
with difficulty, though they pushed on it by way
of assistance. Then they were, as it seemed,
blown into the little house by the snow-laden
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wind, dragging after them the sled and its
burden.

The place was dark as a cave, until Lost
Charhe scratched a match and gave illumination,
^Imor had just emerged from the back room.
Frethro reached for his hip pocket as soon as his
eyes fell on her.

"Some o- th- Wine o' Life!" he said, pro-
ducing the flask. "Temp'rance principles don't
g.> n a case like this. You're froze, 'n' I kin

*ff , "Vu .'" ^*" .*" '"'°"> ^°°— g°f yer shoes

t°hai door*?' " ^'^' °'''"^' ^°" ^'''^"

Lost Charlie had a fire started by the time the
door was closed and properly chocked. Prethro
as a man of years and family, gave his attention
to the girl, who was mdeed almost frozen He
asked her why she took off her shoes, and she
said her feet became so cold that she thought
she could warm them better if her shoes were
oJt. bhe had lam on the cot when her small
supply of fuel gave out, and had been there
since, the temperature falling so swiftly that she
began to fear help could not reach her and she
would surely perish during the night.
The experienced plainsman would not let her

go near the fire, even when its roaring sounded
so pleasant, but kept her " herded " over by the
door, where he made her rub her half-frozen feet
with snow, and her half-frozen and aching fingers

"
9-?' 'Z.''^"''

°"' ^y degrees 'n' gradiully, in a
case like this yere," he explain-d. « Whiskey 's
good to warm the inner man, but the out'ard
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woman has got to be tempered up t' th' right
condition slow an' cautious-like— slow 'n' cau-
tious-like, same 'z coaxin' a skittish steer into a
new corral. Queer thing, nature is. You'd
think,^ now, that when you 're cold th' proper
thing 'd be to turn on th' heat; but if you do
that is t*_ say turn it on too quirk, then nature
kicks, an' turns yer toes black, an' puts crimps
into yer fingers, 'n' aches into yer j'ints, an' makes
a reglar hellyballoo all round. But you're all
right. Miss Spencer,— all right 'n' O. K., an'
you 11 be settin' up to that fire and layin' th'
table cloth fr us most before you know it."

Both Jackson Blake and Elinor Spencer were
glad to have bluflF Jim Prethro do the things
that needed to be done and take control and guid-
ance at this time. Later, when the girl was per-
mitted to come to the stove, where Lost Chariie
now had a great fire going, Blake explained the
delay and the difficulty in getting help to her.

Later still, all ate a hearty supper, with laps
and knees for table, and hot cofiee poured from
a tin pail into some tin drinking-cups. And
though the blizzard still roared, and the dugout
was cramped and unprepossessing, the storm
seemed now far away and impotent.
A strip of muslin was hung in the opening

between the rooms for a door, and the rear room
was taken for the night by the three men. For
Elinor the cot was brought out by the stove.
The coal fire had rendered the whole dugout
habitable now, and even comfortable.
By morning the blizzard was over, and the

prisoners of the dugout walked into Golden City
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on the snow. The sun shone brightly.— ,obnghtly that Its rays of fire were reLteJ from
the snow-fields m a blinding glitter.
The bronchos, and what was left of the car-

nage, had found shelter in a farmer's barn near
town. The plams were covered with dead Cattle.They were wmrowed by the wire fences that
guarded the railroad. Half of Old Shake's herd
was gone. Men with laden horses wer« starting
tank from the town to succor lonely claim hold-
ers in need

; others were humanely cutting the

trsIr^hiiS
'^ *"' "^"« ^"'^ ^~"«'' -*°
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CHAPTER XXIV

"THE ADVANCE AGENT OF WESTERN
PROGRESS "

WHEN Marrin Parker, like the spies of old,
had looked over the land and found it

promising, he bought a ticket and travelled to
Kansas City, where he delayed awhile, and jour-
neyed thence into the East, stopping here and
there in the principal money centres.
He was possessed of some capital ; and, being

a man of shrewdness in matters of business, he
had made his monev breed like Shylock's ducatsHe saw now, or thought he saw, opportunities
in this line such as he had never dreamed of.
Therefore he was content to dismiss for a time
the subject of Jackson Blake and the reward,
though only because he fancied he saw lareer
prey, and because he was really afraid of Hank
Wilson.

The New West was filling up with men rich
in courage and faith, but poor in purse. Their
need of money would be great, and their faith
being great they would be willing to pay well
for it. That was the foundation stone on which
Martin Parker laid the fabric of his plans and
his arguments. And, as he had a winning way
withal. It was not long before he began to make
other men see, as it were through his eyes, all
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the rosy glow and lavish promise of quick and
safe gains.

The wealthy East had money, idle money, in
abundance. Three per cent, four per cent, rarely
six per cent, was as much as money could earn
there. Much of the time it could earn little or
nothing. The growing West had land that it
would mortgage for money, with which to build
houses, stores, and schools, with which to specu-
late, and It would willingly pay a rate of interest
that would seem usurious anywhere else.

Therefore Martin Parker made himself " the
advance agent of Western progress." As such
he visited moneyed men in the East; he con-
ferred with the heads of charitable and religious
institutions that had funds for investment; he
•"^"^lewed trust and deposit companies that

J u
'"''^"'*"ces of widows and orphans

;

and he sought out other companies and banks
where the savings and scrapings of toiling thou-
sands were kept at low rates. By his suavity,
his apparent candor, his smoothness and glibness
of speech, but more than all by a showing of
large profits to be earned, and the financial back-
ing he had been able to secure in Kansas City,
he interested these people; and not only inter-
ested them, but induced many of them to intrust
their money to a corporation formed for the pur-
pose of placing money in the New West. In
addition, he contrived to secure for himself the
position of local agent of various mortgage and
trust companies and money-lending organizations.
When Parker returned to the plains of West-

ern Kansas in the spring, after a considerable
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Jtay at Ransoms, and opened the office of the
Golden City Mortgage and Investment Com-
pany, of which he seemed to be the presidine
and executive genius, the wild boom was again
sweeping the land, and the blizzard and its ter-
rors were long since forgotten.
And such a wild boom as it was ! Old Shake

rubbed his eyes as he beheld the transformation
?'

'i",.,*=*"'«
""gM, and pulled at his white

beard ike another Rip Van Winkle awakening
from sleep. He seemed to be witnessing the
impossible. As usual, he found refuge in a
quotation from the Bard:
"'If this were played upon a stage now, I

could condemn it as an improbable fiction.'

"



CHAPTER XXV

A FORECAST OF THE HARVEST

EVEN Old Shake's cowboys had turned
boomers.

"Hoop-la! 'This is a mad world, my mas-
ters I said Lost Charlie, as he " rustled "

the
trains for business, displaying to a land-seekinR
public a gorgeous business card bearing this
characteristic inscription:

De June bug hab de golden wing,
De lightning bug de flame

;

Lorr Charlie hab no wings at all j
But HE oiTJ DA», jes' de lame !

What the great blizzard had left of Old Shake's
herd he had sold at round prices, for the influx
ot new people created a heavy demand for beef,
and the new settlers were clamoring for cows with
which to form the nuclei of small herds of their
own.

Martin Parker found that the firm of Spencer& Blake was not only doing a rushing business in
locating land seekers, but that it had bought land
near the town and had laid out an " addiSon "

to
Golden City. Jii, Prethro had followed suit,
by laying out his entire quarter section as another
addition

; and he was selling town lots from it,
too, at good prices, h-Wng closed up his restau-
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rant that he might pursue this more promiiing
path to wealth.

Parker had expected large things of Golden
City, but what he now beheld surpassed his ex-
pectations. Everywhere were sights and sounds of
stirring activity— foundations being laid, build-
ings going up, stores and banks being opened,
new land firms being organized ; and strong ru-
mors were current that the new land office, ulked
of for months in the Kansas newspapers, was to
be located there.

He was delighted with these things. He could
not have planned and developed them more to
his liking if he had tried. He threw himself
with avidity into the business he had taken up,
and in a little while became known as one of the
leading land men of the place, who had abun-
dance of money for loans and investments. His
office swarmed with men who wanted money, and
who, seeing immense profits in almost anything
they cared to undertake, were willing to give
interest rates that would have made an Eastern
capitalist stare with incredulity.

Twenty-four per cent was what Parker charged
and received. In each case, this twenty-four per
cent was taken, for the first year, out of the sum
of the loan itself. " The State laws permitted the
payment of no more than twelve per cent. But
that was a thing of no consequence. In truth, this

legal prohibition pleased and suited Parker. He
charged but twelve per cent interest and so com-
plied with the law ; but he added to it twelve per
cent commission, for obtaining the money for the
borrower ; and this " commission," collected, like
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the intaest, in advance, out of the loan, he put
into his own pockets, in addition to the regular
commission received from the Eastern investors
whose money he was handling. Surely, Martin
Parker had nothing to complain of in the business
and booming methods of Golden City; and so
rich was the harvest he began at once to reap that
the three thousand dollars reward offered for the
capture of the Arkansas convict, Dick Brewster,
seemed to him but a bagatelle, unworthy of con-
sideration just then, whatever he might conclude
to think of it later.

The land office came to Golden City, adding
new impetus to the already wild boom. Pleased
by this. Judge Henry Spencer yet suffered defeat.
He was appointed neither receiver nor register of
the new office, these positions going to men who
up to that time had not been identified vth
Golden City in any way.

" It's all rieht," said Blake, cheerfUlly and con-
solingly. " You 're better off without it. One
of those places would have been an honor, no
doubt; but just now more money can be made
outside of such a position than in it. And every-
thing is coming our way ! I had an offer this
morning of five hundred dollars for that lot at
the corner of Main and Maple. I wouldn't take
it, for it will be worth a thousand dollars inside
of two months."
Hank Wilson, instigated by certain land men,

sold half of his land up the river, then went into
a company with them ; and where his claim was
another town was started, for the proclaimed pur-
pose of making it the county-seat. It was nearer

19
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the centre of the county, it was urged, and it had
other advantages which within a year would enable

it to " knock the hind sights off of Golden City."

Sometimes Spencer and sometimes Blake made
brief business trips to Topeka and Kansas City.

Martin Parker also made flying trips to Kansas
City and other points, including Arkansas and
Ransoms. He had agents, or " drummers," sn

these places, and in many others, who sent busi-

ness to him in the shape of men who wished to

invest, men who desired land or town lots, men
who wanted to " get in on the ground floor," and
who were made to believe that Martin Parker
himself owned the "ground floor" at Golden
City and all that the term implied.

Parker's perpttual smile irradiated his business

methods. He was the embodiment of genial

optimism ; he was warm and glowing cheerful-

ness personified. He became an attorney before

the new land oflice, and employed a man whose
sole duty was to rise at two in the morning and
stand, filing-papers in hand, in the line that gath-
ered before the land office door each day at that

early hour. Each land firm was forced to em-
ploy such a man, for when the ofliice opened
for business at nine, the crush to reach the win-
dows where the filing-clerks worked was so great

that life and limb were imperilled. Those who
arrived before the land office doors first took
stations there, those coming later being com-
pelled to fall into line behind. When the open-
mg hour came it was found, often, that this line

of men extended down the office steps and out
into the street for half a block or more.
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Parker became not onlv -n attoinei? Sifore the
land office, but was welcoi ed to a se: . on the
Golden City Board of Tiadc, an oiganization
that printed roseate circulars of Golden City, its

future, and the future of the country surround-
ing it, which it sowed everywhere like the leaves
orVallambrosa. This Board of Trade also sent
agents into Eastern cities and country places,
whose business was to advertise to the people
there the greatness and riches of the new land.
It published letters, too, in the newspapers of the
East and the Middle West, from "correspon-
dents " whose laudations exhausted the language
of commendatory epithet.

Ever Martin Parker was in the forefront; ever
his radiant smile pointed to new worlds to con-
quer; and his white teeth were as the plume of
Navarre, leading the way to victory.



CHAPTER XXVI

YIELDING TO THE TIDE

THETIS, mother of Achilles, grasping him
by the heel dipped him in the nver Styx

tc make him invulnerable. Fate taking Jack-

son Blake by the heart strings had thrust him

out into the Stream of the Forgotten. The
results were much the same. The heel of Achil-

les, held by his mother's hand, remained the one
vulnerable spot in his body, and received the

fatal arrow from the bow of Paris; and Jackson

Blake's heart strings possessed still the power to

quiver and to feel the sweet thrill of pleasur-

able pain which men call love.

When he first met Elinor Spencer he was drawn
toward her irresistibly. Her personal beauty,

her intelligence, her mental attractiveness, were

charms of which he could not be insensible.

Her voice was music, to which he could not

listen enough ; her glance sunshine, that broke

like morning light through the clouds which

had shrouded him.

He had not forgotten Christine; and remem-
bering her he had thought other love far from

him, and that he would never marry nor even

dream of it. Yet here before he knew it fully

he was dreaming of Elinor as he had never

dreamed of Christine, was seeing in her charac-

ter beauties never discerned in Christine's.
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He found himself watching for her appear-
ance in the street ; waiting for the sound of her
quick footsteps and the rustle of her gown as
she came into the office ; thinking by the hour
of how she looked in certain poses, how a cer-
tain smile had so become her, how the glint of
gold in her brown hair had been brightened by
the light that fell upon her through the office
window.
As soon as he became aware of their true

character he sought to put these thoughts from
him. He was almost frightened by them. He
did not dare to love her ! He knew it. Yet he
could not help loving her. Fight away his
thoughts and fancies as he would, they always
came back.

Then he threw himself into the business affairs

of the new firm of Spencer & Blake with feverish
energy, hoping that would aid him to forget. It
did not. He found that when he most desired
to keep away from her he was inventing excuses
which would take him to the hotel where she
resided with her father. If Judge Spencer did
not appear at the office with his accustomed
promptness, it seemed to become needful or at
least desirable that a flying visit should be made
to the hotel, to lay before him some matter of
business which could have been delayed as well
as not. Sometimes Blake saw Elinor when he
did tb^s, and sometimes he failed to see her. In
either case he succeeded in impressing Spencer
with his alertness and value as a partner and
business man, though this was not within his
thought.
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Then came the long and delightful drive across
the plains with Elinor on that return trip from
Spencerdale. It had ended disastrously in more
ways than one. Those hours of imprisonment
together were as links binding him to her ; and
when he had fought his wav to the town and
back to the dugout to bring her succor, the very
torture he endured both mentally and physically
gave strength to his passion.

Yet he was afraid to love her. He accused
himself of blindness, of madness, of treachery
even, in permitting his heart to become so en-
gaged, when he could no more help it than water
released can prevent its fall to the ground. He
trembled at the bare thought of the possible con-
sequences to them both. For himself, if dis-
covery of his identity came, even if he were
dragged back to that jail from which he had fled,
he could by hardening his heart endure it, as he
had endured other bitter ills. But Elinor !

He hoped that she did not love him ; then in
the same breath accused himself of vanity and
egotism for fancying that she could for a moment
think of loving him. Why should she love him ?

Why should she give him even a thought ? She
was kind to him,. but she was kind to every one;
and if she appeared at intervals to give him rather
more of her time and attention than he deserved,
that was accounted for easily by the fact that he
was now her father's business partner, interested
in the same things and occupying the same office.

She would have given of her attention and sym-
pathy to a mere office boy in the same way ! So
he queried and tortured his heart.
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Struggling thus ineffectively with his love, his
emotions, his mingled hopes and fears, it is small
wonder that Blake's manner toward Elinor be-
came occasionally strange and distraught; that he
flushed when she entered the office, and found
speedily that business called him somewhere ; and
that when he beheld her coming down the street
he took occasion to pass to the other side to
speak to some one, even if that one were no more
than a stranger.

At other times, and this was not infrequently,
he was not strong enough to keep up the un-
equal battle. Then yielding to the tide he could
not stem, he sought her company, became un-
naturally gay, exerted himself to win a smile from
her, took her to one of the innumerable church
festivals with which the struggling congregations
of the new town sought to win money for their
work, accompanied her on the opening night
when the new theatre was to be " dedicated " by a
famous singer from the East, and invited her out
for a drive whenever he could find it convenient.

In all this he was like the victim of the opium
habit who, knowing his practice is wrong, is yet
too weak to withstand its seduction. And while
he condemned himself, even cursed himself now
and then in wild fury, he saw every barricade he
could erect go down.
Thus it came about that before Martin Parker

had been two months back in Golden City, Jack-
son Blake had almost ceased to combat where it

was impossible for him to conquer, and ceasing
to combat was swept resistlessly on.
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CHAPTER XXVII

CHASING THE RAINBOW

GOLDEN CITY was not the only place
touched by the wild boom ; it was only one

of a multitude of places so touched, so created, or
re-created. Whether the magician who wielded
that wand of enchantment were a fakir or pos-
sessed real power, whether his fabrics were based
on airy nothingness or had a secure foundation,
no man, or few men, could at that time know.
Those who came to question or to scoff became
believers in the reality of what they beheld, and
remained to garner where they had not sown and
to reap where they had not planted.
That boom swept the whole West from the

Missouri River even to the Pacific, and its in-
fluence was as far reaching for good or evil as
the ramifications of the money arteries of the
Nation. No man liveth unto himself, and the
acts of a Parker, a Spencer, or a Jackson Blake
on the plains of -Kansas might yet set in motion
a train of circumstances that would have power to
shake financial capitals. By them political parties
might be lifted up or cast down and legislation
shaped or influenced.

The figures mixed in the mad turmoil saw this
but dimly or not at all. They were eager for
gain, and they struggled for it as men struggle in
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the stock exchange. The grangers, as the farmers
were everywhere called, wanted land, which the
government was giving " for nothing." A fierce
scramble always results when that which is thought
valuable is being given away.
The fever of the grangers communicated itself

to other classes— to all classes. The clerks in
the stores, in the banks, men of every employ-
ment, made out filing-papers and took land,
usually under the pre-emption law, which re-
quired a residence of but six months and a small
money payment per acre— one dollar and a
quarter outside of the twenty-mile limit of the
railroad land grant, and but twice that sum per
acre for the alternate sections of government
land within that limit.

If it is asked how these classes of people could
live on the land selected for even the short period
of six months, the answer is that they did not
live on it, nor try to live on it. They erected
some sort of house, usually of the flimsiest and
cheapest character. One day or one night a week
was considered a sufficient residence to satisfy
the law. Usually that one day or night of each
week was Sunday, so that the time thus con-
sumed did not take from that required by their
usual occupations. These flimsy houses they
called their " homes," and they but came from
their "homes" to do their work of whatever
character in the towns, just as the city me;chant
or clerk may reside in his suburb and do business
or follow his vocation in the city's crowded marts.
This was not a new theory of residence.

In addition to the erection of a house, it was
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necessary to have some plowing done, and a well
dug where that was possible, and crops put in

f icn*i"'l°','"''
^'"^"'^ "» sorghum or millet

tulhlled the latter requirement; and the real
grangers, who had teams and plows and werem need of ready money, found their working
capacity taxed to the utmost to do this "farm-

\1ik L '. pretended farmers of the towns.
Whether the crop grew or yielded a harvest
was of little consequence; the effort to grow
something had been made, and this enabled
proof to be furmshed of the "improvements"
demanded by the rulings of the land office. As
soon as the land passed into the possession of
these claimants they could sell it or mortgage
It and reimburse themselves with large profit
for the time and money expended.

Entries under the tree-culture act were also
favored by the land hungry. Many, perhaps
the majority, of the genuine farmers, who really
desired land for farming purposes and not for
speculation, made their entries under the home-
stead law, which required a residence of five
years, but no money payment beyond the small
amount of the filing fees.

The influx of the hordes of land seekers genu-
ine and false created a demand for stores and
business facilities of all kinds. Thus the towns
grew, this growth being stimulated unnaturally
by every method which the ingenuity of gain-
seeking men could devise.
The stimulation of this growth in Golden

City, and the work of adding to the land ex-
citement which was pouring the farming popu-
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lation of the Middle West and even of the
farther East out upon the Western plains and
into the Western mountains, was the esoecial
task to which the Golden City Board of Trade
set its hand.

Golden City grew; so did Spencerdale and
the new town begun on Hank Wilson's quarter
section. So did dozens and scores of other
places which were springing up everywhere like
mushrooms in a moist woodland.
The town lots laid out by Jim Prethro were

purchased with more eagerness than the "pies
like yer mother uster make." Prethro, Hank
Wilson, Spencer & Blake, and all others who
had secured land in or near Golden City in the
beginning, seemed to be on the high road to
speedy fortunes. Prethro was drunk with suc-
cess; and, as always when he was intoxicated,
he spent his money lavishly. He had " money
to burn," he said, and he s.emed determined to
burn it. He bought fine horses, carriages, rich
dresses for his wife and for Nevada, tailor-made
clothing for himself, a diamond like a hazel nut
for his white shirt front and another for his finger,
and had begun the erection of a twenty-thou-
sand dollar residence on the site once occupied
by his dugout.

As the season advanced, the craze for specula-
tion seized upon many of the farmers. They
abandoned their plowp, and swarming into the
towns they began to speculate, borrowing money
for the purpose by mortgaging their land where
they had acquired title, and where they had not
by mortgaging their teams and farming imple-
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merits. And this influx of the farmers into the
realm of speculation gave another impetus to

^"A'u cu"!'*" '*?*? ^y increasing the demand.
Old Shake rubbed his eyes when he beheld

these wonders. He could not believe in the
durability of the boom, but he had ceased to
prophesy. It might be, he admitted; he was
getting old, and he was perhaps behind the
times, and so failed to realize what men can do
with improved methods and the hot blood of
desire.

Nevertheless the old man, just because he
could not Quite agree wifh all that was being
published about this "woud rful region" which
he had known through so many years of foul
and fair weather, let slip opportunities whereby
he might have put money in his purse. He
would not lie— som« of the claims made by
the real estate men, and even by his son-in-law.
Frethro, looked like lying to him— and he
would not steal, he assured himself. But then
he was old

; he had, too, lived so long in a little
eddy beyond the touch of the great commercial
stream that he was not quite sure that he was
qualified to judge, and besides his mental ten-
dencies were always of the charitable kind. This
'stealing," as he thought it, was perhaps after
all but an exaggerated sort of business shrewd-
ness

; and he knew, from his reading more than
in any other way, that the modern world prides
itselt on its business shrewdness.

Then, almost imperceptibly, he began to neglect
his beloved Bard, and was often found with Bun-
yans classic in his trembling hands. It gave
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him great comfort. One day when Blake was
calhng on him and something was said about
the boom, the old man took up his Pilgrim's
Progress. "

"I am an uneducated man, as you see," he
said, humbly, « but I count no man ignorant
who IS acquamted with the Bible, Shakespeare,
and Pilgrim's Progress. I have read all three
rother thoroughly in my time, especially the
Bible and Shakespeare, and I 'm now tryin' to
get at the bottom meanin' of the things that
Bunyan wrote. He was a humble man and a
tinker, but he had got at the foundation things, it
seems to me. He was not an old man as I am, I
take It, but he put into words the things I feel."
Then he read from the book before him, and

Blake knew he was applying the language to
himself. As he read, his white beard swept the
printed page

:

" • I am a man of no strength at all of body,
nor yet of mind; ... but this I have resolved
on, to-wit, to run when I can, to go when I can-
not run, and to creep when I cannot go. As to
the main, I thank Him that loves me, I am
fixed

; my way is before me, my mind is beyond
the nver that has no bridge, though I am as you
see.

" '

He lifted his eyes and looked at his hearer.
"We air all 'going on pilgrimage,' Blake, a

thing I see now so much clearer than I used to

;

and considerin' that, what is all that out there

J°
">e ?"^ He waved his hand toward the town.

"
J
'"'""'• ^ ^^^^ enough to eat and to wear,

and a shelter for me and my good wife and my
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f^^'jt^Z'^h " " '"S"'*'
•"'* '•>« o'h" daughter

..provided for. «Ful„e.. « burden i, to^im

tm°„^^*
7. P''g"'n««c

!

• I .in't pre.chi„'. „or

ta hint • / "• T 1""'='' «' » '"""•We ft lureto think of preachin' to anybody, let alone vouwho., much younger a'nd s'marter "U^
'7oin» 1 r ' ^"'

'J
'«"" *° «"«. «» '^e '« aftgoing on pilgrimage.' and can't any of us stay

thaTit'^'n S?«' '"T ^''*" *» ««y 'he lonist!

let alone conscience, to do the things that nSi

aldl^fn"
°^". "*"'• Still. I am an old man"

ATyZZ^' "" """^
" '"'"s* -"> ^"^ «y«

«/„"''' u °'»'^« P^fited by this, no doubt: noman could be with Old Shake and hear him ta"kwithout profit. Yet Blake did not withdra "from

land a^?'' ' ^°^f"' ^"y- "- «»« 'o pushand and town lot sales and the booming of thatparagon city of the plains. Spencerdale/' wh ch

u?T^u8"l" from a pamphlet written andpublished by Judge Spencer himself, " was flour-jshing^like a green bay tree and spreading Hke a

' Nevertheless the hands of Judge Spencerand Jackson Blake were clean of fhe Troser

fffjiflH 'V""!*"'.^^ denominated sinf, th"

ct rrjir '^' ^"?'"^^'' "f- -f Golden

v,l,{; A^ *^'f
"°^ '^^«'^*= *''f""y as to landvalues, and in their most extravagani statements

so wasPnM *»^. "»''•"? =» marvellous growth;so was Golden City; and so was Plains City thetown situated on Hank Wilson's land
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Both Blake and Spencer had come to credit
the golden promise of this land of their adoption.
It had been passed by, misunderstood, reviled
through ignorance; now its day had arrived.
With the adaptation of crops to the peculiarities
of soil and climate, the use of sense as well as
plowshares in the tillage, this land, which had
supported unknown millions of buffaloes, and
other millions of beef cattle, would support like-
wise a teeming agricultural life. There was a
promise that the desert should be made to blos-
som as the rose, and here was one place in which,
as they now believed, this promise was to be
fulfilled literally. Hence it was doing no man
wrong to urge these things upon him, even if

the doing so brought profit to the one who did
the urging; the man urged would gain also, a
gain large and satisfying.

It may be said with entire truthfulness that this
was the view held by nearly all of the substantial
and reliable business men and land dealers of
Golden City, and they formed no inconsiderable
majority of the whole. The things they preached
witn such persistence they believed, and they were
showing their belief by the investments they
made, by the substantial houses, many of them
residences for their own families, and the solid
business blocks they were erecting. They were
possessing the new land like the Israelites of old,
and their Canaan looked to them as fair as that
other beyond the ancient Jordan looked to the
worn tribes that struggled into it out of the tears

and strife of the desert.

Yet there was a class of men of whose doings
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truth forces a record and a notice, who cared
nothing for the land itself, nor the town, nor for
anything except their own enrichment, and fore-
most in this class was the Arkansan, Martin
Parker. They, like the others, read the promise
of gold at the end of the rainbow and struggled
for it afte. their fashion, yet because they were
dishonest at heart their methods were dishonest
and in many cases criminal.



CHAPTER XXVIII

THE FALL OF LUCIFER

THERE
^
was a development of Jackson

Blake's character at this time that was
surpnsmg to his friends and particularly so to
Jim Prethro. This was the fierce hatred he began
to show toward the saloon element which had
invaded Golden City.

The agitation against the saloons, that were
openly defying the prohibitory law of the State,
was started by David Melchor, the preacher who
had officiated at the wedding of Jim Prethro and
Virginia Caxton months before. Blake became
acquainted with Melchor at that time, admired
him, and when Melchor started his crusade joined
hands with him, thoujgh he felt then and after-
ward his own unworthiness.
The iron that had seared forever into his brain

thememory of that night at Chris Miller's had
also burned there a deep and lasting hatred of
alcohol. It was alcohol that had made him a
murderer and a fugitive on the face of the earth,
he assured himself, and he promised his own soul
with a solemn oath that he would strike the evil
whenever and wherever he could, no matter what
the personal consequences might be. There were
other young men, innocent as he had been, who
were to be dragged down by it, made murderers
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by it perhaps, as he had been, and for their sake
and for what it had done to him he would not
spare it.

So when the meetings called by Melchor were
held in the churches and in the new theatre
Jackson Blake expressed his opinion, though he
concealed the mainspring which moved him, and
such was the burning character of his earnestness
and such his natural powers of oratory that Mel-
chOT himself was quite snuffed out by comparison.

I his crusade naturally aroused the saloon ele-
pent against the firm of Spencer & Blake, the
immediate effect being to call forth a protest from
apencer himself.

.
"Don't you see that you're hurting our

business ! he urged.
Blake looked at him with a fierce expression.
1 can go out of the firm," he answered, " but

i will not stay my hand in this matter. I would
send every devil of them to jail if I could do it

"

The knowledge of the stand taken by Blake
set a sardomc gleam in the eyes of Martin
Parker.

"J°^r^ making a brave show of yourself,my fine fellow," was his reflection. " Lord when
you do fall what a crash there will be ! You have
been making flings, I hear, too, at my business
methods

! Yes, you 're pinnacling yourself pretty
high on the mount of morality, and because of it
there will be a mighty opening of eyes one of
these fine days,— a mighty opening of eyes '

"

One morning as Jackson Blake approached his

h h
*^"***''°y *''™*' *''« morning paper into
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" Fine mornin', Mr. Blake !
" he said, touching

his cap respectfully as he moved away
Blake was reputed to be wealthy, and he wasbKoming prominent, very prominent, in the

aftirs of the town, which had so grown that it

" vt I"P?°"*'^ '*° dailies, -a morning paper
with the Associated Press despatches and an even-
ing paper filled chiefly with the local news and
personals.

When he opened the paper Blake beheld on

^l^T P/?^ "" """""^ °^ '^^ ^'g temperance

when he had so spoken his soul that his wordshad shaken the audience like a prairie gale Hisname was there, in big type, in the headings of
the report, thus

:

°

HON. JACKSON BLAKE.
It was a gathering of the "best people of thetown the paper said, of the " foremost citizens,"

of the "better elements," of the "worthy menof the community
; and the report left no doubt

in the mmd of the reader that Jackson Blake was
the legitimate and strenuous leader of all these.He stood for the enforcement of law," the re-
porter announced, and « for the placing of crim-
inals of every class behind prison bars, where
they belong" To this was added th7'fiarE
statement that Golden City had become "the
refuge of escaped convicts and jailbirds " and
that they must be driven out.

Blake's tanned and bearded cheeks crimsoned
as he read this report, which was intended to be
pleasing to him and to all those who had taken
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part in the meeting ; and the cheeks crimsoned
still more when he read the suggestion that
"Jackson Blake is worthy timber for the judge-
ship of the new circuit." He would give crim-
inals a "short shrift," it was claimed, and clear
the land of the men whose presence disgraced it,

if he were but put in a position where, with the
law to back him, he could do so.

Blake knew well the young men who con-
ducted the Golden City Mercury. He knew that
they liked him and believed in him. And he
could not drive away the reflection that stung
him,— What if these men knew all? What
would they say if the mask were torn from his
racer

" There must be something mentally and mor-
ally wrong in my make-up," was his thought, as
he folded the paper when he had ceased reading.
"Am I anything but a hypocrite? Why should
I rage against men whose only crime is that they
sell hquor in defiance of a law which many people
honestly believe should have no place on our
statute books ? I, a murderer, a convict, an es-
caped jailbird

! Why, these saloon men and boot-
leggers are really as much above me as heaven is
above hell

! I think I 'd better draw out of this
crusade and keep" quiet, even if I can't keep sen-
sible. I 'm a first-class fraud, and a fool into the
bargain. The Honorable Jackson Blake ! I 've
no more right to that title of ' Honorable ' than
I have to the name which I took and am using
as my own. What would these editors think if
they knew that? What would Elinor think?
Good God, it 's enough to drive a man mad !

"
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When he passed on into the office, with thepaper ,„ h,s coat pocket, he found Spencer ther^
ahead ofhm. xfejudge was writing, but looS
cT^^'"""' '^r •"' ''>'» «ft«' "S'aking some

Sn °^ '''' partner what he had

iJl7.A \ "'"'r*'''
'^''^'^es he had drawn andmtended to prefer against Martin Parker, bywhich he meant to bnng about Parker's disbar-ment from the land office as an attorney entitled

It ^astn^Sr
'"' '^''^^ "^^ '"""* '^i—

'

its «!!te"nt.
'''' "'' *'"' P^'P^' '**^y '^•--"d

" Parker s methods are a disgrace to the town."
Spencer affirme^i with much warmth. "Heought to be H.barred; and he will be pitchedout neck and .Is if I can have my wa/aK
jt. Why, s« .ere!" He took up the papc

I can prove these things, every one of them;

^n"ioaf°d."""'"^
'°'' '"^

' ""^^y^ ''»- ™y

foll^wingT*"^*"^
'° ^'^ ''^'"' '" ""^'"^nce the

" In the cases of these people,"— he read the
names,_«thesaid Martian p'Irker arranged withthem the amounts of the loans they were to re-
ceive on the mortgages they were to give on their
lands before any proofs whatever had been madeby them before the land office."

" Other men do the same," said Blake "
Iknown a number of cases where men who

ted to prove up their claims and get titles

have
ex
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went from one loan agent to another to see how
much they could borrow on the mortoages they
intended to eive."

" Showing,
' said Spencer, with some asperity,

" that those fellows never for one moment expected
to pay a cent of the mortgage money, or even of
the interest, after the first payment, which the
loan agent kept out. It 's collusion, don't you
see, between the loan agents and these pretended
farmers ! The result will be that whole sections
and townships out here will be thrown upon the
mortgage companies, which they will be unable to
handle or realize on ; the people back East who
have advanced this money will be compelled to
take the land, and the whole fabric of success
which we are building will be tumbled about us
by a land panic."

Judge Spencer's manner showed that he was
very much in earnest, and that having taken up
this cudgel he did not intend to lay it down
until he nad battered a few of the heads that he
thought needed battering, particularly the head of
Martin Parker.

"And there," he said, pointing to another par-
agraph of his written complaint, " what do you
say to that ? There 's a man, Titus Prendeigast,
who under the tutelage of Martin Parker came
into this land office, and with two witnesses
swore to proofs of his claim,— that he had lived
on the land for six months, that he had a house
on it ten by twelve in size, and that he had a
walled-in spring. Note the language he and his
witnesses used, and which I hope to show that
Martin Parker induced them to use. I will show.
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barker must have known to be lies, he had aereedto loan this man eight hundred dollars ofEaKmoney on h.s claim the moment the government

fJt't"" -t 'k
''•. P^dergast securfd theKgot the eight hundred, and where he is now noone knows, but he has left the country

heated"""' «
l'"''

y°"'"-*^« J^^ge was becomingfieated,— I can prove that the house which
Prendergast and his witnesses swore was ten by

rally took to mean ten by twelve feet, was noth-ing but a martm-box house, ten by twelve inches
•n size, and that the walled-in spring was merely
a buggy spring with some stones laid round it

i?w!r.''h
" ?'

u'^'t Tf'^^d for more than i

LrtVe"toSe'^!'"°^^'^*''"-^«'=-^"

fo'!L'"M"°*^.''''^JV '^"^^'^ «="°»gh proofto show the guilt of Parker in a way to convicth m m a court of subornation, which would send

fn^ K
the penitentiary,-he '8 probably beentoo shrewd in his nefarious work f^r that, -but

lanH^offl""^ ^'ff ''"f.S'' '° "l^"' him out of theand office and keep him from going on here in
this criminal business; and I intend to do it

"

f7u I rf- ''*"*' ''« **"« thinking too muchof the dark lights of his own history to hav^anyword of comment. ' "»vc any

Spencer continued :

theMS !ff'R
^''''"' '' ^'°'" A^'^»"*''«. fromthe town of Ransoms, in my own county andas a man who still loves Arkansas, though I'have

exiled myself from it, my pride has beefaroused
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and my sense of right oxxtnged. You talk about
a few saloon men, a few boot-legeers who slip
round into alleys and hand out whiskey to a lot
of loafers and fools,— what is that to such work
as this ?

"

He thumped the paper with quivering fore-
finger.

" Boot-legffing and saloon keeping are virtues
compared with such work !

"

"I think you 're right !
" Blake admitted.

He was indeed stirred to indignation by the
picture drawn by Spencer; but, he reflected,
what was he, to condemn an^ man ? And the
reflection chilled his enthusiasm and tied his
tongue.

That afternoon Judge Spencer laid his charges
before the officials of the land office, backing them
with written proofs, and the whole was sent on to
the land department in Washington.

Martin Parker heard of this action almost as
soon as it was taken. He was disturbed. Other
things had disturbed him lately,— notably a visit

frorn a representative of certain Eastern loan com-
panies. The loan companies had refused to let

him have any more money, after that visit, and
were becoming threatening in their letters.

" Dick Brewster is at the bottom of this," he
said, when he heard of the step taken by Judge
Spencer.

For once the smile left his fece.
« All right, Mr. Dick Brewster, alias Jackson

Blake, you have stacked the cards against me,
but you have n't won the game. When I fall,

you will go down with me. You ought to have
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thought of that. Stone throwing i, , dangerous

M ou" oT"'
""" "''" '" '"""^ * glass house

The AVashington authorities wt.e aroused by
the showing made by Spencer, and ordered an
mvest.gat,pn Parker fearing worse thin^dJ!

LT A^'^u^
^'°"" '^^ *°*"' '"ving Ae fag

b? anther.
" *'" '° ^ straightened o«?

He had beeun to make himself unpopular be-
fore this; an<rthe youthful and somewhat reck-
less editors of the Mercury, who disliked him
tor personal reasons, signalized his departure by

fe'^Lding htlner °' '"' '"'-'^«»'^-

The Fall of Lucifer 1

,
Parker read the report in a Kansas City read-

ing room, whither he had gone for the sole pur-
pose of seeing the comment of the Golden City
papers. ^

"That's all right!" he thought grimly, the
smile fading again from his face. "But if I Ve
read anght, wTien Lucifer fell he dragged some
other devils down with him !

"

Yet his immediate thought was not an open

^fT? ^i i^^^lon^h]^t, nor an attempt^ to
get that old reward. Fear of the murderous ven-
geance of Hank Wilson rested still too heavily

r„ •"? V't"' .*"'' °'''^'' *"*1 •'«="«» means, he
fancied, and he began to cast about to see howhe could make use of them with safety to him-
self. He was essentially a coward, as he was
essentially tricky and treacherous.



CHAPTER XXIX

CHRISTINE AGAIN

MUCH as he was doing, and exciring as were
the scenes in which he spent most of his

waking hours, time was passing somewhat as a
painfiil but sweet dream to Jackson Blake— pain-

1 'V^,^r°'*'"*^* ''"" ''« ought not to let hit

lr%!!!u u°''
8,'°*' ""* * "*«' happiness in

the farther knowledge that, in spite oF all his
wisdom and philosophy, it was growing.
When he thought of her loveliness- he seemed

to think of It air the time, and not only of her
loveliness but of the apparent pleasure with which
she daily greeted him, lier fine eyes lighting and
her fair cheeks flushing,- he was fillea witH joy.
But when he thought of himself and the position
he occupied his joy gave place to a burning

confusio*"
*" '"'' *"'' "^'^^ ""^

He would have run away from Golden City
It he could have found it in his heart to do any-
thing so cowardly. At the same time he wasmade miserable by a sense of baseness while he
stayed Every day and almost every evening he
met Elinor and talked with her, and her voice
was in his ears continually, her picture in his
neart. He had come to know what true love
is; and how different from that youthful folly
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ChrittiJ""*'''
°^ " *° now— his eirly love for

Shordy after Martin Parker's sudden exit from
the business life of Golden City Blake received
a letter bearing the Kansas City postmark. The
handwriting was unfamiliar, and at the bottom of
the letter was appended the unfamiliar name of
James Mayheld.

Mr. Jackson Blake, Goldsn City, Kansas:
Utar fir,— Friends who have visited Golden City

mforin me that you are thoroughly reliable and Kivi
careful attention to all who seek your advice as to
investments, land settlement, and such matters. For
this reason I have taken the liberty of telling a friend of
mine, a lady, that you wiU wait upon her at the stationwhen the tram from this city teaches your town to-
morrow, and will show her about Golden City in your
carriage, as you did the friends I have mentioned. She
will appreciate this greatly, and will perhaps conclude to
remain in Golden City and make mvestments there.

Thus the letter ran.

Courteous treatment of all possible customers
or clients was a thing in which the land and law
firm of Spencer & Blake took pride. Therefore.
Jackson Blake had no thought but to bring out
the roan bronchos and the carriage, repaired lone
since and shiny as of old, and drive down to the
station to meet the lady whose name, strangely
enough, had not been given.

There was but one woman who descended from
the tram. She stopped as she reached the plat-
torm, and looked about in hesitation, as if seekine
some one. Though so changed— changed even
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more than himtelf— Blake knew her at a glance.
The woman was Christine Borg, whom, though
•he had never been long out of Tiis mind, he had
not seen for seven years.

He had dismounted from the carriage and
stood in readiness to receive the stranger wno wu
to arrive from Kansas City, When he beheld
Christine his face became colorless. In a mo-
ment, however, he had regained his outward com-
posure, though he felt his heart beating in great
leaps and the blood singing in his ears.
With keen insight he saw the character of the

ttick that had been played on him, and was sure
that the one who had played it was Martin
Parker. He knew, too, that Parker had been
gMided in it by a spirit of retaliation, believing
that the charges brought to disbar him had not
been brought by Spencer alone, but by the firm
of Spencer & Blake. He saw also in that same
mstant, and with that same quick intuition, that
Parker had recognized him all along for what he
was— the escaped convict, Dick Brewster.

His mind was in a perplexed whirl and his
heart in a tumult when he advanced toward the
woman, who was standing in hesitating uncer-
tainty without a knowledge of which way to go,
for she did not see the person for whom she
was looking. Blake might have turned his ftcc
away and driven off without acknowledging that
he knew who this woman was ; but that would
not have been Jackson Blake. She was Chris-
tme, she had been tricked apparently, she was
bewildered; so though his limbs quaked he
walked toward her.
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A» he did so she saw him and grew white to

tne nps.

"Dick!" shegMped.
"Get into the airriage," he said, motioning

toward it ; then took her by the arm
Many men had descended from the train,

though only this woman; and the "rustlers"
for the land firms were making the air vocal with
their invitations. Among them Blake saw Lost
Charlie, hands full of his highly colored cards,
elbowing his way toward some men, strangers
who having gained the platform stood talkina
in a group. Lost Charlie had singled these out
as "victims, as he called all lanS seekers who
fell into his hands.
"Into the carriage," said Blake, with marked

tenderness urging the trembling woman along;
we 11 talk, after we get in."

*

,"^Z'\ '^^^ "'.' '"P**^' '° *« you here, Dick I

"
sne said almost hysterically.

"No, I suppose not." he answered, thanking
his lucky stars that the calls and shouts of thf
rustlers kept any one from hearing that

name; "and I didn't expect to meet you this
morning. But we '11 talk about that when we 're
in the carnage. There 's always a crush here."How thin and pale she was; and how wasted
her arm. as he noticed as he helped her into the
vehicle! He dimbed in after her without a
word, and turned the bronchos up the street t
the first cross street he headed them toward the
open country. He wanted to get out of the
town, where he could talk freely with her without
observation

; and he knew, if any one took notice
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of his movements at all, that a drive toward thecountry with one who was apparently a landseeker would seem the most natural thing i„ 'he

tim?« !r\'°°''t*^
"' ''''" ^''"''^'y fr"™ 'ime to

turfdrsp\ar'"''''="'^°"-
^''-^h—

"I thought you were dead long aeo. Dick!

Vo« b'errH'''*"^''^ !.
^""^ deal-?y?u havHe

rhl ^ K ^r°T'
""'^ y°"' '^'^'- «nd face havechanged but I should have known you anywhere

Th ""t rl'^:^'
'"°'"'='" I ''^ eyes on^ou.-'Then he looked at her. The shock given by

J n!rif?f''i'*^
appearance had been followed bya ptiful tenderness and compassion. Could thisbe the «rl he had thought so beautiful long a^oHow cRanged she was ! The satiny skin was now.vory white

;
the blue eyes that had so rem ndedh.m of volets were faded, as if their deeTcolorhad been washed away by many tears ; the onL-rounded throat was flat, tlie neck thin the „ec£cords showing. The hands that lay in her lap-such soft, white, beautiful hands they had been-- were roughened and red, the palms calloused,^he was dressed poorly enough, though therehad been an attempt to hfde the meannefs of he^a tire, for ,t showed deft feminine touches -a

ribho ''h","
'^' "'~''* ^"'^ '^"°''' »nd bows ofnbbon and lace here and there, all applied in the^d way, showing a lack of taste so noticeable toBlake now Evidently Christine's finances wereat a owebb; but the old ability to do much

ctV'finerr""''
""' "'''^'" ^' ""'

'""^"^
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hJ^l "''!.T ^''""'"e. He knew now that he

5h-nH
*'^5" ?""' '^'"^"'y. *ith a boyishb mdness of devotion

; and while that old paXnhad been pushed aside by his love for Elfnor °t^memory hngered like an aroma. He felt hShroat choking and his eyes becoming moist as heooked at her. Nor could he fail to^nrfnolherthing-.
t was apparent at a glance; she wmabout to become a mother.

4^°" are married," he said,

chelks!"''
''''''* "'^ '"°'-y*'»i^«»"s of the thin

tio;^.Y;m':trnTaiS" '" '-^'^^ ''^'^--

"Y^sTM^aXEr?'"^"^"'"^''"''''-^"

«Y
*

P/*"""*'«^ *° "neet you here ?
"

^^She began to tremble, and tears filled the faded

•' I ought not to have trusted him when he

m.'. Krv ^L-"^ he would be sure to meet

my'wav to th?!"^ ^7^'^*^ ' "" '« '"Smy way to the office of Spencer & Blake anH

ftnd of'h'°' ^r^r ^''^'' who waT a pec alfriend of his. I ought not to have trusted him

for-for"mv1 T' v'*^'' ^^ ^ ''«-*= '"'^d
LnnT lJ°^^^l ^°" '°^ed me once-I
n^fl-^u" '''I'

""'^ •'"''»" yo» did you willnoylunk too hard of me-yo'u will nofdespte

couW no?!'"
•"'' P"y'"S. *=y" t*"* sympathy hecould not at once express in words.

' ^ ' ^
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" I was always a foolish, silly girl, Dick— you
know it as well as I do ; but I did think a great

deal of you, and my heart was broke when that— that trouble came, and you were sent to jail

;

and when you got out and ran away, I was so

flad— I can't tell you how glad I was ! And if

could have done so I would have run away,
too, and gone to you. I thought maybe you 'd

write to me and ask me to come to you, and I

would have gone, Dick ! I could n't have suf-

fered as much as you did, I suppose ; but oh !

how I suffered when the days went by and you
did n't write ; and the weeks and the months
went by [and still you did n't write ! It seemed
to me that I could n't stand it. If I could just

have had one word from you!
"Then I began to think that you must be

dead, or you would have sent me one little letter,

anyway ; and after a while I became sure that you
were dead. I was so sure of it that when I saw you
just now I nearly fainted, for it seemed as if you
nad come back suddenly from the grave. I sup-
pose you were afraid to write to me ?

"

" Yes," he admitted. That lump in his throat

would not let him say more.
" Then Martin Parker began to pay attentions

to me," she went on after a time ; " and, thinking
ou were dead, I "— she twisted nervously at

er dress— "I let him come, and I suppose I

encouraged him. I thought I liked him, and he
was said to be so well off, you know, and was
making money ; and— you won't understand it,

I suppose, but I felt that I must have some one
who couIJ love me, and I thought he loved me

;

I
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and he promised to marry me. I was very foolish

and weak ; you can't know how foolish and weak
I was, Dick, for you never really knew me, you
know, though you thought you did. And then,
and then,— it is his child."

She would not look at him now, but fumbled
nervously with her dress where her fingers rested
on it in her lap. Her voice was trembling and
her cheeks were aflame.

" He— he was away a good deal after that.

I heard he was at Kansas City and out here and
other places ; and by and by, when I began to

feel that he didn't mean to marry me, after all, I

left home and went to Kansas City. I told my
folks I was going up there to get work, and that

I was tired of staying in a little hole like Ran-
soms ; and they didn't know— they don't know
even now. They think ' am working there.

"I did get work there, and I hunted up
Martin's Kansas City office. It was hard to find

the office, and harder still to find him, after I

knew where it was, for he was there such a little

of the time. But I met him at last; I was
determined to see him, and I did, and I asked
him what he meant to do, and told him of his

promise to marry me."
" The scoundrel !

" Blake ejaculated.
" Yes, he was a scoundrel ! He put me off,

somehow,— 1 hardly know how, he has such a
way of using soft words— and I still hoped he
would marry me ; and he gave me a little money,
and I kept on at my work."

She stopped, in hesitation.

" I lost my position, finally ; the people where
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I worked would n't keep me any longer, and I
was turned upon the street. Then I wanted to
die, Dick ! Oh, I prayed to die ! I would have
killed myself, only I was too much afraid. I

did n't want to live but I was afraid to die, for I
was afraid of the hereafter, Dick,— afraid because
of what I had done, and especially if I killed
myself and— and— the child.

" I found Martin again, by watching for him
on the street in front of his office. And I
threatened him, and perhaps that scared him,
I don't know; but, anyway, he said he knew
he had done wrong by me, and that he would
really and truly marry me now. And he bought
me a ticket for Golden City, and said that I
should take a certain train, and when I got here
he would be here to meet me ; and then we would
be married here.

"Then I saw you; and— and— I knew then
that I had been lied to again, and that he had just
sent me out here to put me off on you."

" No," thought Blake fiercely, " to spite me
to get even with me, as he would call it !

"

As for speech, he could hardly trust himself for
that yet. The bronchos were trotting gayly on

;

and he now observed with a sense of confusion
that they were" ;aking the trail that led toward the
prairie dog town to which he had driven Elinor
on the first day he had ever seen her. The dog
town was part ot a land claim now and was
planted to sorghum; but the dogs, having no
proper respect for human claims, had not relin-
ouished possession, but attacked the sorghum,
snowing that they appreciated its succulent quali-



Christine Again 323
ties even better than the juiceless bufiklo-grass
that had been plowed under to make room ftr it.

Blake drew the bronchos into a walk and
turned them into a little-used trail leading to the
flats.

"You condemn me very much, of course," she
said, so interpreting his silence ; " and I can't ex-
pect that you would n't; but you can't condemn
me more than I condemn myself."
" No," he urged, with manly gentleness, " I do

not condemn you in any way. I have come to
see that condemnation is often, usually, impos-
sible when one knows all. I do not condemn
you, and I could not if I would when I re-
member the old days. Martin Parker is the one
to be condemned He sent you out here to get
nd ofyou, and sent you to me because of a grudge
he has against me. But I 'm glad, under all the
arcumstances, that he did send you here, for you
need help and a friend. What you have told me
makes me want to kill Parker; and then I should
be a double murderer. And " — he drew a deep
breath— "the crime of one murder on mv soul
IS enough !

" '

"
^"l I

**^ ''^^ '^''*"*^ °^ '''*'»" **'« said softly
;

to which he made no answer.
The bronchos were moving on at a walk

Overhead the sky was as brightly blue as when
he had driven Elinor and her fether cut over this
land, new to Christine, as it had been then to
tlinor. At the side of the trail some wild sun-
flowers turned their yellow disks to the sun, and
trom the top of one of them a meadow lark sent
out his full note ofjoy.
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Haying begun to talk Blake went on, telling
Christine the story of the seven years since he had
seen her. Its recital and the reflections engen-
dered humbled him.
"So you see what I am— what I have be-

come !
" he concluded, bitterly. " I dare not

even use my own name here, or anywhere. Mar-
tin Parker must have recognized me when he
first saw me— what he has done shows that he
did, yet for some reason he pretended other-
wise. But Judge Spencer has not recognized
me

; neither has Hank Wilson. So I must go
on as Jackson Blake

; play out this double part
and live this lie to the end. Likely Parker will
yet expose me, as a further piece of personal spite
and revenge. Well, let him ! I shall not run

;

and I would not run now, while I can be of ser-
vice to you, if all the sheriflfe of Arkansas stood
before me, ready to arrest me this minute."

She glanced at him from time to time, as he
talked. It could be seen that she was still proud
of him in a way— proud of his courage, his
manly strength, even proud of his fierce energy.
Those were the qualities she had loved in the old
days, and she still loved them. Those qualities,
and the belief that to marry him would lift her
above poverty, together with a pride in being
loved by such a man, were the things that had
drawn her to him then ; and the reputation of
wealth borne by Martin Parker, his dashing ap-
pearance and that perpetual smile, had been the
things which had drawn her to Parker.

She was glad to surrender herself into Blake's
hands. She had fought so long, and struggled
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with such hopelessness, that she was glad to let
him take the burden, in a measure, if he would
though she told him again and again that he'
ought not to think of it, and that if he would
provide her with the means she would return to
Kansas City by the next train.

"And go back there to die ?
"

" I may die, anyway ; I 've felt, sometimes,
that I m going to. And I haven't cared," she
declared, wearily.

He turned the bronchos about and guided them
into another trail.

"I have some friends here," he said, "good
friends; we 'II go to them."



Iltf

CHAPTER XXX

WHOM THE GODS LOVE

WHOM the gods love die young!" said
tiie ancients. That genial soul, Robert

Louis Stevenson, interprets this to mean that
those beloved of the gods keep green their youth
into old age, and so die young even though they
have long passed the Scriptural threescore years
and ten. Old Shake and Mrs. Shake kept their
youth green and their hearts open to sympathy

;

and this, it seemed, they would continue to do so
long as they lived ; and the gods and all good men
loved them.

It was to Old Shake's that Jackson Blake drove
with Christine ; and they took her in, remember-
ing the words of One who walked the rough ways
ofthis world, heart-sore often, though He lived as
never man yet lived and spake as never man spake.
They took her into the comfort and sweei kind-
ness of their home; and while Old Shake became
to her in her distress a father, and Mrs. Shake a
mother, Nevada gave to her without stint out of
a whole-hearted cnarity r.-^d pity.

In thus taking Christine to Old Shake's Jack-
son Blake knew well to what he exposed himself.
He foresaw everything, yet he did not hesitate.
He thought of Elinor and what its effect would
be upon ner. Though resolved to care for Chris-
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tine in her time of need, his love for Elinor had
never been higher than in the moment he made
the decision.

There was a much easier course. He could
have sent Christine back to Kansas City. That
would have cost him but a few dollars, and no
one need to have known anything. This method
of escape from the misconceptions and misunder-
standings he foresaw would have been temptingly
easy to some men. It did not tempt Jackson
Blake. The road he chose was a pathway of
thorns, lined with ugly, poisonous weeds instead
of heart's-ease and delight roses. Yet he chose
it without hesitation.

" It is a calumny on men to say that they are
roused to heroic action by ease, hope of pleasure,
recompense— sugar plums of any kind in this
worid or the next ! Difficulty, abnegation, mar-
tyrdom, death are the allurementi that act on the
heart of man. . . . Not by flattering our
appetites; no, by awakening the Heroic that
slumbers in every heart."

Thus wrote gruff old Thomas Cariyle, and he
was right. The heroic had been aroused in the
soul of Jackson Blake ; and he would have feced
the fagots and fires of martyrdom rather than
abandon Christine Borg in the hour of her
despair and humiliation. He might suffer for
it— he expected to suffer for it!— but had he
not withstood suffering in the past ? He could
withstand it and endure it again. He would not
run— he would not leave Golden City now,
while Christine needed him, to save himself even
from that penitentiary from which he had fled;
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«nd to liberty-loving Jackson Blake to go there
would have been a living death.

Scandal came of it, as Blake expected. He
had been to Kansas City, as Spencer^s partner, anumber of times within the past year. How
the gossips mouthed this morsel ! Even amid
the whirl and whirr of the wild boom their chat-
ter resounded. Men and women guessed what
they did not know, and the whole subject became
public talk and public property. Judee Spencer
visited Old Shake's apparently to learn what he
could. But Jackson Blake did not swerve a
hairs-breadth from the course he had laid out

jj n ^»*^°"* sympathized with Blake, and so
did Prethro, though they did not know the whole
story

; they knew only that he was innocent of
this thins;. He could not tell the whole truth,
nor could Christine.

"
'
Be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as snow,

thou Shalt not escape calumny,' " said Old Shake
speaking to his good wife about it; then mut-
tered to himself, as he sat, thinking, pipe in
hand

:

o r r

„, ,
'"Sluider,

Whose edge is sharper thin the sword ; whose tongue
Outvenoms all the worms of the Nile ; whose breath
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie
All comers of the world: kings, queens, and sutei.
Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave.
This viperous slander enters.'

"

He became kinder even than usual to Blake
and through pity kindness itself to Christine. '

David Melchor the preacher showed as sweet
a heart as Old Shake himself. Seeing Blake



Whom the Gods Love 329
looking depressed as they passed on the street

'X^«her"°'^''''""'«^«'«"''''>«yhS
Bl«ke told him what he could of Christine andof Mmself, which was little enough. But it m-.sfied and convinced this man who. perhapsbecause his heart and his life were so open and..mple.had a marvellous ^nsight into X live,and hearts of other men.
Melchor at first glance would not have im-pressed one as a man of fine intuition and sw«t

spirituality. He was somewhat stout of bdldwith large head, and wide face heavily bearded

If ; u-
"'"c'^-head." he once said of him-

self, laughing
;
« but. brother. I hope that there^snothing of tliebock hardness about my heart

"

So when Melchor took Blake aside and thevbegan to talk of the matter which had hroSso much distress to Blake, Melchor drawing futhe story in his s.mple and sympathetic way

h^7d'\fmt\T' T' 'hat he had alread^y'heard t Blake had no thought of being offended

th",t h
"^

u'^
him freei;. and was Lly sorrythat he could not tell this man everything, an^

^uch"rn°eed'"
''""''''' °' -''''

'^ ^^^ »

ind?on''*R['?'''^
Melchor. laying a hand caress-

arf LTe Stan •
°""^^' " ' '^'^ '^' ^^^ X-

recol!ec^„s"°''" "'' ^'^'^^' ""''^'^ ^y old

"
l,.*^"

**^ *hat you are doine the work tha*
our Elder Brother 'would do ifU w«e heJe!
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even He suflfered and wu misunderstood. Let
that thought comfort you, AD of us suffer and
are misunderstood. Do the right, as God gives
you to see the right, and trust the outcome to
Him. For thirty vears I have been trusting
Him, brother, and He has never yet failed me!
Remember the oath of the Three Guardsmen:
Each for all, and all for each

!

' We must
bear one another's burdens, brother; and it ismy anxiety and desire to help you bear yours
as you are helping this woman to bear hers

"'

T u n.
'"'" «™nge? — perhaps it doesl

Jaclcson Blake went from that interview calmed
and strengthened.



CHAPTER XXXI

THE VOICE OF THE BRlDEGKwcM

Y^ES, she has been askin' for yon."

from ,h!!t
^^"^^

^^V^M «n»we>-,.l st<K^. ajiuffrom the doorway sunk in the heavy *aJi o sM»nd Jackson Blake entered the house.

the old man added, as he followed Blake covardthe room where Christine lay with face as whTte

It was dark outside though the stars wereshmmg Blake had driven out from th" town

bjr Old Shake. W.thin the house lights burneddimW. except m the room where Christine lav •

for I3eath had walked hand in hand tha Z withLife. In the little side room, where one window

Inonlhr^
"P°",

'^'J'r" '^'^ '^^ °'hT ou'^

T^hTm .h
'"' ^"^ ""= ^^^^ •" "" l'»rial robesThe mother -every one knew it -was hasten-in? after the child through the gray gates thaiswmg only outward. ^ ^ ^ "

Christine was looking expectantly toward the

- har"^ ff" 'Tl^ '^^ "°'"- 0«» "-i" hand— hard and rough, but no longer red— lav out-side the cover. She looked at^im intent'v butsaid nothing. He crossed to the bed and bent
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over her. Old Shake and Mrs. Shake were inthe room

;
so was Nevada and David MeTch^r

pe«d.""
"^""^ 5'°" ~"'^"*' ~-«'" "he whL

toudfed""' '" "'^"" "^y *''" ''^''> -fi-tely

.
"If— if you would kiss me, Dick, and for

^TfZ'^rh''""''^''" "^ onc;e,you'knowr
It the others in the room heard the name sheused they must have thought her mind wandered and that she fancied him some close friendor acquamtance of the past.

""^

I,;."k ^T^ °r
•" '""^ ^'^^""^ her tenderly withh.s bearded hps. He had been a beard^ss

Izp '^ ^^"^ ''^ ">»* fi"* ki- of'S:

As he sat down in the chair by the bed th,.hand that lay outside the bed clothing stole to!ward h>s. and she smiled faintly witf a sorttfch.ld-hke contentment when he took it

,n. I "''T
^""^ ^ husband," she murmuredspeaking alone to him, "and it was a bittrsfn

always keeps His word and never casts anv oneaway that wants to come to Him,_ and '^f dowant to come to Him ! You do not th"nk Hewill cast me awav, Dick, for He was kS eveno poor Mary \/agdalene, and to the-won^,"
taken m adultery ! H^ u,;ii _„» . _

woman

Dick?"
" No

!
" he answered

his voice.

- - — "- nuillitn
He will not cast me away,

and there was a sob in
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" And you forgive me, too, Dick ?

"

" Freely— everything."
The contentment in the eyes deepened. She

said no more just then, but lay for a time look-
ing into the face of the man now so close to hers.Her hair was a tangle of yellow gold. Her eyes
seemed as blue as of old,-a sky-like azure

; yet
even while they looked into his, Jackson Blake
saw that they had a far-away vacancy as if they
beheld things beyond him and far beyond the
limits of that little room.
The lids closed down like white curtains after

a dme. She seemed to be sleeping, but when
She aroused again it was seen that she had not
been sleeping. Though the smile still lay on the
white face and her hand still clutched his. her
mind wandered now.
She babbled like a sick child. Then memory,

that tricksy thing, leaped years, and she was a
gri again in her father's little house. Dick
Brewster and Jed Anderson were suitors for her

laughed deefolly, thinking that she was walking
home with Dick Brewster from the dance, and
that under the shadows of the dogwood he was
trying to kiss her. After that she was in Kansas
City, begEing Martin Parker to keep the solemn
promise he had made to marry her. At times
she appeared to sleep.

It was midnight when she heard the Bride-

frn^r''^-
She opened her eyes. Blake

took her hand as he had done at intervals, and
her fingers held it in a close grasp. Her eves
wavered away from his face, looked upward,
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long ti™.^"''s:ra^ -r;wr ^^;:

rude cornJ, S" sod '^stable X' h T '°"''' '^^

house itself, we« g^SsL^^i h"1rer\t
i^sKr^f -f

^^'"^ ^hetolVwlrpuddTeJ

rain aft„ ^Xwer HiX/h'""
^^'^'^'^'^ "'^^

ing down iL'X %t -andTwh^'^'r'?-"oonl^ht quite so whfe 'and bright as o^ t.
''

They w/
''':;^S'''^, dwelt mSst upon Christine,ihey were wide, large thoughts, -of life and
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death and the mystery of existence. He couldnot be sure of much,— men know so very little

Il^rT • "f "''".e ^' ^^'^ "^"^^^ becalise hi^nmost soul cned out .ts truthfulness as he lookedmto he deep vault where the stars scintillatedand the moon rolled her silver wheel : — TheOne who had stretched that spangled canopy

£:A""f-^'''' ^'''' i»"'"ined it with T,twhite disk of silver; the One who spins plane"

ites of^flS r"/'" "."^ ^'^''"^ fr°'» theirlines of flight; to whom time is nothing, space

humblest creature; who is infinite in mercy as in

wLnlH^K" **!." ^''" ^""8 ^°^^^ Christine, and

the
'°

^/c
""'^ '° "'"y P°°^ "ring mortalthe source and fountain of all that beauty, good

^':J ,^"-^''-°''J^''^ '^' ='"d «H havemissed and miss in this imperfect life.

H. .»,,.%" 5'*!!'^'^ ^he ear, shall He not hear?He that formed the eye, shall He not see .? ' He
inlSr-'^'"'"'^'^"'^'^^'"^'^''^""-^'

th^nIh^" "al
?''''^' '" *"'*" '° these his ownthoughts. < It ,s necessary only to understand

to forgive all things !

"

PaJer.^^'"''"
^'^ "°' '^'^^ '° ^°'^''^ M*™^



CHAPTER XXXII

TANGLED IN HIS TETHER

ri LAKE saw that Christine's wishes wereJLJ carried out. She was buried with her child

ettersrh'^Tr" ^u'^^^
^''y- ''"'^ '^e sealeS

letter she had left to be forwarded to her parents
'" w! *''*"' °^ ^^' ''^"h ^"^ sent.

^

When It was all over and Christine was lying
at peace under the kindly sod, safe from all I^f
tolJn h- '•^r'"'''""''^'-'''^'^''""

Bl^'ke triedto turn his m.nd again to the press of work hehad been neglecting. The hurrying in the streets

Until then he had not felt the heat.He was aware that he was irritable and nervous.The heat fretted him. The worries of businessannoyed him. Thoughts of Elinor gave h^
tC;^"' ^"^ ''1°''^''^ ^''' ^'^'^ kept away fromthe office as much as he could, and when forced
° g° 'here had felt ill at ease ^s he consulted or

buSs ""' •'"'^^ 'P'^""^ °" -«'- of

in^^;"
''^fPfo^^hed the office on the first morn-ing m which he tried to return to business heencountered Elinor. She acknowledged his s;iu-tation coldly and passed on.

^
afti? hf°PPt'^ '" '^' streaming crowd and lookedafter her ,n hesitation. H. ^ared that he had
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lost her love,— if he had ever possessed it, and
to contemplate what her probable opinion of him
now was hurt him beyond the power of words to
measure.

« i"
^"^

^i**'
*"" I 'o do ?

" was his thought.
1 can let her know I am not the dog she probibly

thinks me; I ought to do that, and I will. But
can I go any farther than that, even if she would
now let me ? Have n't I gone too far already—
much too far ?

" '

He turned and walked on into the office.
^>pencer glanced up from his desk with a look
that was unpleasant.

"I suppose we might as well have an under-
standmg, he said, as Blake took a seat. He
frowned at the stacks of papers and legal docu-

T"^ ,, '""^ ""^'"^^ *food as mute evidence
ot Blake s neglected duties. "You've hardly
been m the office for a week, and I 've been hear-
ing some things that are rather peculiar, to put
It mildly.

'^

He searched with keen glance the face of his
junior partner.

Blake fumbled with his soft hat, which he
had not yet hung up, and felt a deep sense of
irritation.

" Whatever you have to say, say it !
"

The judge's face reddened angrily.
"I didn't know but there were some explana-

tions you would feel like making."
"None that I know of. 1 suppose you refer

to the death and burial of the young woman
who came here not long ago, and who died at
«Jld Shakes and was buried yesterday. There

If
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is nothing to explain there on my part. I
understood you called there one day to make
some inquiries about her— and," he added,
" about me

! It seems you had heard something
throueh Prethro !

" *

u"
'**»" ^P«"<=" responded quite calmly, " when

I heard that she was from Ransoms, in my own
county back in Arkansas, I went down to make
an inquiry. There was nothing I could do for
her, so far as I saw, and I came away. You
won't think it an impertinence if I ask you where
you knew her ?

"

" I knew her before I ever came here."
"And met her again during your visits to

Kansas City within the past few months?"
"Nothing of the kind; I never saw her in

Kansas City."
" Some place else, then i"
" No place else recently."
Blake was becoming even more irritated ; for

Spencer, lawyer-like, was examining him as if he
were a recalcitrant witness.

"See here, Blake," said the judge, with some
show of warmth, " up to now we 've got along
nicely together; I have given you of my confi-
dence, and have trusted you as if you were mv
son."

' '

" And I Ve done my part— of the office work,
and other work, I mean,— have n't I ?

"

"You have; but that's not the point. I
have n t been so blind as not to see that you have

i!^"
P*y'"g some attention to my daughter. I

should have been a mole not to see that ! What
I hear now— and it is the common talk of the
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street— shows me that in one way. at least von
;*:?,"°' J"«jhe young man I thoug^ht yJ^'C
Elino;4'a"iJ,f

"*'"«''• "'-^-. "« - »P«k t^

Blake looked at him coldly.
Certainly, ifyou wish it.''

^^

I wish Jt ; she wishes it !
"

I see !

"" '"^^ '° •''''•^^^ *''« "«* yo» h^r.

he'lhu''.'" ''°V' '""^7 *° "P'ain fiilly. I shall

them Yorn
''°* """"'^ °^ ^"'^^^'''od '^"« 'in

« ThJ° n° -^L
""-"."^adv to explain."

„, ^Y^ a" "ght." said Blake, testily, as heproceeded to hang up his hat. « Yo/>e like

you iiKe. 1 have said my say on this subierfand as I haven't any sense o? guilt I haven't

yj7tT'"'- ^ ''-"Ply e^^^Wto one who

and as h^'l" °l' "'}" ^''^^''^ ^^^^y betrayedand as basely abandoned; she was a friend I

unti7shr^ '^°'k^''°'" ^ '''«* "« «en for yl„until she came here, and I did not know tha?she was coming here!"
Judge Spencer looked at the wrathfal youneman somewhat critically. He still liked Blake

^

1 don t see where you could have met heror known her, if not at Kansas Cky or dLna
roVTelV" P'"^.'*^ ' "^"^ t£t she li"v fin or near Ransoms all her life. 1 knew her

hautr for''"'
" ' ,'*^^ ^"" ''-' he was a foghauler for a quarrelsome old curmudgeon by thf
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Blake turned toward the door.
"We won't talk any more about this," he said.
I have n t any explanations to make. And if

I had I would n't make them now ! " he added.
I can go out of this office without hurting my

feelmgs any, and out of the town, too, for that
matter."

Judge Spencer was angry now, also.
" I think you 'd better go," he said, his gray

brows contracting until they formed a bndge
above his nose. "I spoke to you— asked an
explanation of you— on account of my daughter.
And I will say to you now, Blake, that if 1 can
help jt I do not intend that any man shall approach
her in the guise of a suitor, as you have plainly
done, who comes to her walking across the ashes
of anv old amours. I did n't intend to speak so
bluntly, but you have forced it from me. If
you want to leave the firm, well and good; ar-
rangements to that end can be made as soon as
you like."

^^t^^
cnished his hat down on his head and

left the office, and did not once look back as he
strode down the street.

Before he had gone a block he began to see
that he had acted somewhat childishly. Yet he
would not return. Instead, he sought out Jim
rrethro, proposed an r^n-elope hunt, and passed
the rest of the day with Prethro and Lost Charlie
in chasing wildly over the distant plains on fleet
bronchos. They got no antelopes, but they
burned some gunpowder; and the crash of the
Winchesters, the clatter of hoofs, the infectious
laugh of Lost Charlie, and Jim Prethro's charac-
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heTh^ln" *^"yi
*''''« he was considerine what

iMJ.r M 7^- * "l""* "npossibJe for him to

Hon/ "Tact fs'^BlakeTin f
'P'^' °^ """"-

well without you y;« tti X' ^" °" "".^
th» nin «f

J "• iou Know the country and

IseTf tZI """T '"*'" ''^«" than V3omyself There are a dozen land deals now onn. which your advice and help is needed Ou;bu«ness interests lie together/and - " °"'

back th^rt" ° ''T "'" J''^'^*°n Blake went

bSt\S ^l^'l'?'"
"'*' "'^^ ^hich he had leftbut the day before, and no one. not even limPrethro, knew he had been out of it

"'
"

tlinor ceased to visit the office. Though ona dozen occasions Blake was about toTringup the subject again and make a further andmore complete statement to Spencer or .T.t

mg between them, he failed to do so.

nedeTt tt 1°"^'^"' ^'''^'°'' ^'''''^ did notneglect— the business matters in which ludtreSpencer was so vitally interested. He {hrewhmiself into the work with greater vigor than

Uef pLtn
""^

*'u
^"'^ "°* ''^y°»d all be-lief. Fortunes were being made daily on every
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anf'
°'

u- u "''^t'^5
'**' estate' went higherand ever higher The most obscure and unat-

tractive lot on what had once been Jim Prethro'sfarm was worth now as much as the whole farmwould have brought two years before.
In the wildness of their excitement these new

Cr«suses of the West began to erect school!
houses and other public Buildings. For these
improvements the town fathers o? course issuedthe bonds of the town, which the representatives

in„ .
"f'gage companies were more than will-ing to take as the interest rates and commis-

sions were high. This put more money into
cirwlation and that again helped the boom.

;n„ t' ""^"l ^J
'^°'^^^ ^'"•'y and late, toil-

h,^' r. K-'^°1'J'* ''f
'.'"'''' '''""^'f' "ke a horse,had lost his old enthusiasm; and nature now, as

kindlv'^Ti!
^ w'th his spirit, began to be un-

mer Lh 'T f "1*= 'P""^ *"'^ ^"^'y sum-mer had ceased; the heat increased, and thecountry began to suffer from drought! It was
terrible, that drought, withering the hopes of the|enuine farmers even as it wilted tleir grain

r,;Il*"^'T'"°*'''"^'*PP*'*""y'~"'d stop therainbow chasing. Reasons in explanation of thedrought were, as "plentiful as blackberries," and
they were quite as satisfying. Men are con-
vinced most easily when they wish to be con-

2ThA u
P'''=^'°"'' y«" and the one before

that had been favorable years for farming on the

^ r of H^^"^"'\^"^'^t'^ ' ™'^' *"d?his one
year of drought, though most unfortunate just
then, could not break the rule. So every one
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said

;
and so every one— at least every one inGolden City -be ieyed or affected to believe

the t r'*
speculation, the building operationsthe bond voting and the bond sellin- -^Zt^'

of Texas S ^T^ ^"? '^' ^''^'^ P'"^"or lexas with the breath of a furnace.
.

Judge Spencer, usually calm, was wraoneH „«in his speculations and had lost hTs hL^^ Bl,t?would U lost his head also but for the facthat Elinors coolness and avoidance of h m andthe office madeit impossible for him to s^ suIhmerge himself in the wild boom. He was disisatisfied with himself. He knew he l„v.,4 fvwoman and he wanted to tell heT that he loved

nhim. But the feeling that, while not vfle Inthe way she thought, he was even worse-Imur
derer, an escaped convict, a man living undeTan^//^.- rendered him incapable of slying anv-

aidL ^" • ^'°'"'"l'" "P'"' ^' '^^Id 'Ws^oras

£ilV uJT •'" ''^^'^' ^""^ *«' on hatinghimself but loving her more and more every

Though David Melchor continued the task towhich he had set his hand, that of c earing th^town of Its saloons and its disreputable cha«fte7s

lont'r'"'"^t? T'" fPeechesWh him aTdTolonger worked at his side. He had reached theconclusion that if he could not be a Bayard with-out reproach he would not be anything so f^ asthat kind of work was concerned, lut peonlescarcely remarked Blake's absence f^om the^ t?m-
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perance meetings ; they had other things to think
of. They were runnine with the hounds; they
saw the gold at the end of the rainbow, and in
their eagerness to get it they could have little

time or thought for anything else.



CHAPTER XXXIII

WHEN PASSIONS RAGE

OF many chips circling in a whirlpool, first

To th
°"' """* th^.another will rise to tfie surfaceTo the man watchm^ the face of the pool th^ch.p m view IS the c^ip of importance

; he does

thl ^' r*^'"'
''"'^. '° g"°^«'' th^«^. forgetsthem, or lacks mterest in them.

^

GnS.rr-r"* ^""J ^'^'P"
'" ^^^ whirlpool atGolden City Each of them, at different timesdrew undivided attention. When the Thinmarked. «« The New Land Office," floated „pper^most, nothmg else was beheld' in the sffilwaters. It was the same when a chip appearedbearing the name of a new town, a new^land dealor a new bond issue. Just n^w the chip thatcentred all attention was labelled, « The Sunty

r«I 'v 1, r " ""^ ^^""^^ '^^ chip wL
pt the others which ,n their time had seemed somportant, that the onlookers gazing at it forgot

Pla nJ r;. 'fh''^
'°

'"'f ^* ''^^ pretensiLs of

Hank Sf' ^'i'""^"
"'"' '^^'^ ^^^" started onHank Wilsons land. The time had arrivedwhen they could no longer pretend to sneer,Xy
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were alarmed and showed it openly. Plains City
was a lusty and loud-voiced candidate for the
position of county-seat, and the election was
approaching.

Of those who worked and talked for Plains
City none was more strenuous and persistent than
Hank Wilson himself. The lethargy of the
Arkansas lowlands had dropped from him like a
worn-out coat. Ordinarily he was inclined to
moroseness and unsociability. These qualities
disappeared, for he was a good dissembler. He
dissembled

; he showed lands to land hunters,
descanted on the superiority of the soil and the
undeniable fact that Plains City was nearer the
geographical centre of the county ; he exhibited
the advertising matter produced in wonderfiil pro-
ftision by the Plains City promoters, and called
attention to the statements, written large, that the
railroad was to put in a freight depot and pas-
senger station, coal yards, stock yards, and other
needfiil things; that Plains City was nearer the
source of supply of water for purposes of irriga-
taon, and had a hundred advantages where Golden
City could show one.

" Lemme go over 'n' shoot th' son-of-a-gun '
"

said Prethro, when he knew of this. "Why
that's blasphemy— goin" back on ol' friends
like that

! Did n't you drag him out of th' river,
Blake, n' save his neck, which wasn't worth
savin

, an did n't I treat 'im 'z kind 'z if he was
a preacher, 'stid of the low-down scallywag he 's
turnin' out t" be ; an' did n't ever'body do ever*-
thmg fer 'im that 'd ort t' been done? An' now
see that! Some men ain't got any more graty-
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tude 'n a wolf! Feed a wolf, bring 'im up by

iff i> {?
'^ "?"" ^ '"' ^^ *>¥ «°"gh he -11 biteoff th hand that you're feedin' him with. Theon y cure f r a scoundrel like Wilson is a gun, 'n'a man that ain't afeared t' use it

"

^
Nevertheless Prethro did not shoot HankWilson nor offer to molest him, perhaps for therea on that Blake was able to make him see t£

t7ai'°"f p1 ' "J!?-''^
"Sht to exploit the advan-

ce o^G^rnCir "^"'^^ '^''^ ^ -P'-
Spencer and Blake were forced to take active

E*"5;°f ^vhat was going on in and aboutPlains C.ty
;
for if Wilson's friends and coadjutors

"u"l""=
«=?"test now at hand. Golden Swould be "a dead duck," and «'n« in the ni".

thef' an'd

''°'' Charlie phrased it. Thereforethey and every one else in Golden City setthemselves to work to thwart and balk the plansof the i^eople who were booming Plains City fortheposition of county-seat.
The campaign took on all the features of apolmcal contest. The county was canvassed, lit-erature was sent out, speeches were made. Thechip had so grown that it almost filled the pool

hP K 1°.'^- °"A .?' ""^^ ""''"g *« planned tobe held in Go den City on the night preceding

,5m! V V JV'^S'nfP"""'-' ^ho was considered
something of a « spellbinder," was chosen to makethe p„„c,pal speech which was to be an effort tohold ,„ hne the Golden City forces and counter!

tion m'oneT^'""'"^
'^"' "' ^'«'"^ ^'^^ """P"

Long before the hour set for the meeting men
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«me riding in from the surrounding country on
horses and bronchos, driving in across the plains
in wagons and buggies, walking in over the parched
and dusty trails, and soon the streets were filled
with them and all the public houses overflowing
They were in cowboy garb, in the clothing of
grangers, in the attire of business men andreal
estate speculators. Towns far and near united to
add to the number, for all of these towns had
interests m Golden City or Plains City or both.
Jim Prethro, sworn in as a deputy marshal,

gallopine up the middle of the street on a bron-
cho, and weanngr black coat and trousers, a black
soft hat, with atlazing diamond in the bosom of
his white shirt, another on the little finger of his
left hand, while a big forty-four-caJibre revolver
was belted to his muscular waist, furnished a sight
to make a tenderfoot stare. Lost Charlie was
armed, mounted, and garbed in a similar man-
ner, lacking the diamonds, for he, too, had been
appointed a deputy marshal.

Just before sunset Hank Wilson walked in
from Plains City. His sallow, bird-like face was
flushed, and his keen, dark eyes were glitterine
from the effect of liquor. He showed no weap-
ons, but a certain bulging of his coat-tails was
significant.

Aware of this gathering of the clans and of
what was occurring in the streets, Elinor Spencer
becanie alarmed and tried to dissuade her father
trom dehvenne his contemplated speech. Spencer
brushed aside her pleadings with a laugh.

.,
j'.^°°\\"

J"^
**''^''''* contempt of her fears.

1 ve talked to mobs of drunken backwoods-
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men in Arkansas when I knew that half of them
wanted to shoot me; and shall I back down nowwhen I am sure that nearly every man in town
IS fnendly to the mterests I am to support?The idea is ridiculous."

^^

In spite of her father's assurance, Elinor was
so much concerned for his safety that she put
aside her pnde, sought out Jackson Blake, and
asfced him to urge upon the judge the advisabil-
ity of abandoning his determination to deliver a
speech.

" I'll do what I ran," Blake promised, " though
Infancy it will be useless. I 'if tell him what you

. i^j ^^K '''.'• •"**" ''^"'"g unpleasantly as he
talked with this woman, to whom he had hardiv
spoken for many weeks.
"Not what I say," she insisted. "Tell him

what you think; he knows what I think, but he
will pay no attention to it."

Blake looked at her earnestly.
"I think there is no danger; but I will speak

to him and point out the possibility of danger "
" Try to get him to make no speech at ail

"
she urged.

"I'll do that, too; I will do everything I
can, though I am sure there is not the danger
that you fear." °

When she was gone Blake thought the matter
over more seriously.

" There is only one way to keep Judge Spencer
from making that speech to-night, and that is to
kidnap him, and hold him somewhere until the
meeting is over. Plainly, that won't do. But
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I can ulk with him about it, just as she said;and .f I can t get h.m to drop'the speech, per-haos I «„ getLm to modify some of the things

Lrj t'
'""'"1' ? '^y- When the judge gel

started, he s as bad as an Arkansas ox-drfve?_

ilthtrs^th.••''
""^ ^^^-^ ''-''--- '^-n

fo ^t^''
'""^''^ with Spencer, called his attention

to the ?rmed men who had come into town, andsome threats they were making, and urged him
o abandon the thought of speaking. or%t lelTt
to tame his statements when he spoke

" Not make that speech." said Spencer, "when
I ve been billed to make it. and all mv friends

kr%T>'\"^^^' 'V
.W''"'^° you 'take me

for, Blake? I"d make it if Plains City had a
regiment of men out there, with guns to stop
me. And more: I'll say that it'1 understood
that I m in danger and then 1 '11 defy the devils IYes, sir, I '11 defy them !

"

Blake went from that interview much alarmed.He was beginning to feel, with Elinor, that the
judge was about to run himself into peril The
only thing he knew to do now was to speak to

ir Su ""r f*""
^''*'"^ ""'l some otherswho could be relied on, and ask them to keep aneye on the crowd in front of the speakers' stand

while the judge was talking.
„."^o°k out for Hank Wilson," he warned;
he s drinking, and I 've an idea that when he 's

drinking he s a dangerous man."
«Oh, I '11 watch him," said Prethro, "and if

hwd offI''°
'""^'^ '^ " "'°^^ ^ '" ^^°°^ '''" '°°'
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bcforir'L^'''''u- "T '° «'*'^'' '" «»"= crowd

G^ b««K'P?'""8 ^'8""' *''"«' fhe GoldenS of
'"'' *?' T^"^'"S the streets at thehead of a procession co.-nposed lareelv of th!

SngeTorsU! t ''-V'^'"' '"'"-afcoll!angent of small boys «^ rmine a iiBoincr andwhooping column in the rear. \he Sfarriedflaming torches, and at interval. stoppTd toX„ust,ly before the residence or busE office ofsome man prominent as a Golden City leader

friends of temperance could do." said Melchorand I m afraid there may be trouble come of kI cannot understand the wild madness in U;
brains of the men of Golden Cit^ nor he madnvan. between the towns. If SnTould on y

1 mean. What will it matter to them in a hun-dred years, in fifty years, whether Plains City orGolden City is the county-seat ?
" ^

.;.r5""*
*''?' ^°^^ '' matter?" Melchor uer-«sted somewhat sadly. « A man can eat only somuch food and wear a cert^n amount of clothh.g°



35* The Rainbow Chasers

when he has thoie things, and a shelter and »
nre when he requires it, nothing else is really
necessary. These are not new ideas, not my own
Ideas either; they are the teachings of the Man
ot Oahlee, it seems to me. ' Thou fool,' He saidm parable, 'this night thy soul shall be required'
of thee: then whose shall these things be?' See
those madmen now screaming like Bedlamites,
their very brains on fire, all on account of some
little property interest? here that they think are
impenlled. Brother, it saddens me. But it is the
way of the world," he added. . "This is the
world in epitome, and it saddens me."
The speech of Judge Henry Spencer was char-

acteristic of the man and of the surroundings and
circumstances which called it forth. It had the
melodic eloquence of the Arkansan and South-
erner combined with the brisk fire of the Western
Kansan, and was moreover spiced with pungent
anecdote, and bound together with the solid
amument that might be expected to emanate from
the mind of such a man. Yet all through it
woven into web and woof, were threads offiery
invective and bitter denunciation.
What he had to say in reference to himself he

reserved to the last, bringing it in at the end like
the cracker of stinging silk that tipped the terrible
ox whip of <,ld Gustav Borg. He told the men
ot l-lains City and their sympathizers that it was
hinted his life was in danger if he ventured to
speak that night.

" But I have defied you !

" he shouted, clench-
ing and swinging his fist. « I defy you now

'

Cowards— cowards that you are, to come to this
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.nd mt.m.d«,on! It .. the courage of poltroon"

wrirh'L'"nL'" 'i*'""'':""
«P"ker8' stand werewnthing like a knot of serpents. Voices brokem upon the judge's vituperative sentences hen

" «volver cracked. Spencer fell backwardS•n upward tossing of^the hands. The crowdjwayed and grouni together like the meeting of

crraro7e"""'
°'* '"*'*'"''«' *"''« ye?Knd

ElKsn ®''''"' ^'".^ " '^"'^ fr*"" 'he lips of

safe^v shflT/H'"-
" ^" """'"y '"^ ''" f'ther's

at h^ide onT'l T °^="Pyi"ga«eatchseat nis side on the platform, and her arms hadcaught h,m as he fell. Blake knew that HankWi^on had fired the shot that struck Spencer

tJhUu"^^^ "tf"'"'"*^
''"^'l 'he reportrandhad beheld J.m Prethro le.p toward WilsonHe was not thinkmg of that but of Elinor .,he fought his way to the foot of the platform s.Vthen swung upward until he reached the aro:

'

gathered about Spencer and his daughter. |h„c^was supporting her father, who, tho^ not d
"5

as Blake saw at once, was seriously fnd perhapsfatally wounded. Blake pushed forward im-

Tdocto?' "t^'
^''"^ '""'' °"* "" -'dly for

^K i'l.-
^''' '"*" ^** '" » """ult. A doctor

get him to his hotel at once."
Blake shouted for a carriage. When it came

»3
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he assisted the doctor in getting Spencer into it,

then iielped Elinor in and followed nimself. He
lent his strength in the work of getting Spencer up
to his rooms and into bed. The rest of the night,
with the exception of brief intervals, he spent in
the hotel, to be within instant call, and to render
what aid and comfort he could to Spencer and his
daughter. But he did not obtrude his presence.
As soon as he had time to inquire he learned

to his surprise that some one in the crowd had
stabbed Wilson in the back immediately after
the firing of the revolver shot, and that Wilson's
condition was considered as serious as that of the
judge. Who the wielder of that avenging knife
was no one appeared to know, though there
seemed to be little doubt that he was one of the
upholders of the cause of Golden City.

Spencer sent for Blake in the morning. The
judge might be mortally wounded, and he looked
It; but he was still full of fight.

"Blake," he said, in a weak whisper, "the
election is to-day. They tried to kifl me, the
scoundrels; but I intend to live to spite them.
And Blake, they must n't win ! See to it that
they don't win. Put good men at the polling
places, stay by them yourself; and have good
men in Plains City to protest every questionable
vote that may be offered. I know I can rely on
you. And Blake, we 've got 'em whipped ! This
attempt to kill me shows it. Make the most of
it, for lying here this way I'm worth a dozen
workers at the polls. You know what I want,
Blake,— we must beat 'em— beat 'em out of
their boots!"
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,nJtfJ"l!"' L^
exhausted when he finished

P?fw^.'„'i"* ^'l
*"« en^'gy remained.

nrn„,V % ^' *•"="'/" "g''''" J^'^'^'O" 81*^6

ood
"" **"* *° "'•''* **'* ^•"*'»

That cowardly shot, though fired at JudgeSpencer by a drunken man, brought a revulsionof feeling to many who had more than half
decided to give their votes to Plains City. Dur-
ing the day, while the battle raged at the polls,
Spencer was several times reported to be dyine

hIi! w^"* "2"= ~"'=""'ng the condition ofHank Wilson. But when night came both of the
wounded men were alive, and Golden City had
Deen chosen as the county-seat. ,



CHAPTER XXXIV

ASHES OF ROSES

Si

m

ELINOR SPENCER was adult and child.

She had the prescience which comes not

of education nor even of knowledge, but which
seems to be a gift of childhood carried forward

into maturer years. It had told her that this

young man, the locator who drove her father and
herself out over the plains in that golden Octo-
ber, and who then looked at her with a gaze so

direct and unabashed, would be glad to Decome
her lover,— aye ! that he was even at that mo-
ment her lover and one day would be much
more.

She had many dreams and girlish fancies after

thai. Her hours were filled with beautiful vi-

sions. Always Jackson Rlake had a part in them,
and they centred round him. It was delightful

to dream and to drift, and she dreamed and
drifted— until one day. Then she awoke sud-

denly, with a crushing pain at her heart, caused

by the knowledge that into the world of her
dreams and visions another woman had come.
The name of that woman, she learned, was

Christine Borg, whose home was, or had been,

at Ransoms, near her old home. Busy scandal

bound up the name of Christine Borg with that

of Jackson Blake, and turning the bundle thus
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Sh "^K*"'"
»"d over, like a scavenger who

. pinches his nose and pokes with a stick at some

flolT^"'^!'
" ^°'"'"«'"«=d, and the comments

floated straightway to the windows of Elinorbpencers room, wormed their way in, and lying

peaceful, they drove away all the sweet dreams,

dlf^r f
'"'"^"'. °^ ='"y •'Wy vision coulddwell there for a single moment.

Elinor was not willing to believe the thinesshe heard. She doubted the credibility and evf^
the honesty of the acquaintances who dilated onthem. And how they loved to dilate on them

BuTtht'h
'^"^ ^r *'•"' " S^^' her painHut this has ever been and ever will be At

first she discredited what she heard, and' heldfirmly to her good opinion of Jackson Blake.But when the stones passed uncontradicted, andBlake seemed to give color to them by avoidingand evading her, unpleasant doubts arose. Andwhen doubts assail the strong citadel of faith
the walls weaken; they can no more withstand
such insidious assaults than walls of masonry can
withstand the weakening effects of an army ofburrowing rodents. '

Up to the time of the arrival of Christine
Jackson Blake had apparently sought opportuni-*
ties to see Elinor. Now he absented himselftrom the hotel where she and her father livedw^ not often in the office, even, and whenshe chanced to pass him in the street he ap-
peared to shrink within himself If forced tospeak to her he was plainly embarrassed and cut
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the interview as short as he could without a
show of rudeness. It was to be seen that the
old delight in meeane her which had been so
manifest had departeoT
The prescience which had seemed Elinor's

natural gift, and had made her feel that this
handsome man was to be not only her admirer
and lover but perhaps her husband, became
diseased now ; and like a diseased nerve, its pre-
monitions were distressing and lacked value as
right indications.

One morning her fether spoke to her of Blake.
She flushed and showed a too evident agitation.
"Has he ever said anything to you on the

subject of— of love or marriage ?

"

" Why, fether, of course not !
" she answered.

" Well, he must n't— not now ! You 've been
hearing things about him, I suppose ?

"

« I 'm sure I—

"

^
"Well, I have, and I know that you have.

He s turning out to be not just what I thought
him. I don t care to have him coming up here,
and you '11 be careful not to be seen with him. I
don't think it will be well for you to go out
driving with him any more."
Judge Spencer and his daughter lacked some-

thing of the close mental communion which
should be the normal state existing between father
and daughter. As a rule he did not question
her concerning her movements, nor even advise

;
he was a busy man, and he regarded her as a
sensible girl. But this was a matter in which he
thought he ought to interfere.

He did not say more at the time, and but little
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more on the subject at any other time ; but he
took his way downJ way down town and to .i« omce, wnere
he had the interview already recorded with
Jackson Blake.

Elinor was faithful in her obedience until the
day of the election, when concern for her father's
safety induced her to speak to Blake, in the hope
that he could get the judge to forego his declared
purpose.

That interview with Jackson Blake, brief as it
was, brought back with redoubled force the old
tide of feeling. That tide had never been power-
Jess, nor in abeyance; now and then it had risen
with such force that it threatened to tear down
and wash away fortver all the barriers Elinor
tried to erect agaii.st it in her womanly heart,
^or she had come slowly, though certainly, to
the knowledge that she loved this man and
would continue to love him, no matter what he
had done. More, she felt that she could but
iove him, even if he refused or ceased to love
her m return.

She had drifted into that love— it had been
so easy, so delightful, to drift into it!— during
the many evenings spent with Blake, in those
pleasurable drives, and through the long hours
of the wild blizzard when he had been so manly
so tender, so heroic. She had thought he loved
her then, whatever the state of his heart now.
Her feelings she had tried to lock fast from the

eyes of spying friends, even from the eyes of her
father

;
away, too, from the gaze ofJackson Blake,

and that was the most important. This she
fancied she had done, except sometimes when
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she scanned her reflection in the long mirror in
her room ; then she doubted. She was always
alone when she took that look. With all the
gayety gone and joy absent, she surveyed her
image thoughtfully. She beheld a beautiful face,
but the lovely oval of its contour had lengthened
and the sweet eyes under the long lashes and
dark arching brows looked troubled.
When Hank Wilson, incensed and thrown

into a drunken fury by Judge Spencer's words,
fired

J
his murderous shot, and Elinor holding

her father in her strong young arms beheld the
stalwart form of Jackson Blake leap toward the
stand, and then climb up and elbow his way to
her side, the old respect and admiration aroused
by his energy and courageous determination made
her forget all the past.

It strengthened her to have him there at her
side, to hear his quick words of command, to
feel the warm, strong pressure of his hand as he
almost lifted her into the carriage that was to
convey the wounded man to his rooms at the
hotel.

Blake came the next morning, and called
several times curng the day with reports of the
work he was doing in getting out the full vote
for Golden City. He sat m the room where
Judge Spencer lay when the Golden City band,
followed by a long procession, marched under
the hotel windows, and he went out on the
hotel balcony and there thanked the voters, in
Judge Spencer's name, for the splendid work
they had done. Elinor sitting at her father's
side heard the speech and the subdued cheers
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was
with which it was greeted, and the old love
strong again in her heart

Blake came to the hotel every day after that«nd many times a day while the judge's condition
was considered serious. Sometimes he entered

ElinorT ."t"" ^' J"dge.lay; at other times
illinor met him and acquainted him with thejudges condition.

Within a week Spencer was thought to be outof danger. But the excessive heat had weakened

we^t h^K°f ''T'^''^
his recovery that a monthwent bjr before he was able to sit in a chair, and

the indications were that another month or moremust elapse before he could hope to venturedown to the office.

Hank Wilson did not make the same fevor-
able progress toward recovery. Daily there were
rumors tTiiat he was dying; but he clung to life,
and the belief that he would recover rained in
strength. °

" ^ "'"l^
fi«en ter die !

" he declared over and
over to Old Shake and Mrs. Shake, who were
constant in their ministrations at his bedside

k\?k-'^j
Iftcherly afeared ter die; fer I know

thet the devil is layin' fer me an' a-waitin' fer me
ter come to him."
He said the same to David Melchor

,f." M ?"
"gll*

^--bout th' Thief," he protested,
after Melchor had read to him the story of the
malefactor forgiven on the cross. " He war more
htten then me,— a heap more fitten; I dunno
sometimes but thet the ol' devil hisse'f would be
ershamed ter hev me round in his s'iety."

Mrs. Shake visited Judge Spencer's bedside
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also, with her bottles of medicines, her herbs and
roots, her prescriptions and accounts from the
almanacs of marvellous cures performed by the
cure-alls in which she placed such implicit
reliance.

The judge listened with amused incredulity
when she urged the much-heralded remedies
upon him; but he was pleased to have her
come, for her visits were in themselves bene-
ficial, and he was pleased to receive those kindly
visits from Old Shake, with their conversations
interlarded with quotations from the Bard.
More than once Elinor almost mustered cour-

age to question Mrs. Shake about Christine Bom
and Jackson Blake; but as often her -murage
failed at the crucial moment.
Thus the days passed, while the blazing heat

grew more and more oppressive.



CHAPTER XXXV

THE HEGIRA

THAT burning heat, accompaniment of the
terrible drought which, coming up from

the Texas plains, gnawed the green herbage of
'ne 'and with teeth of fire, broke the spirit of the
wild boom. It palsied speculation and laid its
hot hand on the heart of every industry. Reso-
lution sickened under it and died.

Golden City had won in the fierce contest for
the county-seat, vet that victory availed nothing.
The hopes of the promoters withered with the
herbage. This was the first year in which men
had tried seriously to form on the plains without
tile aid of irrigation. They had heard of the
droughts whose desiccating breath sapped the
milk from the heading wheat and curied the green
blades of the sorghum into ribbons of sickly
yellow. They had not been willing to believe
until now.

Then, when men awoke from their fevered
dreams m that intolerable heat, when fields of
waving verdure were burned and seared in a day
as if touched by the flames of a furnace, a panic
swept the land like that of the Black Fridays
which sometimes shake the stock-gambling ex-
changes of Wall Street and the grain pite of
Chicago.
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The speculations at Golden City had been
wrwly in options and margins. So long as the
tendency of prices was upward, money was easy
to obtain and sales were made readily. Now, no
one could borrow and no one could sell when
every one wanted to borrow and to sell. The
speculators were like frightened mariners caught
in a gale. They had not time to take in sail, so
they cut away everything,— cordage, sails, stand-
ing nggmg, even the masts; everything came down
on the run or went overboard.
The shock of that storm threw a wave ofdis-

tress into the room where Judge Spencer lay con-
valescing. He sent for Jackson Blake.

What can we do?" he asked, when Blake
answered the summons.

« I'Y^y^
caught," Blake was forced to confess.

1 don t see any way out unless things take a
turn for the better. The town is wild

; you can't
sell anythine. I tried to sell those blocks and
the cortier Tots on Main Street this morning;
nobody would touch them,— nobody would lis-
ten to me. Every man is crazy to sell, and there
are no buyers. I don't believe you could give a
lot away to-day if it had so much as a ten-cent
mortgage on it; and everything is mortgaged "

' I must get down to the offce ! Elinor; send
word to the doctor ; he 's got to brace me up for
a tew days uritil I can right things."

But when the doctor came he was firm in his
declaration that if Judge Spencer went back into
the office now he would Be taking perilous chances.

I would n t guarantee your life for a week '

"

he said.
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Ehnor, ,„d the judge when he heard this,

„«. •li."|[^'"'*J"'"'''' y" must go into the

tll^U- ^u
^''"^ •"'* »" ^l"' y°» "n do

to
!

And Blake, try to pull through .omehow.
Save all you can out of the w- ck. Perhapsyou can get money in Kansas City; try It.Offer a h.gh rate. I know you 'll do' ^haV you

BlaTe""sS'r"i7"" '° "'"
t^''^

*"»' J^'^"'"'

tWh^H r ''

"fi
'=?'»'P«''end the calamity

that had come so suddenly to Golden City. Sheknew of the hot winds ani the withering droughtbut why the quotations of town lots should /ropIrop

juence was a thing
almost to nothing as a con
difficult to understand.
Though unfamiliar with business affairs she wasquick to learn, and when Blake assigned to h"some work she pve her heart to it «?th a loydty

was true that he passed more time in the streetsthan ,n the office. He told her of the effort hewas making to realize on mortgages and to dis-pose of lands, buildings, and ^n lots; of his

over mZ«% """^ """"y with which to tide

know_ that he was so devoting Aimself to her

iSse hJ o;n:
^^^" ^'""^^ '""^^ •--*'•--

Jackson Blake toiled hard enough,— no mancould have toiled harder. But L couW Tot
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•weep bwk the lea. From • town of conseated
popuUtton Golden City dwindled until theSSDegin to look almost deserted. Men were

me th.n they had come in. Laborer. waJked

paid employment for any one now.

to il'
"'^•'«»" •«> the country districts was said

Seii^ft^r^S"'- ^T'" **« -bandoning

wh?.. u
" ^Tl' '

"*« *"•'» w«« lined witf

Old homes, or westward toward the mountainswhere the rainbow was said by some to stil"bend

i?iS end?
P°' °^^°^'^ '° "« ''•**''«

««^"'''/T'' ^^ '""^ P'''« °'"'*"d was mort-
gaged, and these mortgages represented in almost

U-!Z '"'u"l' "T."",**
"'"*='» e««e' than theland, could be sold for now. !-he worst of itwas. or seemed to be. that of'en these mortgages

.^.if^i*";'" ^y "" ""'^ *'""«'' whose only
apparent desire was to procure quickly all themoney they could. Thi^ class leS in tL hegiiThey departed from the towns and the farms assoon as the boom bubble broke; they hadsquw^ed ihe lemon dry and would no more of it.When the exodus was at its height and the
drought continued, Jackson Blake rode forth to

«niHl" A^ "u 'l"** ^l" ''""S '^"erted so
wpidl". And as he thus rode forth and surveyed
the country he thought of the work of such men
as Martin Parker, and of the benevolent associa-
tions, the savings banks, ths missionary societies,
and the widows and orphaps of the tiast, whose
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Ju« for Iwge interest returni had combined with

« xw'" fVP"*"y "» *•»» mad amalgam.
Would that this flood of money had been

rr"' TJ^!'^''' *''*'"«'" •" '«« rode towird
a •><»«•« which he could see was deserted. « Waterwould k.11 these hot wind, and stop the drought!
It would send prices up again in Golden cUty,«nd we could see our way out of the muddlewe re now m. Too bad that this awful drought
should strike this year of all years ! I 'm afilidOld Shake was right ; this is n't a safe country for
farming without irrigation, and I thought it was i

"
i>ome blistered melon vines sprawled before

the door of the cheap house. At one side a field
of young alfiilfa hid been burned to the roots.Un the other side a square of sorghum had so
withered m the drying wind that the sere blades
were whipping into strings and being blown away.A broken chair lay in the yard and near it the
remnants of a child's cradle. Something w,s
•crawled in chalk on the rude door. Blake urt-d
nis horse up to it and read the words

.

'

Chinch-bugged in Illinoy,

Froze in Dakoty,
Et up by grasshoppers in Newbrasky,
Burnt up in Kansas.
We 've lit out for a cooler country.
Which it 's name is H—1.

A sense of grim humor had possessed many
of the real farmers as they made ready to turn
their backs on this land that had been the grave
of their hopes. °

" Man cannot live by wind alone," said one.
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writing his farewell on his door, " he needs a little

water ; I 'm going where I can get it."

Still another that Blake read stuck in his
memory

:

Good-bye old Kansas— you're always "burnt up"
or « bleedin'." Prohibition in a drouth-cussed country,
where you can't get neither water nor whiskey, ain't to
say a cinch. Hurrah for Oklahomy— that's our
Canaan land

!

Jackson Blake had much to think about of a
serious and unpleasant nature as he galloped
back toward the town. The hot south wind blew
full in his tanned face, yet so far as personal
comfort was concerned he cared not for it. He
cared only for what it meant— those deserted
houses, those abandoned and mortgaged lands,
those new towns which he had expected to see
grow into cities, the town lots, business blocks
and houses, which he could not sell, and on
which he could now borrow no money.
More than all he thought of Elinor and of

himself; he recalled her willing industry as she
worked over the books and accounts, at the
mortgages and loan notes in the office ; of what
she had said on such a day and on such another
day ; of how she had looked, and how at times
she had smiled. Then turning bitterly with
heart-sickness to himself, he travelled wearily
over the past— the irrevocable past.

" I am always making mistakes," was his
thought. " Everything I touch turns in a di-
rection contrary to that which I expect. To
my own self I have been a Jonah, trying to

III
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ran away, but always hemmed in and stopped.And besides, a man cannot run away from him-
self! Yes, a Jonah always, and," he started atthe suggestion "perhaps I, too, will be caughtby and by

; and ifl am "— something seemed to
nse up and choke him as he thought of this
possibility in connection with Elinor— "I shall
not have even so much as one poor gourd-vine
to cover me !

"

• =>

He struck his horse sharply with his heels,
perhaps thinking to escape from these unpleas-
ant reflections; but he did not escape from

M ;• u\ '^^ ^''^ '° '°^" ^^ thought of
Martin Parker, who knew his secret and harbored
a grudge against him, and of what it would mean
It Parker should one day lift against him a mailedand angry fist.

"I can't expect anything else," was his con-
cusion, "and it's a wond-r he hasn't done it
already. I could leave here now while so many
are going, and it would be wise to do so

"

He knew, though, that he could not go away

ll ., Kr^'T u! ^*™gg""g with the finan-
^al problem that had overwhelmed her fatherJNo matter what came he would stand by her andby Judge Spencer in this time of need. He could
not go now; so he felt as does the man who
seeing enemies approaching does not run, but
resolutely draws his sword, sets his back to a wall
and determines to fight out the combat there, no
matter what the result may be. Jackson Blake
fiad his back to the wall ; he knew it. The battle
meant defeat; he was satisfied of that, too Yet
his sword was drawn and there was no retreat

24



CHAPTER XXXVI

LOVE'S MADNESS

MARTIN PARKER had kept in touch
with Golden City through the medium

of the Golden City newspapers; and when he
saw that Hank Wilson, whom he feared as a
dangerous man, had been stabbed after shooting
Judge Spencer, and was in a condition so serious
that if he recovered months must pass before he
could be out again, he turned his thoughts once
more to the reward which had been offered for
the capture of Dick Brewster. Two potent im-
pulses moved him— rage against the man he
now hated and covetousness.

Putting himself in communication with the
Arkansas authorities, Parker made some guarded
and tentative inquiries. Fear of the wrath of
Gustav Borg kept him from going to Brownsville
and Ransoms personally.

Knowledge of what Martin Parker was doing
came to Dayid Melchor in a letter from a brother
minister who had gone to Arkansas after the col-
lapse of the boom, and who had been questioned
there by an officer concerning his knowledge of a
certain real estate man of Golden City, known as
Jackson Blake, whose right name, it was hinted,
was Dick Brewster, and who was said to be an
escaped convict This minister had known Blake
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while in Golden City, so was loth to give credence

Melchor came at once to Blake, bringing the

S : word in? '"^ """ ^°" *'•'* ' '^^ -'
Blake paled as he read the letter Melchorplac-i .„ 1„s hands. When he looked up! aftera^moment of thought, his bearded fa^^ wL
"I might say to you that this is a lie." he saidspeaking with evident effort, "but if I did Ishould say what is false." '

^

MSor^disS: °" '"^'^'^'^' '^ '^^ ""'^'^

„ l^*"*
"•<='' Brewster, and what is here re-ported IS true. I was convicted of killing a man

" w« hT' '*•''/ '^'"^'^ '»''»' f°' whici :"me

imZ '^ '"''^' convicted, and sentenced toimprisonment as a just punishment. I escaoedwithout serving a day of^hat sentence, and i"he drew a long breath-" I have lived in hellever since. The thing shocks you, and I do nowonder; it shocks me! I have always had a feef

'"^•Bulttrli^?"'^'
andnowftht'c^i^^^i:

enlL'^t^J^i 5^°"' Melchor,-a thing easy

!^H u fj^l ^"^^ '"=""'« ""y friends hereand who if they had known the truth would haveturned from me in scorn."
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" No, brother," said Melchor in grieved pro-
test, " I should not, and I do not believe that
these other friends would have done so."
"When they know all, you will see! ' Blake

declared, his voice hardening. " I tried to be aman here,— a new man, and to forget all that
had gone before. But it was something I could n't
do, try as I would ; for the memory of what I
had done, and the knowledge that I was a walk-
ing, living he, even while I posed as a pattern of
virtue— " "^

" Posed is not the right word, brother
; you

never posed !

"

"The knowledge that I was living a lie con-
fused and confounded me at every turn. You
thought it strange, perhaps, when I failed you in
your temperance work

; you see now the reason.
1 felt that I was ten times worse than the men I
was condemning, and that decency commanded
me to keep my mouth closed."

Melchor was apparently at a loss what to say.
Blake s confession had astounded him, though at
the same time it filled him with compassion.
"I have known for some time that this was

coming. I have thought it over, and what I
have suffered while thinking it over you can't
know

; what I have suffered all these years no
man can Irnow. I might run away as I did be-
fore. I was a boy then and did not understand.
Now I shall not run. I will stay and face it
out

;
and when the exposure comes, and it will

come quickly enough, I shall ask to be taken
back to Arkansas, and to that prison where I
ought to have been all these years. It will be
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enS'" 7'" r'l S'f'*" "="''"5 o"'y that height-ened color of the bearded cheeks' told of themotion of the inward fire.

nP«°.M
'•*''? ''''^ M^Jchor, with much tender-

ness, I am but a weak man myself. We are all
weakstumblers; but I will stand by you in myweakness to help you, to comfort you,Vl cau-
if you will let me."

'

t ,S%''""u"^u°^ ^^^ "*"'" "«t"« and the

would not scorn him, nor hate him, though all

ctsdati!"™^'
^'^^^ "^ '^^' g'^^ ^''"^^ -™«

."I,''"/ '".5^ "°*'"g °''this," said Melchor.
Wo, said Blake, with a sense of gratitude-

1 does n t matter, though, for the whole townw know of ,t in a few hours. Martin Parker
will not let any grass grow under his feet whenhe has started in a matter of this kind. Still Ithank you. '

fh.^l^lT
^t'^hor's departure Blake sat staring at

He took It up crushing it nervously; then read
It over. He knew that it had been left there
intentionally for him to do with as he pleased

After reading it over slowly he folded it andput It in his pocket.

"J
wish I were as good a man as Melchor i

"
ne thought.

Then he sat a long time without movement,

crushed beyond the power of words to express,-
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his mouth was in the dust of humiliation and
defeat. He thought with shame and confiision
of Elinor and the effect the exposure would have
on her,— thought of his true and long-time
friend, Jim Prethro, of Old Shake and his femily,
and many others. He thought also of his father,
whom he knew to be still living, for Christine
had told him that, and he had known it before
her coming through the talk of Hank Wilson.
Then he reflected sadly and bitterly that when
he went back to Arkansas a prisoner, it would
not be a return of the prodigal to open arms of
love

; for he was, and for a long time had been,
not only a convict but a castaway, who could
expect no paternal sympathy.
"I will give myself up before the arrest is

made," he said, communing with himself. " It
will be easier to do that. Jim Prethro is still a
deputjr marshal. I will go to him, and tell him
about It, and of what is coming, and request him
to take me into custody; and then—

"

He did not want to think beyond that.
It was nearly an hour later, and he was still

cowering in his chair, his face hidden in his
hands, when the office door opened and Elinor
came in. He sat up, with a start, revealing
features so .. hite and ghastly that she was alarmed.
"You are ill, Mr. Blake!" she said, in

sympathy.

"No!" he protested.

His voice sounded hoarse to his own ears.
"It must be the effect of the heat," she

amended; "what dreadful heat we are having!
And you are worrying about this business tangle.
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It is enough to drivre any one wild. We shallnever get .t straightened out, J 'm afraid. I don-
care so niuch, only for father's sake; but it does
d^tress h.n, so. You don't think 'we shaHbl
able to save very much from the wreck, do you ?

"

1
•°'

•
. ??i?'

straightening in his chair, andspeakmg with difficulty. « The country is ruinedU people were n t so panicky in a time like this
something might yet be done.' Next year may be

R^? I'^PJ"" ' I
^"^^ almost sure that it will be.But, though everybody would have believed thata month ago, no one will believe it now."

5,,.^ t ^l r'^f.
P*°P|^ '*'^^ ~'"«'' themselves,

just through folly, and because they can't wait—
can t have patience !

"

" It 's always so in a stampede." He forced
himself to look her in the face."^ " People are justIke cattle; when a stampede begins itisim^-

Ll K
""/•;?'

'•'.T-
W* '»»^'= had a crazyboom here, followed by a reaction that is as crazy •

you see the result."
""/>

"Yes," she said, walking to the window andlooking out into the almost deserted street.

trv U . k"^"^
'"^'"^

''"f
""'"'"g 'l^*' i^'the coun-

try ,s to be depopulated and abandoned, he wants
to get out of It himself; and I begin to feel thatway. We 're all getting the stampede fever
I^ guess. Likely you will be one of the first

« ,>'•Jf
'"

^y, ''f"''l^^\
"I's voice again hoarse,

It s very likely that I shall go first'"

I„.i.!i 'l^^.
^"'"^.'l toward her desk; but shefooked at him again, and what she saw frightened
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.J'k'"''"
^"" *'?,?' *''"' " '•"« °f« dead man,and he was trembling. The forced suppression

of his real feelings, his wild love for this Ll. theagony that tore at his very heart strings, tfe s^nse
ot humiliation, unworthiness, and defeat that op-
pressed him, together with the tremendous exer-
tion of will power which had enabled him tospeak with such apparent calmness, had wrought
his nerves to the highest tension and whitenedliis
face to the color of chalk.
Alarmed by his appearance, Elinor crossed the

Kold '" ^°^' '"'* ""'^"y "'*'^*

" Mr. Blake," she said, her voice sweet and
tremulous with solicitude, "you are ill— youhave n t told me the truth I"

"

She bent over him, and he felt her breath on
his face and the electric touch of her hairHe started to rise, then sank back into the
chair; and she, thinking this due to physical
weakness, tried to support him, as on that nightof the great blizzard when the stroke of the car-
nage wheel had rendered him unconscious and
nelpless.

"You are not well, Mr. Blake," she insisted;
1 teel It my duty to call a doctor."
She turned hurriedly toward the door, and herhand was on the knob when he stopped her.
Don't do that !

" he said.
For a moment he hesitated.
"I suppose I may as well tell you myself, as

to have some one else do it— you will know it
soon enough ! I am not sick, not ill at all ; I







Love's Madness 377
He did not know how to go on, and fumbled

blindly for the letter.

She was coming back from the door; she could
not understand him, but the imperiousness of his
request and his positive statement that he was not
111 caused her to waver. His face was flushing
with what appeared to be healthy color, and that
seemed to her a good sign.
Having extracted the letter he offered it to her

in Its envelope, at the same time rising with diffi-
culty from his chair.

"You will see that it is addressed to Mr.
Melchor— he brought it to me; read it and
condenin me

!

Her chair was at the other side of the room
and he pushed his toward her.
"Read it," he urged, as she hesitated.
She was thinking of Christine— was sure the

letter concerned itself with Christine, and was
not at all sure that she ought to read it even
though urged. But when Re pushed the chair
vo her she dropped into it from sheer weakness.

1— I do not understand this !
" she said,

when she had glanced over the letter.
« Simply because I have been playing a double

P"i u
//^'"^'^ ^'ttetly, looking down into

her flushed face.

He drew forward a chair and sat down,— he
was too weak to stand longer. He forced him-
self to look at her. Such fnfinite compassion as
he had for her !— and such infinite love ! Tears
were in his voice and in his heart. He longed to
take her in his arms, and— then he recoiled in
a revulsion of feeling,— he was a murderer I
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He compelled himielf to speak, and was aware
that his voice was strained and harsh.

"You will see the whole blac!. record there.
The things that letter tells of me are true ; I am
guilty of them all."

To the surprise in her face was added pity and
tenderness. She looked at the letter again more
carefully.

" And that is why— "

" Yes, that is why— I have acted so strangely
toward you ! Why I have been so little like a
man— why I have— "

A wave of scarlet suffiised her cheeks.
" And— "she began ; then stopped.
He was out of his chair and by her side ; he

read that look and that tone aright. Though
he was a murderer she did not hate him; she
could forgive him ; more, she could— he gasped

;

— could she love him ?

"Elinor," he was saying,— he had seldom
used that name,— "I am ashamed of myself,
because I know that I have no right to, ought
not to, must not,— yet I can't help it, and I can't
help telling you. I love you— I love you I

love you ! I'm a murderer, I know, and a fugi-
tive, and have no right to the name I 've been
using,— and I shall soon be in convict stripes

;

I know it, I know it, and I 'm a poltroon,— but
you must n't hate me, you won't despise me, and
you will forgive me for— for loving you, when— when—
She looked up,— her cheeks were wet with

tears ; with an all-pitying gesture she drew him
gently toward her.
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" Dick," the said, using the name given in the

letter,— " it seems strange to call you that ! I
don't care what you Ve been, I don't care what
you 'ye done, if you love me ! Oh, I thought you
did n't love me ! But you do love me, — you 've
said you do ! You love me ?

"

" I love you ; yes, I love you— yet— "

He put away her clinging arms and looked into
her streaming face. For one moment the light
of heaven was in his eyes.

" Elinor," he said, " I am worse than con-
temptible. I do love you, and— we cannot go
on this way ! But I must, I will, kiss you just
once,— because you love me !

"

" Why can't we eo on in this way ? " she asked.
Then added :

" Tell me about it,— about every-
thine

; I do not seem to be able to understand."
He tried to tell her, compressing hours and

even years into sentences.
" And— Christine ?

" she sai-i, when je
stopped.

« Thank God, I am guiltless there !
" he cried,

with the proud consciousness of innocence.
As he talked, looking into her face now and

then, feeling the touch of her lips, the warm clasp
of her arms, seeing the light in her eyes,— above
all, knowing that she loved him even as he loved
her, there grew up in his heart by quick acces-
sions of strength the wild impulse which had
controlled him when Soapy Sam opened the prison
door and beckoned him to that outdoor land
where the birds sing. He began to ask himself
why he should return to prison walls, after all.

The world was wide, and there were in it many
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lands that ;.sked no (juestions. Why should he
not seek one with this woman— this woman who
loved him — and there abide and be happy ? He
began to put the thought into words.

" Oh, if we could go away from here together,— somewhere, anywhere— "

It seemed that she shivered, but perhaps she
only trembled

; he was holding her in his strone
arms. °

"Where could we go?" she asked, clingine
to him. ^ °

" We ought not to think ofgoing anywhere,—
my duty is before me, and that is to go with
Martin Parker and the officers back to Arkansas."
" You must not,— you shall not ; that would

be too dreadful ; I could not live after that !
"

"There is nothing else to do."
"There is; I will go with you, go anywhere,

go now, before they come!"
" Your father.? " he said, gently.
She trembled again.
" He will not blame me when he understands

dear
;
when he understands, he could not blame'

me. I will write and tell him everything ; and
then he will see that we had to, that we could n't
do anything else. We can't do anything else;
tor, dear, don't you see that I would do any-
thing for you— anything. You cannot— mustnot— go to that— that prison; it Would kill
me, and it would kill you ! And are not our lives
worth something— and our happiness? And
we could be happy together— so happy together— 1 know It, anywhere, if only we are together,
ao we must go somewhere— somewhere !

"
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" Now that you know everything, you do not
condemn me?" he ^sked, for it seemed un-
behevable.

"If it were te '. t'ines wor e, dear, I could n't
condemn you— b.-cause, you see, I love you so!"
Her love had overcome ai! else.
" My God, Elinor, if I were but worthy— if

I were anything but what I am ! But this is
madness !

"

A moment later he would have spoken of
their contemplated flight together ; for to that,
without plan or definite agreement, and in spite
ot all, they were being drawn. Though feeling
that It was a cowardly thing to do, he was mov-
ing toward that course of action with a speed
which was irresistible. The guiding lines had
dropped from his hands, as when his prison door
had stood open and the forest called with allur-
ing voice. But the words that struggled for
utterance remained unspoken. A sharp whistle
sounded. Drawn by it, he moved with Elinor
to the window which gave a view out upon the
dusty, deserted street.

The deep color waved into the face of Jackson
Blake as he saw the train from the East draw up
at the station and Martin Parker descend, accom-
panied by a man he believed to be an officer.
"T°° '^*^'" lie said, his voice trembling.
Then he straightened his broad shoulders,

*'«
A

^^^ ^^""^ ^'°^^y °"' °^ ^^^ face.
" And, thank God, it is too late !

" He
drew a deep breath. «I was mad, crazy, to
think of trying to get away and of taking you
with me

!

° ^
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He was drawing back from the window as if
he feared Parker might see him there.
As for Elinor, sle seemed to have lost all

power of speech.

hZf°\^°'''
sake dear -for your sake, it is

^rtU i,"'^'''-
^' ^""'"^ "°' do -it was amad thought; our great love, and the knowledge

of what lies before me, frightened us into it. Wemust be brave
; yet, O God, how can I be

jT1~.u!' "'•".^ S'^^ y°" "P "°*' "°w when
1 know that you love me ?

"

She seemed dazed and bewildered as he led
her to a chair.

"Is it really too late ? " she said.
Hope was gone, and her grief was too great

tor tears. • ^



CHAPTER XXXVII

REPARATION

WITH an inward quaking but an outward
show of bravery Dick Brewster walkedup he street

; and he walked rapidly lest his
resolution should weaken and he should bedrawn back to the office, where he had left
tlinor. He did not want to be arrested in the
office in her presence; and as Martin Parkerand the Arkansas officer had passed up the
street, no doubt for the purpose of consult ngwuh some local official, he felt that he had „^time to lose if he surrendered to Prethro.He had made this wish clear to Elinor, andhad endeavored to show her. also, that what hadhappened was for the best for both of them and
especially best for her. It was too late now, hehad argued

;
and even if it were not too late,

their thought of flight was sheer madness. £
he'loTeH h

''1°' ^'' Sood name, and becausehe loved her, they must not think of it.

«„ P !u*PP'"°'"=''^'^ J™ P'ethro's residence hesaw l-rethro on a side street moving away at arapid gait Instead of calling to him, Dick fol-lowed with quick steps, feeling a sense of relief,

wa ^T'^ 'k'
'':'''"°" ^' '"'^"ded to makewas de ayed, but because he felt that he couldmake it better in the open air, out under the
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blue sky which seemed to him so often a type

^f,
"''""^ '°^^ ^"'l forgiveness.

ITethro he observed that tbe latter was direct-

\V^l,nn"lfP^' T'''^
'^^ *'°"'' '"^° ^''i^h Hank

!!• T ., u'^j ^u'*'"
'^""'^^'^ ^'°'" fhe hotel to

wliich he had been conveyed at first.

"Just a few words with you, Prethro!" he
called now.

« ^f^™ ,"°PPed- He was by the gate,

time Th- T ^''
^'"'^.f*"

^' ''^id.^-Jes- in

.Aft
'*" "S''' •'^ y°" g° "ght in with me."

Jiis hand on Prethro's arm. "It won't takimany words, but— it's very important."

anj mtner.°'"'
^°""''"^ ^'""^^ '" ''''' ^"-^

" K'rect," he assented ;
« where '1! we go .?

"
The door opened; David Melchor Appearedin^the doorway and beckoned to them

.nA°"'^
'"'" ''^ """Sed; "he can't last long,and he wants to see you." °

He spoke to Dick.

J'^u^'"'^!Tf Mel^ho'-.who had come outinto the yard, "he hasn't long to stay now and

JnH I ^'^'k"'
'''>• ^'"^ *^"'"g ""« ^"-"e things,

fn1 ''^

^^i" '^SV'JS
*''^'" '^°^n

;
but he wanted

to see you Mr. Blake, and I hurried a messenger
to you only a mmute or so ago."
Then the door was opened by Old Shake, andDick entered the house. He'realized that he
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was bewildered, and that this was not the thinghe had come to do. Parker and the Arkansas

tfr.T''^
•'%'°*"''"8 ^°'- '^''"' --i he desired

lt\nnftu°f''Tu-° ?r«'hro and place him-
self in the hands of his friend before he couldbe arrested m the regular way. Yet the com-
pelhng manner of the minister and a confUsion
ot mind caused him to step into the house beforene could quite decide not to.

H^Vx"v-, i"""^"* he was in the room whereHank Wilson lay, emaciated almost beyond recog-
nition, his hatchety face showing a ife-like
sharpness and his dark eyes feverishly bright

^^?"»,^T'^^'' ^"'^'^'^ fhe room accom-
panied by Melchorand Prethro, Wilson tried to
raise himself on his elbow. His burning eyes
searched Dick's face pathetically. For a moment
no word was said as Dick approached the bed.

Sorry to see that you 're not so well," Dick
stammered, thoughts of himself changing to

iUow ' '""''
*"*" *''° '*'' ^"'P'"^ ^^^'"'' ^he

"^'"\<fe',"''".**'''
Wilson, in a weak, hollow

voice. «"N' I felt I couldn't go untel I seen
you an tol you."
"Yes," said Dick, taking the chair that Mel-

chor placed for him. •

He had noticed in the room a table with writ-
ing materials on it, and had observed the presence
ot Mrs. Shake and her daughter Nevada

" 'Bout thet murder," said Wilson.
Dick gave an uneasy start.

" 'Bout thet stobbin' er Jed Anderson," Wilson
went on. " Folks back thar thinks it war you
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thetdcie it; but it war me— mc thet stobbed
Jed Anderson thar at Chris Miller's. I stobbed
im when he fell over enter you, 'z both o' ye
tumbled outer ther door together. An* I let you
go ler jail fer it, an' let folks think thet you war
th one thet done it."

"Yes ? " said Dick, feeling that he was gasping
for breath while his heart pounded up into his
throat. A blurring mist was before his eyes,
through which he could not see Hank Wilson's
tace

;
but the voice reached him, weak and waver-

ing, as if coming from a distance.
"Seems right thet I 'm er-goin' ter die frura a

stob, jts lack Jed Anderson done ; seems right
_n jestis. But I couldn't go 'fore I'd tol' you
It war me thet killed 'im, stiddy you ; as I 'low
vou ve been er-thinkin', 'n' 'z ever'body 's been
behevin. That's why when I seen you hyar
thet I kep my mouth shet; 'n' why I tol' Mart

IM vnt-
''' '^''^."'' "^^^P •>'«'" shet, too, thet

I d kill him An' aifter thet, we both made out
ter believe thet we hed n't never seen you before

But—"
°"' ^''^^ ***" **'' ^"'"g^" '' yo"'

bre^h
^^^ *P°''*" rapidly, and now gasped for

"But I hain't hed no peace er mind frum thet
air day ter this ; no peace er mind at all. Jedkep er-comin' ter me when I war asleep, 'n' when
1 walked inter th' woods I 'd be expecdn' ter see
nis ha nt rise up from ahint ever' tree An' Icome out hyar, thinkin- ter git away frum him;
but I^hamt He's been by th' bed hyar time
n ag m. 1 ye seen 'im settin' on the bedpost
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l' h!^^^'u°l^Y> " ?^' '"' ^hisperin* thet thar is

kerry me to it"
' "**' ""'*""'" '"'8'''^ l"'*^'^ '"

Perspiration was standing out in shiny beads

tounded, tried to say something. Wilson wenton almost fiercely, as if he hurried to teS
thouS? ft

''"

u
^"''"' ""*=* ^•" hell-bound,

though ther preacher says 't he knows thet I

the? ^i? "y^^^'^S of God. -n' Jed Anderson
het I murdered an' o' you thet hez suffered ferth murder thet I done with my own han'. ButIm afeard_0 God. I'm afeard; fer JedAnderson is thar waitin' fer me, I know; 'n' hewont fergive me will he. even ef God does?He s thar wa.tm fer me, with thet knife stob inim, jes z I ve seen it a thousan' times. But efX— he choked in his excitement— « ef I kindo anything ter make folks see thet it war me

Sit'a^'a,,^ e?VJ?."
''""'^ ''"°- -^-'

«p^*'\.'^"°'*"'" ^^''^ Melchor soothinelv
Everything will be made known; I 'vewS

are rrierut.""*'
'"'' ' ^'" ''' '''" ^^^ ^'^^

Wilson looked at him.

„ '^^e^C
^^.^^'^' something of the terror goingout of his pinched features, "tell ever'body _

put It in ther papers- thet it war nie thet stobbed
Jed Anderson at Chris Miller's, 'n' thet Dick
Brewster, which is this hyar ma^. didn't do it'
did n t know erbout it. an' would er been killed
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hisse'f by Anderson ef it hed n't been fer me.An I want you ter pray fer me, thet— thet — I
may n't be afeared — an' thet God won't be too
hard on me. You read ter me 'bout th' Thief-
but you read onc't somethin' erbout Vengeance
b lones ter God, 'n' thet He never fergits ter pay
I m dcsarvin' of His vengeance— I 'm desarvin'
of hell, but I 'm afeard

!

"

Melchor was already beside the bed, lifting his
voice in prayer for the terrified and conscilnce-
stncken man. Such a prayer Dick had never

I •
^^^ **"* °^ '''^ ''°°'" seemed to recede

as he listened to those solemn yet tender words,
and he, too, stood in the presence of the Great
Judge; time and space were no more; the
earth had fled out of its place. Rancor, hatred,
injustice, fear, together with all the grossness and
dross of earth, melted away, and love stood re-
vealed in their place. Over and above all stood
the God of Love, infinite in compassion and swift
to hear the cry of the least of earth's children.

xjrT
''"^* °^ ^**'' ^^""^ "° '""'e in Hank

Wilson s face, but instead a look of peace and
rapt wonder, as if the prayer had brought to him
in his last moments the conviction that across the
Gates of Paradise there is no bar to shut out the
penitent soul.

As Dick Brewster turned away from the bed
he felt the warm blood bounding once more and
making a new being of him. Tliat horrible past
—It had been, after all, but a frightful dream !

And as he turned thus away, he found himself
race to face with his heart's desire.

« I followed you, Dick," said Elinor, holding
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CHAPTER XXXVIII

THE SUN ABOVE THE WOODLANDS

IT was golden October again, when he who
had been Dick Brewster, then Jackson

Blake, and was now Dick Brewster once more
drove out with Elinor over the crisp grass of the
plains behind the roan bronchos. The sky was
a dark, fathomless blue, like her eyes he knew
their color now, as well as any one could know
a color that seem=J so changeable. There were
a few flowers in the short grass yet untouched by
frost or too hardy to mind its first approaches

;

and some of these blossoms were pink, like her
cheeks, or showed petals coral as her lips.
"The last drive here !

" she whisperec^ dos-
ing her fingers on his arm. " It makes me feel
almost sad, Dick; though I couldn't be sad if
I would, with you by my side as my husband.
Is n t it strange and even wonderful, after every-
thing? And I am not Mrs. Jackson Blake,
either, as I used to dream I might one day be
but Mrs. Richard Brewster!"
" More wonderful than words can tell," was

his answer. Then he repeated it, as if to himself
this time, for it seemed unbelievable to him, also— " more wonderful than words can tell

!

"

That confession of Hank Wilson, which had
made Dick Brewster a fiill-statured man again.
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cno„^h fro.M rihVw^

Elinor, her ha^d « [rVthrTrj; Th" r**

way. until we came to the end out ^S
°" '" *'"'

where." "' °"* '""e some-

S,tC?:
"' ""'' ™"» »^P^

h«n„„ life „ nodc=.bk b„, . fc7*" r"r°«Here and there « settle, nf
"""''Whs before.uicre a settler of more sturdy fibre
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remained in his shack or his dugout, prepared
to stay in the country and try again another year.
The condition was the same m the town; the
majority of its citizens had gone or were going,
but the others intended to remain and to make
the place their home, still holding faith in it and
in the possibilities of the country.

" Prethro says that he and Lost Charlie are
[omg into the cattle business with Old Shake,"
3ick remarked, as the carriage, turned homeward,
brought them in sight of the houses, in the midst
of which Prethro's new residence towered in its

grandeur. " He can't sell his house, so he intends
to occupy It, and will pay off the mortgage as rap-
idly as he can. He says that the house and the
diamonds are the only things he pulled out of
the wreck, and he is going to perform the miracle
of changing those diamonds into cattle."

Elinor smiled contentedly.
" Lost Charlie and Nevada will live with Mr.

and Mrs. Shake, I suppose, after they are
married .'

"

" Yes, of course ; it will be a very convenient
arrangement, and give satisfaction all round."
"And we'll go back to Arkansas, to the

dear old county— from which we both came !

Does n't it seem strange, Dick ? And yet I like
it— it 's a very pleasant thought to me !

"

Judge Spencer stopped in Brownsville.
Dick and Elinor went on to Ransoms, and

walked over to the house from the station, in-
stead of taking a conveyance as they might have
done,— walked over together along the white
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ribbon of rotd. The great woods were briffht
with the colors that the Master Painter had Kid
on every leaf As in the days of the Hebrew

Tr^Tv'?"'.''" ''*"""** «"«* *«« not consumed.The tall black gums stood like lighted beacons,
and the scarlet fire of the dogwood and maple
flamed m every leafv aisle and archway.

Colonel Brewster had known of their coming,
and was expecting them. He beheld them while
they were still afar off down the dusty road, and
he came out of the great lonely house— so
lonely through all the years in which Dick had
been away— and with trembling eagerness hur-
ried forth to meet them. The colonel was bent
and o d now, and his hair was white

; yet his eve
was keen -he had seen them! Something
warm seemed to rise up in his heart.
"My son, my son— and my daughter!" he

whispered. "God, who punislied me for my
cruelty, has forgiven."

'

The sun was above the woodlands, shinine
with clear white disk, the air was sweet with the
breath of morning, and all the world was new
again.




