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WILDFIRE

1 liiee \\ ilJ-Iluise 
Hunters Made Camp

wouldn’t hurt none to let him come. An’ hold your gun 
hand fer the time he swears he’ll be honest. Queer deal, 
ain’t it, men? A boss thief turnin’ honest jest to see a race! 
Beats me! . . . Bostil, it’s a cheap way to get at least 
a little honesty from Cordts. An’ refusin’ might rile him 
bad. When all’s said Cordts ain’t as bad as he could be.”

“I’ll let him come,” replied Bostil, breathing deep. 
“But it’ll be hard to see him, rememberin’ how he’s 
robbed me, what he’s threatened. An’ I ain’t lettin’ him 
come to bribe a few weeks’ decency from him. I’m doin’ 
it for only one reason. . . . Because I know how he 
loves the King—how he wants to see the King run away 
from the field thet day! Thet’s why!”

There was a moment’s silence during which all turned to 
Creech. He was a stalwart man, no longer young, with a 
lined face, deep-set troubled eyes and white thin beard.

“Bostil, if Cordts loves the King thet well he’s in fer 
heartbreak,” said Creech with a ring in his voice.

Down crashed Bostil’s heavy boots and fire flamed in his 
gaze. The other men laughed, and Brackton interposed:

“ Hold on, you boy riders! ” he yelled, “We ain’t a-goin’

“Lord! Cordts an’ 
Sears in camp!” ejacu­
lated Bostil, and he be­
gan to pace the room.

“No, they’re gone now,”saidBrackton.
“Take it easy, boss. Sit down,” 

drawled Holley. “The King is safe, an’ 
all the racers. I swear to thet. Why,
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ays did not pass swiftly at Bostil’s Ford. But, 
I except in winter and during the spring sandstorms, 
I the lagging time passed pleasantly, Lucy rode 

every day, sometimes with Van, sometimes alone. 
She was not overkeen about riding with Van — because 

he was in love with her, and because, in spite of that, she 

Cordts couldn’t chop into thet log-an’- 
wire corral if he an’ his gang chopped all 

night. They hate work. Besides Farlane is there, an’ 
the boys.” This reassured Bostil and he resumed his chair. 
But his hand shook a little.

“Did Cordts have anythin’ to say?” he asked.
“Sure. He was friendly an’ talkative,” replied Brack­

ton. “He came in jest after dark. Left a man I didn’t

to have any arguments like thet. . . . Now, Bostil, 
it’s settled then? You’ll let Cordts come.”

“Glad to have him,” replied Bostil.
“Good. An’ now mebbe we’d better get down to the 

bizness of this here meetln’.” ■
They seated themselves round the table, upon which 

Bostil laid an old and much-soiled ledger and a stub of a 
lead pencil.

could not beat him when he rode the King. They were 
training Bostil’s horses for the much-anticipated races.

At last word arrived from the Utes and Navajos that 
they accepted Bostil’s invitation and would come in force; 
which meant, according to Holley and other old riders, 
that the Indians would attend about eight hundred strong.

“Thet old Chief Hawk is cornin’,” Holley informed Bostil. 
“He hasn’t been here fer several years. Recollect thet 
bunch of colts he had? They’re bosses, not mustangs. . . . 
So you look out, Bostil!”

No rider or rancher or sheepman, in fact no one, ever

see out with the bosses. He bought two big packs of 
supplies, an’ some leather stuff, an’, of course, ammunition. 
Then some whisky. Had plenty of gold an’ wouldn’t take 
no change. Then while his men, except Sears, was carryin’ 
out the stuff, he talked.”

“Go on. Tell me,” said Bostil.
“Wai, he’d been out north of Durango an’ fetched news. 

There’s wild talk back there of a railroad goin’ to be built 
some day, j’inin’ East an’ West. It’s interestin’, but no 
sense to it. How could they build a railroad through 
thet country?”

“First we’ll set the time,” he said with animation, “an’ 
then pitch into details. . . . What’s the date?”

No one answered and presently they all looked blankly 
from one to the other.

“It’s April, ain’t it?” queried Holley.
That assurance was as close as they could get to the 

time of year.
“Lucy!” called Bostil in a loud voice.
She came running in, anxious, almost alarmed.
“Goodness, you made us jump! What on earth is the 

matter?”
lost a chance to warn Bostil. Some of it was in fun, but 
most of it was in earnest. The nature of events was that 
sooner or later a horse would beat the King. Bostil knew 
that as well as anybody, though he would not admit it. 
Holley’s hint made Bostil look worried. Most of Bostil’s 
gray hairs might have been traced to his years of worry 
about horses.

The day he received word from the Indians he sent for 
Brackton, Williams, Muncie and Creech to come to his 
home that night. These men, with Bostil, had for years 
formed a sort of club the Ford was noted for. Creech was 
no longer a friend of Bostil’s, but Bostil had always been 
fair-minded, and now he did not allow his animosities to 
influence him. Holley, the veteran rider, made the sixth 
member of the club.

Bostil had a cedar log blazing cheerily in the wide fire­
place, for these early spring nights in the desert were cold.

Braekton was the last guest to arrive. He shuffled in 
without answering the laconic greetings accorded him, and 
his usually mild eyes seemed keen and hard.

“John, I reckon you won’t love me fer this here I’ve got ‘ 
to tell you tonight, specially,” he said seriously.

“You old robber, I couldn’t love you anyhow,” retorted 
Bostil. But his humor did not harmonize with the sudden 
gravity of his look. “ What’s up ? ”

“Who do you suppose I jest sold whisky to?”
“I’ve no idea,” replied Bostil. Yet he looked as if he 

was perfectly sure.
“Cordts! . . . Cordts, an’four of his outfit. Two 

of them I didn’t know. Bad men, judgin’ from appear­
ances, let alone company. The others was Hutchinson 
an’—Dick Sears.”

“Dick Sears!” exclaimed Bostil.
Muncie and Williams echoed Bostil. Holley appeared 

suddenly interested. Creech alone showed no surprise.
“But Sears is dead,” added Bostil.
“He was dead, we thought,” replied Brackton with a

“North it ain’t so cut up an’ lumpy as here,” put in 
Holley.

“Grandest idea ever thought of for the West,” avowed 
Bostil. “If thet railroad ever starts we’ll all get rich. . . . 
Go on. Brack.”

“Then Cordts said water an’ grass was peterin’ out 
back on the trail, same as Red Wilson said last week. 
Finally he asked: ‘How’s my friend Bostil?’

“ I told him you was well.
“He looked kind of thoughtful, then, an’ I knew what 

was cornin’: ‘How’s the King?’
“ ‘ Grand,’ I told him—‘ grand.’
“‘When is them races cornin’off?’
“I said we hadn’t planned the time yet, but it would be 

soon—inside of a month or two.”
“‘Brackton,’ he said sharplike, ‘is Bostil goin’ to pull 

a gun on me at sight? ’
“‘Reckon he is,’ I told him.
“‘Wai, I’m not powerful glad to know thet. ... I 

hear Creech’s blue boss will race the King this time. How 
about it?’

“‘Sure an’ certain this year. I’ve Creech’s an’ Bostil’s 
word for thet.’

“ Cordts put his hand on my shoulder. You ought to’ve 
seen his eyes! ‘I want to see thet race. . . . I’m 
goin’ to.’

“ ‘ Wai,’ I said, ‘you’ll have to stop bein’—you’ll need to 
change your bizness.’

“Then Bo^il, what do you think? Cordts was sort of 
eager an’ wild. He said thet was a race he jest couldn’t 
miss. He swore he wouldn’t turn a trick or let a man of his 
gang stir a hand till after thet race if you’d let him come.”

A light flitted across Bostil’s face.
“I know how Cordts feels,” he said.
“Wai, it’s a queer deal,” went on Brackton. “Fer a 

long time you’ve meant to draw on Cordts when you meet. 
We all know thet.” 

“Lucy, we want to know the date,” replied Bostil.
“ Date! Did you have to scare auntie and me out of our 

wits just for that? ”
“Who scared you? This is important, Lucy. What’s 

the date?” .
“It’s a week today since last Tuesday,” answered Lucy 

sweetly.
“Huh! Then it’s Tuesday again,” said Bostil, labori­

ously writing it down. “Now what’s the date?”
“Don’t you remember?”
“Remember? I never knew.”
“Dad! . . . Last Tuesday was my birthday—the 

day you did not give me a horse! ”
“Aw, so it was,” rejoined Bostil, confused at her 

reproach. “An’ thet date was—let’s see—April sixth. . . . 
Then this is April thirteenth. Much obliged, Lucy. Run 
back to your aunt now. This hoss talk won’t interest you.”

Lucy tossed her head. “I bet I’ll have to straighten out 
the whole thing.” Then with a laugh she disappeared.

“Three days beginnin’, say, June first. June first, 
second an’ third. How about thet for the races? ”

Everybody agreed, and Bostil laboriously wrote that 
down. Then they planned the details. Purses and prizes, 
largely donated by Bostil and Muncie, the rich members of 
the community, were recorded. The old rules were adhered 
to. Any rider or any Indian could enter any horse in any 
race, or as many horses as he liked in as many races. But 
by winning one race he excluded himself from the others. 
Bostil argued for a certain weight in riders, but the others 
voted him down. Special races were arranged for the 
Indians, with saddles, bridles, blankets and guns as prizes.

All this appeared of absorbing interest to Bostil. He 
perspired freely. There was a gleam in his eye, betraying 
excitement. When it came to arranging the details of the 
big race between the high-class racers then Jie grew intense 
and harder to deal with. Many points liad to go by vote.

Muncie and Williams both had fleet horses to enter in
grim laugh. “But he’s alive again. He told me he’d been 
in Idaho fer two years, in the gold fields. Said the work 
was too hard, so he’d come back here. Laughed when he 
said it, the little devil! I’ll bet he was thinkin’ of thet 
wagon train of mine he stole.”

Bostil gazed at his chief rider.
“Wai, I reckon we didn’t kill Sears after all,” replied 

Holley. “I wasn’t never sure.”

“Yes, I’ll kill him!” The light left Bostil’s face. His 
voice sounded differently. His mouth opened, drooped 
strangely at the corners, then shut in a grim, tense line. 
Bostil had killed more than one man. The memory, no 
doubt, was haunting and ghastly.

“Cordts seemed to think his word was guarantee of his 
good faith. He said he’d send an Indian in here to And out 
if he can come to the races. I reckon, Bostil, thet it

this race; Holley had one; Creech had two; there were sure 
to tfe several Indians enter fast mustangs; and Bostil had 
the King and four others to choose from. Bostil held 
out stubbornly for a long race. It was well known that 
Sage King was unbeatable in a long race. If there were 
any chance to beat him it must be at short distance. The 
vote went against Bostil, much to his chagrin, and the 
great race was set down for two miles.
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“But two miles! . . . Two miles!” he kept repeat­
ing. “Thet’s Blue Roan’s distance. Thet’s his distance. 
An’it ain’t fair to the King! ”

His guests, excepting Creech, argued with him,, ex- 
plained, reasoned, showed him that it was fair to all con­
cerned. Bostil finally acquiesced, but he was not happy. 
The plain fact was that he was frightened.

When the men were departing Bostil called Creech back 
into the sitting room. Creech appeared surprised, yet it 
was evident that he would have been glad to make friends 
with Bostil.

“What’ll you take for the roan?” Bostil asked tersely 
as if he had never asked that before.

“Bostil, didn’t we thresh thet out before—an’ fall out 
over it?” queried Creech with a deprecating spread of his 
hands.

“Wai, we can fall in again if you’ll sell or trade the 
boss.”

“I’m sorry, but I can’t.”
“You need money an’ bosses, don’t you?” demanded 

Bostil brutally. He had no conscience in a matter of 
horse dealing.

“Lord knows I do,” replied Creech.
“Wai, then, here’s your chance. I’ll give you five hun­

dred in gold an’ Sarchedon to boot.”
Creech looked as if he had not heard aright. Bostil 

repeated the offer.
“No,” replied Creech.
“ I’ll make it a thousand an’ throw Plume in with Sarch,” 

flashed Bostil.
“No!” Creech turned pale and swallowed hard.
“Two thousand an’ Dusty Ben along with the others!” 
This was an unheard-of price to pay for any horse. 

Creech evidently saw that Bostil was desperate. It was 
an almost overpowering temptation. Evidently Creech 
resisted it only by applying all his mind to thought of his 
clean-limbed, soft-eyed, noble horse.

Bostil did not give Creech time to 
speak.

“Twenty-fivehundred an’ Two Face 
along with the rest!”

“Bostil, stop it! I can’t part with 
Blue Roan. You’re rich an’ you’ve no 
heart. Thet I always knew. At least 
to me you never had, since I owned 
them two racers. Didn’t I beg you, a 
little time back, to lend me a few hun­
dred to meet thet debt? An’ you 
wouldn’t, unless I’d sell the bosses. 
An’I had to lose my sheep. Now I’m 
a poor man—gettin’ poorer all the 
time. But I won’t sell or trade Blue 
Roan, not for all you’ve got!”

Creech seemed to gain strength with 
his speech and passion with the 
strength. His eyes glinted at the hard, 
paling face of his rival. He raised a 
clenching fist.

“An’ I’m goin’ to win thet race!”

During that week Lucy had heard 
many things about Joel Creech, and 
some of them were disquieting.

Some rider had not only found Joel’s 
clothes on the trail but he had recog­
nized the track of the horse Lucy rode, 
and at once connacted her with the 
singular discovery. Coupling that 
with Joel’s appearance in the village in­
cased in a heaving armor of adobe, the 
riders guessed pretty close to the truth. 
For them the joke was tremendous.

It came to Lucy’s ears that Joel 
began to act and talk strangely. She 
found out that the rider Van had 
knocked Joel down in Brackton’s store 
and had kicked a gun out of his hand. 
Van laughed off the rumor and Brack­
ton gave her no satisfaction. More­
over she heard other rumors. Finally, 
when Muncie discharged Joel, who 
worked now and then, Lucy realized 
that something was wrong with Joel 
and that she was to blame for it.

She grew worried and anxious and 
sorry, but she held her peace and de­
termined to find out for herself what 
was wrong. Every day when she rode 
out into the sage she expected to meet 
him or at least see him somewhere; 
nevertheless, days went by and there 
was no sign of him.

One afternoon she saw some Indians 
driving sheep down the river road 
toward the ford and acting upon im­
pulse she turned her horse after them.

Lucy seldom went down the river 
road. Riding down and up was merely 

work, and a horse had as little liking for it as she had. 
Usually it was a hot, dusty trip and the great, dark, over­
hanging walls had a depressing effect upon her. She always 
felt awe at the gloomy canon and fear at the strange, mur­
muring red river. But she started down this afternoon in 
the hope of meeting Joel. She had a hazy idea of telling 
him she was sorry for what she had done and of asking 
him to forget it and pay no more heed to the riders.

The sheep raised a dust cloud in the sandy wash where 
the road wound down, and Lucy hung back to let them 
get farther ahead. Gradually the tiny roar of pattering 
hoofs and the blended bleating and baaing died away. 
The dust cloud, however, hung over the head of the ravine, 
and Lucy had to force Sarchedon through it.

Sarchedon did not mind sand and dust, but he surely 
hated the smell of sheep. Lucy seldom put a spur to Sarch­
edon; still she gave him a lash with her quirt, and then 
he went on obediently, if disgustedly. He carried his head 
like a horse that wondered why his mistress preferred to 
drive him down into an unpleasant hole when she might 
have been cutting the sweet, cool, sage wind up on the slope.

The wash, with its sand and clay walls, dropped into a 
gulch, and there was an end of green growths. The road 
led down over solid rock. Presently she came out upon a 
lower bench of the canon, into a great, red-walled space, 
with the river still a thousand feet below and the cliffs 
towering as high above her. The river appeared to sweep 
round a bold, bulging corner a mile above. It was a wide, 
swift, muddy, turbulent stream. A great bar of sand 
stretched out from the shore. Beyond it, through the 
mouth of an intersecting canon, could be seen a clump of 
cottonwoods and willows that marked the home of the 
Creeches.

Lucy could not see the shore nearest her as it was 
almost directly under her. Besides, in this narrow road, on 
a spirited horse, she was not inclined to watch the scenery. 

She hurried Sarchedon down and down, under the over­
hanging brows of rock, to where the rim sloped out and 
fgriled. Here was half an acre of sand, with a few scant 
willows, set down seemingly in a dent at the base of the 
giant, beetling cliffs.

Lucy rode across the bar to the shore where the Indians 
were loading the sheep into an immense, rude fiatboat. 
As the sheep were frightened the loading was no easy task. 
Their bleating could be heard above the roar of the river. 
Bostil’s boatmen, Shugrue and Somers, stood knee-deep in 
the quicksand of the bar, and their efforts to keep free­
footed were as strenuous as their handling of the sheep.

Presently the flock was all crowded on board, the 
Indians followed, and then the boatmen slid the unwieldy 
craft off the sand-bar. Then, each manning a clumsy oar, 
they pulled upstream. Along shore were whirling slow 
eddies and there rowing was possible. Out in that swift 
current it would have been folly to try to contend with 
it, let alone make progress. The method of crossing was to 
row up along the shore as far as a great cape of rock jutting 
out, and there make into the current, and while drifting 
down pull hard to reach the landing opposite. Heavily 
laden as the boat was, the chances were not wholly in favor 
of a successful crossing.

Lucy watched the slow, laborious struggle of the boatmen 
with the heavy oars until she suddenly remembered the 
object of her visit down to the ford. She appeared to be 
alone on her side of the river. At the landing opposite, 
however, were two men, and presently Lucy recognized 
Joel Creech and his father. A second glance showed 
Indians with burros, evidently waiting for the boat.

Joel Creech jumped into a skiff and shoved off. The 
elder man, judging by his motions, seemed to be trying to 
prevent his son from leaving the shore. But Joel began to 
row upstream, keeping close to the shore. Lucy watched 
him. No doubt he had seen her and was coming across.

Either the prospect of meeting him, 
or the idea of meeting him there in the 
place where she was never herself, 
made her want to turn at once and ride 
back home. But her stubborn sense 
of fairness overruled that. She would 
hold her ground solely in the hope of 
persuading Joel to be reasonable.

She saw the big flatboat sweep into 
line of sight at the same time Joel 
turnedintothecurrent. Butwhilethe 
larger craft drifted slowly the other 
way the smaller one came swiftly down 
and across. Joel swept out of the cur­
rent into the eddy, rowed across that, 
and slid the skiff up on the sandbar. 
Then he stepped out. He was bare­
headed and barefooted, but it was not 
for that fact he seemed like a stranger 
to Lucy.

“Are you lookin’ fer me?” he 
shouted.

Lucy waved for him to come up.
Then he approached. He was a tall, 

lean young man, stoop-shouldered and 
bow-legged from much riding, with 
sallow, freckled face, a thin fuzz of 
beard, weak mouth and chin, and eyes 
remarkable for their small size and 
piercing quality and different colors— 
for one was gray and the other was 
hazel. There was no scar on his face, 
but the irregularity of his features re­
minded one who knew that he once 
had been kicked in the face by a horse.

Creech came up hurriedly, in an 
eager wild way that made Lucy sud­
denly pity him. He did not seem to 
remember that the stallion had an an­
tipathy for him. But Lucy, if she had 
forgotten, would have been reminded 
by Sarchedon’s action.

“Look out, Joel!” she called, and 
she gave theblack’shead a jerk. Sarch­
edon went up with a snort and came 
down pounding the sand. Quick as an 
Indian Lucy was out of the saddle.

“Lemme your quirt,” said Joel, 
showing his teeth like a wolf.

“No. I wouldn’t let you hit Sarch. 
You beat him once and he’s never for­
gotten,” replied Lucy.

The horse and the man eyed each 
other squarely and there was similarity 
in their attitudes. Then Lucy dropped 
the bridle, and drew Joel over to a 
huge driftlog, half buried in the sand. 
Here she sat down, but Joel remained 
standing. His gaze was now all the 
stranger for its wistfulness. Lucy was 
quick to catch a difference in him, but 
she could not tell wherein it lay."I Swore I’d Lay fer You —an’ Steal Your Clothes —So You’d Have to Run Home Naked”
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Yes, I’ll Kill Him!” 
The Light Left Bostil’s 
Face. He Had Killed 
More Than One Man

“What’d you want?” asked Joel. '
“I’ve heard a lot of things, Joel,” replied Lucy, 

trying to think of just what she wanted to say.
“ Reckon you have,” said Joel dejectedly, and 

then he sat down on the log and dug holes in the 
sand with his bare feet. Lucy had never before 
seen him look tired, and it seemed that some of 
the healthy brown of his cheeks had thinned out.

Then Lucy told him guardedly a few of the 
rumors she had heard.

“All thet you say is nothin’ to what hap­
pened,” he replied bitterly. “ Them riders mocked 
the life an’ soul out of me.”

“But, Joel, you shouldn’t be so—so touchy,” 
said Lucy earnestly. “After all the joke was on 
you. Why didn’t you take it like a man?”

“But they knew you stole my clothes,” he pro­
tested.

“Suppose they did. That wasn’t much to care 
about. If you hadn’t taken it so hard they’d have 
let up on you.”

“Mebbe I might have stood that. But they 
taunted me with bein’—loony about you.”

Joel spoke huskily. There was no doubt that 
he had been deeply hurt. Lucy saw tears in his 
eyes and her first impulse was to put a hand on 
his and tell him how sorry she was. But she de­
sisted. She did not feel at her ease with Joel.

“What’d you and Van fight about?” she asked 
presently.

Joel hung his head.
“I reckon I ain’t a-goin’ to tell you.”
“You’re ashamed of it?”
Joel’s silence answered that.
“You said something about me?” Lucy could

sist her curiosity, back of which was a little heat. “It must 
have been—bad—else Van wouldn’t have struck you.”

clothes. . If you’d only had sense enough to stay 
out till after dark! But no use crying over spilt milk. 
Now if you’ll do your share I’ll do mine. I’ll tell the boys 
I was to blame. I’ll persuade them to let you alone. I’ll 
go to Muncie----- ”

“No, you won’t go cryin’ small fer me!” blurted out 
Joel.

Lucy was surprised to see pride in him.
“Joel, I’ll not make it appear----- ”
“You’ll not say one word about me to anyone,” he went 

on, with the blood beginning to darken his face. And now 
he faced her. How strange the blaze in his dif­
ferently colored eyes!

“Lucy Bostil, there’s been thet done an’ said 
to me which I’ll never forgive. I’m no good in 
Bostil’s Ford. Mebbe I never was much. But I 
could get a job when I wanted it an’ credit when 
I needed it. Now I can’t get nothin’. I’m no 
good! . . . I’m no good! An’it’s your fault!” 

“Oh, Joel, what can I do?” cried Lucy.
“I reckon there’s only one way you can square 

me,” he replied, suddenly growing pale. But his 
eyes were like flint. He certainly looked to be in 
possession of all his wits.

' “How?” queried Lucy sharply.
“You can marry me. Thet’ll show thet gang! 

An’ it’ll square me. Then I’ll go back to work an’ 
I’ll stick. Thet’s all, Lucy Bostil.”

Manifestly he was laboring under strong, sup­
pressed agitation. That moment was the last of 
real strength ever shown by Joel Creech.

“But, Joel, I can’t marry you—even if I am 
to blame for your ruin,” said Lucy simply.

“Why?”
Because I don’t love you.”
I reckon thet won’t make any difference if you don’t 

love someone else.”

not re-

“He hit me; he knocked me flat,” passionately said 
Joel.

“And you drew a gun on him?”
“ I did, an’ like a fool I didn’t wait till I got up. Then he 

kicked me! . . . Bostil’s Ford will never be big enough 
fer me an’ Van now.”

“ Don’t talk foolish. You won’t fight with Van. . . . 
Joel, maybe you deserved what you got. You say some- 
some rude things.”

“I only said I’d pay you back,” burst out Joel.
“How?”
“I swore I’d lay fer you—an’ steal your clothes—so 

you’d have to run home naked.”

There was indeed something lacking in Joel, but it was 
not sincerity. His hurt had rankled deep and his voice 
trembled with indignation.

“But, Joel, I don’t go swimming in spring holes,” pro­
tested Lucy, divided between amusement and annoyance.

“ I meant it, anyhow,” said Joel doggedly.
“Is that all you said to provoke Van?”
“It’s all, Lucy, I swear!”
She believed him, and saw the unfortunate circumstance 

more than ever her fault.
“I’m sorry, Joel. I’m much to blame. I shouldn’t 

have lost my temper and played that trick with your

Lucy gazed at him in blank astonishment. He began to 
shake and the look in his eyes grew wild. She got up off 
the log.

“Do you love anybody else?” he asked passionately.
“None of your business!” retorted Lucy. Then, at a 

strange darkening of his face, an aspect unfamiliar to her, 
she grew suddenly frightened.

“ It’s Van! ” he said thickly.
“Joel, you’re a fool!”
That only infuriated him.
“So they all say. An’ they got my old man believin’ it 

too. Mebbe I am. . . . But I’m a-goin’to kill Van!”
(Continued on Page 872)

THE TRACTOR—By Barton W Currie
Size Problem: Will the Tractor Fit the Farm or the Farm Fit the Tractor?

G
oing it blindfolded! That is the situation with the
■ majority of farmers who are picking tractors today.
It is not the fault of the tractor makers any more 

than it is the fault of the farmers. You may standardize 
the quality of your tractor to a superfine degree, but how 
about the standardization of the purchaser’s ingenuity, 
skill, versatility, good or bad fortune in production?

You hear many sound arguments against the economic 
success of the small tractor, but you hear none to contro­
vert the fact that the small tractor has come as an incal­
culable boon to the industry. The popular-priced tractor 
has in the short span of two years provided resources for 
the tractor industry that could not have been obtained in a 
score of years had it not been developed. The pony tractor 
has created cash-sale possibilities that could not have been 
contrived by any other means, and without cash-sale 
possibilities the tractor industry would have labored along 
under the same dead weight that has hampered the mod­
ernization of the implement industry.

From the manufacturer’s standpoint, volume of produc­
tion was the great stumbling-block. A concern that could 
not hope to make more than a few hundred tractors a year 
had little hope of cutting down manufacturers’ costs. A 
manufacturer compelled to make all his own parts and 
castings could develop only a special narrow market for a 
quality product at a quality price.

If a group of manufacturers had got together and stand­
ardized certain parts and agreed to take the output of 
some parts-manufacturer, a definite economy could have 
been accomplished.

But the spirit of competition was most decidedly not 
headed that way. Each separate maker seemed to desire 
as many selling arguments in favor of his tractor as there 
were parts. He wanted to be able to say that he had a 
better make of motor than the other fellow, a better car­
buretor, better ignition, better transmission, better cooling 
and lubricating systems, a better contrivance of bull 

wheels or caterpillar sleeves for pulling and balancing the 
load, better belt-drive connections.

I heard it said that one manufacturer had boasted: 
“There are 22,000 pieces in my tractor and practically all 
of them are different from the pieces in any other tractor— 
and better.” Heaven help the owner who needed a few 
nuts and bolts of this tractor in a hurry!

When you get down to fundamentals, this sort of thing 
has occurred in the history of every mechanical develop­
ment. The design is crudely direct and simple at the 
start—crudely inefficient too. Then the refining process 
begins and is attended by a mania for complexities. The 
next step is to eliminate the complexities and gradually 
approach a refined simplicity. Throughout every step the 
ratio of efficiency is being increased and the road to stand­
ardization is being smoothed down.

Thanks to the small tractor the industry has already 
approached such standardization that it is possible for 
thirty-two makers to use one type of motor—that is, a 
type of motor made by one manufacturer. Sizes and 
adjustments are adapted to fit the special needs of different 
tractors. The same tendency will be followed in the cases 
of carburetors, magnetos, radiators, gears, transmissions, 
differentials, and so on. The development of the automo­
bile has not only made this possible but has really forced 
it upon the tractor Industry as the only economic method 
of cutting the cost of production.

Automobile engineers have really done a great deal for 
tractor manufacturers by refining the essential parts of 
tractor mechanism. Both industries are striving now toward 
the perfection of a system of coal-oil carburation. While 
some oil-burning tractors are advertised as equal in effi­
ciency to any rival gasoline burners, they have yet a long 
way to go to prove that the combustion efficiency of kero­
sene equals the combustion efficiency of gasoline. Nor, as 
a matter of fact, will they ever succeed in raising the B. T. U. 
ratio of kerosene to the B. T. U. ratio of gasoline. What 
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they rhay do and what they are striving toward is to 
develop a combustion mechanism that will give kerosene 
the same fuel dependability as gasoline. If they accomplish 
this they will achieve great economy.

As a general thing, farmers in this country have been 
learning a good deal more about the four-cylinder high­
speed type of motor in the past few years than they have 
about one and two cylinder oil-burning tractor motors. 
Manufacturers who jumped into the tractor game over­
night felt that they could supply the popular demand by 
simply grabbing a four-cylinder automobile motor, com­
mon types of automobile carburetors and magnetos and 
slapping them into any old sort of tractor frame. They 
suffered from the obsession that if a tractor ran and devel­
oped a definite amount of power, that was all that was nec­
essary. They didn’t even bother to hitch on a plow and see 
if the thing would buck or not.

In the days of the 50,000-pound leviathan tractors no 
one bothered about bucking propensities. The chief thing 
was to get it started and keep it going. When they got 
down to the 4000 and 5000 pound tractors it was not so 
much a case of spinning the flywheel and keeping the 
motor warmed up to its job as of keeping the “feather­
weight” from imitating an aeroplane after the plows had 
bitten into the sod. Nice adjustments and balances of 
weight were required. The plow hitch became essentially 
important, to avoid side-draft and to get the highest effi­
ciency of pull.

A great many of these little fellows were underpowered, 
even for their weight, at the start. Some of them still are. 
Th# great need for surplus power was not fully understood. 
How could it have been otherwise when the rush products 
that were flung on the market had had practically no 
testing out?

Early in the past winter I was talking to a manufac­
turer who has been making a medium-sized tractor adver­
tised to develop twelve horse power on the drawbar—really
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A Postal Brings You This 
Free Book of 

“Vermont Farms”
There are cheap farm lands and wonderful op­

portunities in Vermont for general farming, dairy­
ing. apple culture, maple products, etc. This free 
book tells facts that will surprise and delight you. 
Send for it today.

If you want to try a real delicacy, 
ask us also for list of maple syrup 
and sugar producers. Quality stand­
ardized by act of legislature.

GUY W. BAILEY. Sec. of State
Box F, Publicity Bureau, Essex Junction, Vt.

|$25O«’’ 
EASY I

JERMSv

Little Farms in the 
beautiful Shenan­
doah Valley of Virginia, 10 
and 20 acre tracts suitable for 
poultry, fruit, vegetables, and 
small general farming. $50

per acre buys one of these little farms on 
long time and easy payments. Write for 
list of large and small farms, copy of our 
magazine and other information telling 
all about it.

Let us tell you about the new era of 
prosperity, good roads, schools,churches, 
markets and transportation facilities 
that has come to Virginia and North 
Carolina. Write to me now.

FARMS IN 
VIRGINIA

F. H. LaBAUME,
AGRL. AND INDSL. AGENT, 

NORFOLK & WESTERN RAILWAY, 
204 N. & w. BLDG. ROANOKE, VA.

In the Berkshire Hills
situated on a high elevation adjoining Great Barrington, 
near Lenox and Stockbridge, overlooking an extensive 
panorama of the surrounding country, is offered for the 
season. Music Room with iEolian organ. Extensive 
formal gardens and hothouses. Estate beautifully wooded. 
Four miles of drives and many miles of bridle paths. 
Garage for four cars, machine shop, chauffeur’s quarters. 
Tennis court. Large stables, saddle horses. Convenient 
to Wyantenuck Country Club with golf links, tennis, 
swimming pool. For further particulars apply to O. C. 
Bidwell, Great Barrington, Mass., or Ward Pearson, 
115 Broadway, New York.

1,000 ACRE MARYLAND
DAIRY FARM ON THE WATER

High state of cultivation. 3}^ hours from New York 
City. Trunk Line Railroad. Two stations on property. 
Fine manor house, all modem improvements. Stables, 
barns, barracks, sheep-houses, hog-houses, etc., etc. 400 
acres of blue-grass pasture. Campbell Carrington, 40 
Exchange Place, New York City.

■ ■ a 1-^ 'll IN SUNNY SOUTHERNI ’A M JERSEY. SEND for NEW
I^AAfVIVI.HANDSOMELY ILLUS- 

**>*’*»«' TRATED FARM CATA- 
B LOGUE. Ask for details 30 ACRE FARM, 
• 1000 Fruit Trees, Poultry Equipment, 9-room

house, beautiful shade. PRICE ONLY $2200; $800 
CASH. A BARGAIN. BRAY & MACGEORGE, 1077 
DREXEL BLDG., PHILA., PA., or VINELAND, N. J.

VIRGINIA
A FINE James River Plantation in the heart of the 
historic section. 500acres highly improved land: 100 acres 
in blue grass; 200 acres rich bottom land; Colonial resi­
dence, numerous outbuildings; all livestock, farm imple­
mentsandforage included in price. Easyterms;mustbe sold 
at once. Apply to Anton H. Thiermann, Richmond, Va.

rClR QAI P AN IDEAL COUNTRY PLACE 
* g 34/100 acres, large house, barn,
ice house, hennery, sanitary drainage, electric lights and 
an abundance of pure water; beautifully situated on the 
west shore of Skaneateles Lake, the gem of the lakes of 
Western New York.

For further information apply to The Syracuse Trust 
Company, Syracuse, N. Y.

“Acres of Opportunities”
An illustrated booklet FREE. Michigan has hundreds of 
thousands of acres of virgin land. $5.00 an acre up. 
Healthful climate. Growing season for all crops. Ample 
rainfall. Write W. P. Hartman, A. & I. Agent, Room 319, 
Grand Rapids & Indiana Railway, Grand Rapids, Mich.

Big Fertile Farms
Poultry, truck and fruit places, country homes, etc.— 

name State or States that interest you; send requirements; 
receive information and free illustrated catalogues describ­
ing real farm bargains. REALTY SERVICE COMPANY, lac., 
Dept 126, 32 Broadway, New York; Land Title Bldg., Philadelphia.

T N UNSPOILED COUNTRY TOWN, heart of West- 
X era Mass, hills, old estate, 225 acres; magnificent views, wood­
lands, fields, orchards. Half million timber. Good buildings, water, 
auto roads, telephone, R. F. D. Depot, trolley, market 4 miles. 
Now profitable dairy farm; would make beautiful country residence. 
For quick sale at $5000, or with stock and tools $6200.

E. Blattner, R. F. D., Huntington. Mass.

FERTILE 400 ACRE FARM
Fredericksburg. 2(K) acres in high state of cultivation. 
Dwelling; barns; fenced. Only $35 an acre.
Richmond-Washington Farm Agency, Inc., Fredericksburg. Va.

Virginia Farms and Homes
FREE CATALOGUE OF SPLENDID BARGAINS.

R. B. CHAFFIN & CO., Inc., Richmond,Va.

MARYLAND FARMS and ESTATES 
Beautiful fertile inland and waterfronts. Mild climate. 
Best markets. Best social conditions. Send for catalogue.

Eaughy, Hearn & Company, Baltimore, Maryland

FARMS FOR SALE
Fertile and beautiful farm lands, water fronts and timber 
land on the Eastern Shore of Maryland.
SAMUEL P. WOODCOCK, Salisbury, Maryland

Favmc Eastern States. 360
•T dl lIlO BARGAINS in our new catalogue, 
“MONEY-MAKING FARMS.” free. E. A. Strout 
Farm Agency, Dept. 2791,47 W. 34th St., New York

WILD FIR
“No! No! Joel, what are you saying? 

I don’t love Van. I don’t care any more 
for him than for any other rider—or—or 
you.”

“Thet’s a lie, Lucy Bostil!”
“How dare you say I lie?” demanded 

Lucy. “I’ve a mind to turn my back on 
you. I’m trying to make up for my blunder 
and you—you insult me!”

“ Your sweet talk isn’t enough. You made 
me no good. Will you marry me? ”

“I will not!”
Lucy, with her blood up, could not keep 

contempt out of voice and look, and she 
did not care. That was the first time 
she had ever shown anything approaching 
ridicule for Joel. The effect was remark­
able. Like a lash upon a raw wound it 
made him writhe, but that was not what 
struck Lucy so significantly as a sudden 
breaking in his face and a wildness of 
rolling eyes. Then she did turn her back, 
not from contempt, but to hurry away 
from him.

He leaped after her and grasped her with 
rude hands.

“Let me go!” cried Lucy, standing per­
fectly motionless. The hard clutch of his 
fingers roused a fierce, hot anger in her,

Joel did not heed her command. He was 
forcing her back. He talked incoherently. 
One glimpse of his face added terror to 
Lucy’s fury.

“Joel, you’re out of your head!” she 
cried, and she began to wrench and writhe 
out of his grasp. Then ensued a short, 
sharp struggle. Joel could not hold Lucy. 
But he tore her blouse into shreds. It 
seemed to Lucy that he did that savagely. 
She broke free from him and he lunged at 
her again. With all her strength she lashed 
his face with the heavy leather quirt. That 
staggered him. He almost fell.

Lucy bounded to Sarchedon. In a flash 
she was up in the saddle. Joel was running 
toward her. Blood on his face! Blood on 
his hands! He was not the Joel Creech 
she knew.

“Stop!” cried Lucy fiercely. “I’ll run 
you down!”

The big black plunged at a touch of 
spur, and he came down quivering, ready 
to bolt.

Creech swerved to one side. His face 
was livid white except where the bloody 
welts crossed it. His jaw seemed to flop, 
making speech difficult,

“ Jest fer—thet----- ” he panted hoarsely,
“I’ll lay fer you—an’ I’ll strip you—an’ 
I’ll tie you on a boss—an’ I’ll drive you 
naked through Bostil’s Ford!”

Lucy saw the utter futility of all her 
good intentions. Something had snapped 
in Joel Creech’s mind. And in hers kind­
ness had given precedence to a fury she did 
not know was in her. For the second time 
she touched a spur to Sarchedon. He 
leaped out, flashed past Creech and thun­
dered up the road. It was all Lucy could 
do to break his gait at the first steep rise.

IV

T
hree wlld-horse hunters made camp 
one night beside a little stream in the 
Sevier Valley, five hundred miles, as a crow 
flies, from Bostil’s Ford.

These hunters had a poor outfit, of 
course, excepting their horses. They were 
young men, rangy in build, lean and hard 
from life in the saddle, bronzed like Indians, 
still-faced and keen-eyed. Two of them 
appeared to be tired out, and lagged at the 
camp-fire duties.

The shades of night fell swiftly, and it 
was dark by the time the hunters finished 
their meal. Then the camp fire had burned 
low. One of the three dragged branches 
of dead cedars, and replenished the fire.

“ I reckon a pipe would help me make up 
my mind,” said one of the two tired hunters.

“Wai, Bill,” replied the other dryly, 
“your mind’s made up, else you’d not say 
smoke.”

“Why?”
“Because there ain’t but three pipefuls 

of thet precious tobacco left.”
“Thet’s one apiece, then. . , . Lin, 

come an’ smoke the last pipe with us.”
The tallest of the three, he who had 

brought the firewood, stood in the bright 
light of the blaze. He looked the born 
rider—light, lithe, powerful.

“Sure, I’ll smoke,” he replied.
Then presently he accepted the pipe ten­

dered him and, sitting down beside the

(Continued from Page 830}

fire, composed himself to the enjoyment 
which his companions evidently considered 
worthy of a decision they had reached.

“So this smokin’ means you both want to 
turn back?” queried Lin, his sharp gaze 
glancing darkly bright in the glow of the 
fire.

“Yep, we’ll turn back. An’, Lordy, the 
relief I feel! ” replied one.

“We’ve been long cornin’ to it, Lin, an’ 
thet was for your sake,” replied the other.

Lin slowly pulled at his pipe, and blew out 
the smoke as if reluctant to part with it.

“Let’s go on,” he said quietly.
“No. I’ve had all I want of chasin’ 

thet damn wild stallion,” returned Bill 
shortly.

The other spread wide his hands and 
bent an expostulating look upon the one 
called Lin.

“We’re two hundred miles out,” he said. 
“There’s only a little flour left in the bag. 
No coffee! Only a little salt! All the 
bosses, except your big Nagger, are played 
out. We’re already in strange country. 
An’ you know what we’ve heerd of this an’ 
all to the south. It’s all canons, an’ some- 
wheres down there is thet awful canon none 
of our people ever seen. But we’ve heerd 
of it. An awful cut-up country.”

He finished with a conviction that no one 
could say a word against the common sense 
of his argument. Lin was silent, as if im­
pressed.

Bill raised a strong, lean brown hand in a 
forcible gesture.

“We can’t ketch Wildfire!”
That seemed to him evidently a more 

convincing argument than his comrade’s.
“Bill is sure right if I’m wrong, which 

I ain’t,” went on the other. “Lin, we’ve 
trailed thet wild stallion for six weeks. 
Thet’s the longest chase he ever had. He’s 
left his old range. He’s cut out his band 
an’ left them, one by one. We’ve tried every 
trick we know on him. An’ he’s too smart 
for us. There’s a boss! Why, Lin, we’re 
all but gone to the dogs chasin’ Wildfire. 
An’ now I’m done, an’ I’m glad of it.”
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There was another short silence, which 
presently Bill broke.

“Lin, it makes me sick to quit. I ain’t 
denyin’ thet for a long time I’ve had my 
hopes of ketchin’ Wildfire. He’s the grand­
est boss I ever laid eyes on. I reckon no 
man, onless he was an Arab, ever seen as 
good a one. But, now, thet’s neither here 
nor there. . . , We’ve got to hit the 
back trail.”

“Boys, I reckon I’ll stick to Wildfire’s 
tracks,” said Lin in the same quiet tone.

Bill swore at him, and the other hunter 
grew excited and concerned.

“Lin Slone, are you gone plumb crazy 
over thet red boss?”

“I—reckon,” replied Slone.
The working of his throat, as he swal­

lowed, could be plainly seen by his compan­
ions. Bill looked at his ally as if to confirm 
some sudden understanding between them.

For them the situation subtly changed. 
For weeks they had been three wild-horse 
wranglers on a hard chase after a valuable 
stallion. They had failed to get even close 
to him. They had gone to the limit of their 
endurance and of the outfit, and it was time 
to turn back. But Slone had conceived 
that strange and rare longing for a horse— 
a passion understood, if not shared, by all 
riders. And they knew that he would catch 
Wildfire or die in the attempt.

“I tell you, Lin,” said Bill, “your boss 
Nagger’s as good as when we started.”

“Aw, he’s better,” vouchsafed the other 
rider. “ Nagger needed to lose some weight. 
Lin, have you got an extra set of shoes for 
him?”

“No full set. Only three left,” replied 
Lin soberly.

“Wai, thet’s enough. You can keep 
Nagger shod. An’ mebbe thet red stallion 
will get sore feet an’ go lame. Then you’d 
stand a chance.”

“But Wildfire keeps travelin’ the val­
leys—the soft ground,” said Slone.

“No matter. He’s leavin’ the country, 
an’ he’s bound to strike sandstone sooner or 
later. Then, by gosh, mebbe he’ll wear off 
them hoofs.”

“ Say, can’t he ring bells offen the rocks? ” 
exclaimed Bill. “ Oh, what a boss! ”

“Boys, do you think he’s leavin’ the 
country? ” inquired Slone anxiously.

“ Sure he is,” replied Bill. “ He ain’t the 
first stallion I’ve chased off the Sevier 
Range. An’ I know. It’s a stallion thet 
makes for new country when you push him 
hard.”

“Yep, Lin, he’s sure leavin’,” added the 
other comrade. “Why, he’s traveled a bee­
line for days! I’ll bet he’s seen us many a 
time. Wildfire’s about as smart as any 
man. He was born wild an’ his dam was 
born wild. An’ there you have it. The 
wildest of all wild creatures—a wild stal­
lion with the intelligence of a man! A 
grand boss, Lin, but one thet’ll be hell if 
you ever ketch him. He has killed stallions 
all over the Sevier Range. A wild stallion 
thet’s a killer! I never liked him for thet. 
Could he be broke?”

“I’ll break him,” said Lin Slone grimly. 
“It’s gettin’ him thet’s the job. I’ve got 
patience to break a boss. But patience 
can’t catch a streak of lightnin’.”

“Nope, you’re right,” replied Bill. “If 
you have some luck you’ll get him—mebbe. 
If he wears out his feet, or it you crowd him 
into a narrow canon, or run him into a bad 
place where he can’t get by you. Thet 
might happen. An’ then, with Nagger, you 
stand a chance. Did you ever tire thet 
boss? ”

“Notyet. He could run hard fifty miles— 
mebbe more.”

“Lin, if Wildfire gives you the slip he’ll 
have to fly. You’ve got the best eyes for 
tracks of any wrangler in Utah.”

Slone accepted the compliment with a 
fleeting, doubtful smile on his dark face. 
He did not reply, and no more was said by 
his comrades. They rolled with backs to 
the fire. Slone put on more wood, for the 
keen wind was cold and cutting; and then 
he lay down with a goatskin under him and 
a saddle blanket over him.

All three were soon asleep. The wind 
whipped the sand and ashes and smoke 
over the sleepers. Coyotes barked from 
near in the darkness, and from the valley 
ridge came a faint mourn of a hunting wolf. 
The desert night grew darker and colder.

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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