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into the spring pasture season, when the hogs are again 
given access to the rye pasture and fattened for market.

“This furnishes a desirable system of management, 
which may be instituted on the farms of this section with­
out the expense and trouble of applying limestoneSn order 
to be able to grow clover. While the final plan should 
include the application of limestone or marl and the suc­
cessful growing of clover, the system outlined offers a 
shorter cut to a successful farm organization, with hogs as 
one of the main enterprises, and an abundance of profit­
able work for the winter season.

“In this connection, a slightly modified form of the 
system of farming described in Farmers’ Bulletin No. 614 
will have special application. The best plan for a general 
hog farm in the sandy land section, after clover can be 
grown, is to follow closely a five or six year rotation.

“The five-year rotation runs as follows: First year, 
corn, rye and vetch being sown in the corn about August 
first, and the corn crop hogged down when ripe; sec­
ond year, soy beans or cowpeas, for seed and winter feed 
for hogs; third year, corn, the crop cut and rye sown in the 
fall; fourth year, rye, hog pastured in the fall and spring, 
and hogged off when the grain is ripe, clover being sown on 

the rye in early spring; fifth year, clover and timothy, hog 
pastured and some hay cut.

“With this rotation started and all the crops running in 
their regular order, two litters of pigs may be raised each 
year, as is ordinarily done. The necessary pasturage is fur­
nished during the early spring, until May first to tenth, by 
the rye crop. From May first to July fifteenth the clover 
and timothy is pastured. July fifteenth the feeding of corn 
is discontinued and the hogs are all turned on the rye.

“In six weeks, six one-hundred-pound hogs will clean up 
an acre of rye yielding seventeen bushels of grain.

“Timed in this manner the rye crop will have been 
gathered by about September first, when a part of the soy­
bean field may be hogged off profitably, provided old corn 
is fed along with the beans. Later a part of the first-year 
c6rn, or all of it, may be hogged off.

“An early variety of soy beans, sown instead of rye and 
vetch in the corn at the last cultivation, will generally 
ripen with the corn and may be gathered by the hogs also. 
This plan keeps the hogs actually doing the equivalent of 
man labor from early spring to late fall.

“The practice of hogging down rye cannot be used to its 
fullest advantage until after the farm will produce clover. 

Without clover the difficulties are too great in getting the 
hogs over the period from May first to July eighteenth.”

Though the sandy land section dealt with is not a natural 
alfalfa region, this crop can be grown successfully if one is 
willing to proceed carefully and devote the necessary labor 
and money to the undertaking. From three to five tons to 
the acre of limestone or marl is necessary. August first has 
proved the most satisfactory time for sowing the seed, 
which should always be inoculated, either with soil from a 
sweet-clover field or an old alfalfa field where nodules are 
known to be present, or by artificial cultures.

Once having brought the farm to the point where 
sufficient crops can be grown to take care of constantly 
increasing numbers of livestock, the owner of such a farm 
will know better than anyone else what the final cropping 
system should be. This work, conducted by the Depart­
ment, shows a practical way out of an unprofitable sandy 
land farm in the sections described: First by the growing 
of cowpeas attd soy beans for cash crops and soil improve­
ment, and then putting this improved soil to work growing 
a diversity of crops for livestock, which in turn continue 
the work of improving the soil and at the same time harvest 
the crops and convert them into salable meats.

WILDFIRE By ZANE GREY
Author of “Riders of the Purple Safe,” “The Lone Star Ranger,” etc., etc.

swim the bosses

A Line of Indians 
Extended Along the Race 
Course, Where Trial Races 
Were Being Held
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“I was advisin’ dad to 
over,” declared Joel deliberately.

“A-huh! You was? . . . An’ why?” 
rejoined Bostil. Joel’s simplicity and frank­
ness vanished, and with them his rationality.
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ALL during May there was 

ZA an idea, dark and sinister 
and growing, upon Bostil’s 

mind. Fiercely at first he had 
rejected it as utterly unworthy 
of the man he was. But it re­
turned. It would not be denied.

It was fostered by singular and 
unforeseen circumstances. The 
meetings with Creech, the 
strange sneaking actions of 
young Joel Creech, and especially 
the gossip of riders about the 
improvement in Creech’s swift 
horse—these things appeared to 
loom larger and larger, and to 
augment in Bostil’s mind that monstrous idea which he 
could not shake. So he became broody and gloomy.

It appeared to be an indication of his intense preoccu­
pation of mind that he seemed not aware of Lucy’s long 
trips down into the sage. But Bostil had observed these 
long before Holley and other riders had approached him 
with the information.

“Let her alone,” he growled to his men. “I gave her 
orders to train the King. An’ after Van got well mebbe 
Lucy just had a habit of ridin’ down there. She can take 
care of herself.”

To himself when alone Bostil muttered: “Wonder 
what the kid has looked up now? Some mischief. I’ll bet! ” 

Nevertheless, he did not speak to her on the subject. 
Deep in his heart he knew he feared his keen-eyed daugh­
ter, and during these days he was glad she was not in 
evidence at the hours when he could not very well keep 
entirely to himself. Bostil was afraid Lucy might divine 
what he had on his mind. There was no one else he cared 
for. Holley, that old hawk-eyed rider, might see through 
him, but Bostil knew Holley would be loyal, whatever 
he saw.

Toward the end of the month, when Somers returned 
from horse hunting, Bostil put him and Shugrue to work 
on the big flatboat down at the crossing. Bostil himself 
went down, and he walked—a fact apt to be considered 
unusual if it had been noticed.

“Put in new planks,” was his order to the men. “An’ 
pour hot tar in the cracks. Then when the tar dries shove 
her in. I’ll tell you when.”

Every morning young Creech rowed over to see if the 
boat was ready to make the trip across to bring his father’s 
horses back. The third morning of work on the boat 
Bostil met Joel down there. Joel seemed eager to speak to 
Bostil. He certainly was a wild-looking youth.

“Bostil, my ole man is Iosin’ sleep waitin’ to git the 
bosses over,” he said frankly. “Feed’s almost gone.”

“That’ll be all right, Joel,” replied Bostil. “You see the 
river ain’t begun to raise yet. . . . How’re the bosses 
cornin’on?”

“Grand, sir—grand!” exclaimed the simple Joel. “Peg 
is runnin’ faster than last year, but Blue Roan is leavin’ 
her a mile. Dad’s goin’ to bet all he has. The roan can’t 
lose this year.”

Bostil felt like a bull bayed by a hound. Blue Roan was 
a young horse, and every season he had grown bigger and 
faster. The King had reached the limit of his speed. That 
was great, Bostil knew, and enough to win over any horse 
in the uplands, provided the luck of the race fell even. 
Luck, however, was a fickle thing.

He looked queer. His contrasting eyes shot little malignant 
gleams. He muttered incoherently and moved back toward 
the skiff, making violent gestures, and his muttering grew 
to shouting, though still incoherent. He got in the boat 
and started to row back over the river.

“Sure he’s got a screw loose,” observed Somers.
Shugrue tapped his grizzled head significantly.
Bostil made no comment. He strode away from his 

men, down to the river shore, and finding a seat on a stone 
he studied the slow, eddying, red current of the river, and he 
listened. If any man knew the strange and remorseless 
Colorado that man was Bostil. He never made any mis­
takes in anticipating what the river was going to do.

And now he listened as if, indeed, the sullen, low roar, the 
murmuring, hollow gurgle, the sudden, strange splash, were 
spoken words meant for his ears alone. The river was low. 
It seemed tired out. It was a dirty red in color, and it 
swirled and flowed along lingeringly. At times the current 
was almost imperceptible; then again it moved at vary­
ing speed. It seemed a petulant, waiting, yet inevitable 
stream, remorseless with some certainty. It had a thou­
sand voices, but not the one Bostil listened to hear.

He plodded gloomily up the trail, resting in the quiet, 
dark places of the canon, loath to climb out into the clear 
light of day. And once in the village, Bostil shook himself 
as if to cast off an evil, ever-present, pressing spell.

The races were now only a few days off. Piutes and 
Navajos were camped out in the sage, and hourly the 
number grew with added squads. They were building 
cedar sunshades. Columns of blue smoke curled up here 
and there. And a line of Indians extended along the race 
course, where trial races were being held.

The village was full of riders, horse traders and hunters, 
and ranchers. Work on the ranges had practically stopped 
for the time being, and in another day or so every inhab­
itant of the country would be in Bostil’s Ford.
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Bostil walked into the village 
grimly conscious that the pres­
ence of the Indians and riders 
and horses, the near approach of 
the great race day—things that 
in former years had been the 
keen delight and speculation to 
him — had somehow lost their 
tang. He had changed. Some­
thing was wrong in him.

But he must go among these 
visitors and welcome them as of 
old; he who had always been the 
life of these racing days must be 
outwardly the same. The task 
was all the harder because of the 
pleasure old friends among the 
Indians and the riders evinced 
at meeting him. Bostil knew he 
had been a cunning horse trader, 
but he had likewise been a good 
friend. Many were the riders 
and Indians who owed much to 
him. So everywhere he was 
hailed and besieged, until Anally 
the old excitement of betting and 
bantering took hold of him, and 
he forgot his brooding.

Brackton’s place, as always, 
was headquarters for all visitors.

Macomber had just come in, full of enthusiasm and pride 
over the horse he had entered, and he had money to wager. 
Two Navajo chiefs, called by white men Old Horse and 
Silver, were there for the first time in years. They were 
ready to gamble horse against horse. Cal Blinn and his 
riders of Durango had arrived; likewise Colson, Sticks and 
Burthwait, old friends and rivals of Bostil’s.

For a while Brackton’s was merry. There was some 
drinking and much betting. It was characteristic of Bostil 
that he would give any odds asked on the King in a race; 
furthermore, he would take any end of wagers on other 
horses. As far as his own horses were concerned he bet 
shrewdly, but in races where his horses did not figure he 
seemed to have fun in the betting, whether or not he won.

The fact stood, however, that there were only two wagers 
against the King and both were put up by Indians. 
Macomber was betting on second or third place for his 
horse in the big race. No odds of Bostil’s tempted him.

“Say, where’s Wetherby?” rolled out Bostil. “He’ll 
back his boss.”

“ Wetherby’s ridin’ over tomorrow,” replied Macomber. 
“But you gotta bet him two to one.”

“See hyar, Bostil,” spoke up old Cal Blinn, “you jest 
wait till I git an eye on the King’s runnin’. Mebbe I’ll go 
you even money.”

“An’ as fer me, Bostil,” said Colson, “I ain’t set up yit 
which hoss I’ll race.”

Burthwait, an old rider, came forward to Brackton’s 
desk and entered a wager against the field that made all 
the men gasp.

“By George, pard, you ain’t a-limpin’ along!” ejaculated 
Bostil admiringly, and he put a hand on the other’s 
shoulder.

“Bostil, I’ve a grand hoss,” replied Burthwait. “He’s 
four years old, I guess, fer he was born wild, an’ you never 
seen him.” 



1110 THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN May 27, 1916

“Wild hoss? ... Huh!” 
growled Bostil. “You must 
think he can run.”

“Why, Bostil, a streak of 
lightnin’ ain’t anywheres with 
him.”

“Wai, I’m glad to hear it,” 
said Bostilgruffly. “Brack,how 
many bosses entered now for 
the big race?”

The lean, gray Brackton bent 
earnestly over his soiled ledger, 
while the riders and horsemen 
round him grew silent to listen.

“Thar’s the Sage King, by 
Bostil,” replied Brackton; 
“Blue Roan an’ Peg, by Creech; 
Whitefoot, by Macomber; 
Rocks, by Holley; Hoss-shoes, 
by Blinn; Bay Charley, by 
Burthwait. Then thar’s the two 
mustangs entered by Old Hoss 
an’ Silver, an’ last—Wildfire, 
by Lucy Bostil.”

“What’s thet last?” queried 
Bostil.

“Wildfire, by Lucy Bostil,” 
repeated Brackton,

“Has the girl gone an’ entered 
a hoss?”

“She sure has. She came in 
today, regular an’ businesslike.

Dad, I’ll Bet You Two Hundred, Even, That I Beat the Ring! She Flashed

other, that which seemed held 
under imprisoning walls. Yet 
Bostil peered long into the shad­
ows.

Then he looked up. The 
ragged ramparts far above 
frowned bold and black at a few 
cold stars, and the blue of sky 
was without the usual velvety 
brightness. How far it was up 
to that corrugated rim! All of 
a sudden Bostil hated this vast 
ebony pit.

He strode down to the water, 
and sitting upon the stone he 
had occupied so often he lis­
tened. Up stream he turned his 
ear, then down stream, and to 
the side, and again up stream, 
to hold that posture. He lis­
tened and listened.

The river seemed the same.
It was slow, heavy, listless, 

eddying, lingering, moving— the 
same apparently as for days 
past. It splashed very softly 
and murmured low and gurgled 
faintly. It gave forth fitful lit­
tle swishes and musical tinkles 
and lapping sounds. It was flow­
ing water, yet the proof was 
there of tardiness. Almost it 

writ her name an’ her boss’s an’ 
put up the entrance money.”

Bostil was astonished and pleased. “She said she’d do 
it. But I didn’t take no stock in her talk. . , , An’ 
the boss’s name?”

“Wildfire.”
“Huh! . . . Wildfire. Mebbe thet girl can’t think 

of names for bosses! What’s this hoss she calls Wildfire? ”
“She sure didn’t say,” replied Brackton. “Holley an’ 

Van, an’ some more of the boys was here. They joked her 
a little. You oughter seen the look Lucy give them. But 
fer once she seemed mum. She jest walked away, mysterious 
like.”

“Lucy’s got a pony oil some Indian, I reckon,” returned 
Bostil, and he laughed. “Then thet makes ten bosses 
entered so far?”

“Right. An’ there’s sure to be one more. I guess the 
track’s wide enough for twelve.”

“Wai, Brack, there’ll likely be one boss out in front an’ 
some stretched out behind,” replied Bostil dryly. “The 
track’s sure wide enough,”

“Won’t thet be a grand race!” exclaimed an enthusi­
astic rider. “Wisht I had about a million to bet!”

“Bostil, I most forgot,” went on Brackton. “Cordts 
sent word by the Piutes who come today thet he’d be here 
sure.”

Bostil’s face subtly changed. The light seemed to leave 
it. He did not reply to Brackton—did not show that he 
heard the comments on all sides. Opinion had settled 
against Bostil’s permission to allow Cordts and his horse 
thieves to attend the races. Bostil appeared grave, regret­
ful. Yet it was known by all that in the strangeness and 
perversity of his rider’s nature he wanted Cordts to see the 
King win that race. It was his rider’s vanity and defiance 
in the teeth of a great horse thief. But no good would 
come of Cordts’ presence—that much was manifest.

There was a moment of silence. All these men, if they 
did not fear Bostil, were sometimes uneasy when near him. 
Some who were more reckless than discreet liked to irritate 
him. That, too, was a rider’s weakness.

“When’s Creech’s bosses cornin’ over?” asked Colson 
with sudden interest.

“Wai, I reckon soon,” replied Bostil constrainedly, and 
he turned away.

By the time he got home all the excitement of the past 
hour had left him, and gloom again abode in his mind. 
He avoided his daughter and forgot the fact of her entering 
a horse in the race. He ate supper alone, without speaking 
to his sister. Then in the dusk he went out to the corrals 
and called the King to the fence. There was love between 
master and horse. Bostil talked low, like a woman, to Sage 
King. And the hard, old rider’s heart was full and a lump 
swelled in his throat, for contact with the King reminded 
him that other men loved other horses.

Bostil returned to the house, to his room, and sat think­
ing in the dark. By and by all was quiet. Then, seemingly 
with a wrench, he bestirred himself, and did what for him 
was a strange action. Removing his boots he put on a pair 
of moccasins. He slipped out of the house; he kept to the 
flagstones of the walk; he took to the sage till out of the 
village; and then he sheered round to the river trail. With 
the step and sureness and the eyes of an Indian he went 
down through that pitch-black canon to the river and 
the ford.

The river seemed absolutely the same as during the 
day. He peered through the dark opaqueness of gloom. 

It moved there, the river he knew, shadowy, mysterious, 
murmuring. Bostil went down to the edge of the water, 
and sitting there he listened. Yes, the voices of the stream 
were the same. But after a long time he imagined there 
was among them an infinitely low voice, as if from some 
great distance. He imagined this; he doubted; he made 
sure; and then all seemed fancy again. His mind held 
only one idea and was riveted round it. He strained his 
hearing so long, so intently, that at last he knew he had 
heard what he was longing for. Then in the gloom he 
took to the trail, and returned home as he had left, 
stealthily, like an Indian.

But Bostil did not sleep nor rest.
Next morning early he rode down to the river. Somers 

and Shugrue had finished the boat and were waiting. Other 
men were there, curious and eager. Joel Creech, bare­
footed and ragged, with hollow eyes and strange actions, 
paced the sands.

The boat was lying bottom up. Bostil examined the 
new planking and the seams. Then he straightened his 
form.

“Turn her over,” he ordered. “Shove her in. An’ let 
her soak up today.”

The men seemed glad and relieved. Joel Creech heard 
and he came near to Bostil.

“You’ll—you’ll fetch Dad’s bosses over?” he queried. 
“Sure. Tomorrow,” replied Bostil cheerily.
Joel smiled, and that smile showed what might have 

been possible for him under kinder conditions of life.
“Now, Bostil, I’m sorry fer what I said,” blurted Joel.
“Shut up. Go tell your old man.”
Joel ran down to his skiff, and leaping in began to row 

vigorously across. Bostil watched while the workmen 
turned the boat over and slid it off the sand bar and tied 
it securely to the mooring. Bostil observed that not a man 
there saw anything unusual about the river.

But for that matter there was nothing to see. The river 
was the same.

That night, when all was quiet in and round the village, 
Bostil emerged from his house and took to his stealthy 
stalk down toward the river.

The moment he got out into the night oppression left 
him. How interminable the hours had been! Suspense, 
doubt, anxiety, fear were as if he had not been burdened 
under them. The night was dark, with only a few stars, 
and the air was cool. A soft wind blew across his heated 
face. A neighbor’s dog, baying dismally, startled Bostil. 
He halted to listen, then stole on under the cottonwoods, 
through the sage, down the trail, into the jet-black canon. 
Yet he found his way as if it had been light. In the dark­
ness of his room he had been a prisoner to his indecision; 
now in the darkness of the looming cliffs he was free, 
resolved, immutable.

The distance seemed short. He passed out of the narrow 
canon, rimmed the gorge over the river, hurried down 
into the shadowy amphitheater under the looming walls.

The boat lay at the mooring, one end resting lightly on 
the sand bar. With strong, nervous clutch Bostil felt the 
knots of the cables. Then he peered into the opaque gloom 
of that strange and huge v-shaped split between the great 
canon walls. Bostil’s mind had begun to unclamp from 
the single idea. Was he alone? Except for the low mur­
mur of the river there was dead silence—a silence like no

was still and then again it moved 
on. A mysterious river that was 

telling a lie with its low music! As Bostil listened all those 
soft, watery sounds merged into what seemed a moaning, 
and that moaning held a roar so low as to be distinguish­
able only to the ear trained by years.

No—the river was not the same. For the voice of its 
soft moan called to Bostil its meaning. It called from the 
far north—of great ice-clad peaks beginning to glisten 
under the nearing sun; of vast snow-filled canons drip­
ping and melting; of crystal brooks suddenly colored and 
roiled and filled bankful along the mountain meadows; 
of many brooks plunging down and down, rolling the 
rocks, to pour their volume into the growing dirty streams 
on the slopes; of all that widely separated water spilled 
suddenly with magic and immense power into the desert 
river to make it a mighty, thundering torrent, red and 
defiled, terrible in its increasing onslaught into the canon, 
deep, impondering, swift and booming—the Colorado in 
flood.

And as Bostil heard that voice he trembled. What was 
the thing he meant to do? A thousand thoughts assailed 
him in answer and none was clear. A chill passed over 
him. Suddenly he felt that the cold stole up from his feet. 
Both his boots were in the water. He pulled them out, 
and bending down watched the dim, dark line of water. 
It moved up and up, inch by inch, swiftly. The river was 
on the rise!

Bostil leaped up. He seemed possessed of devils. A 
rippling hot gush of blood fired his every vein, and tremor 
after tremor shook him.

“I had it right—she’s risin’!” he exclaimed hoarsely.
He stared in fascinated certainty at the river. All about 

it and pertaining to it had changed. The murmur and 
moan wore out to a low, sullen roar. The music was gone. 
The current chafed at its rock-bound confines. An uneasy, 
tormented, driven river! The light from the stars shone on 
dark, glancing, restless waters, uneven and strange. And 
while Bostil watched, whether it was short time or long, 
the remorseless, destructive nature of the river came out.

Bostil began to pace the sands. He thought of those 
beautiful race horses across the river.

“It’s not too late!” he muttered aloud. “I can get the 
boat over an’ back—yet! ”

He knew that on the morrowlhe Colorado in flood would 
bar those horses, imprison them in a barren canon, shut 
them in to starve.

“Bostil, you can’t do it. You ain’t thet kind of a man! 
. . . Bostil poison a water hole where horses loved to 
drink, or burn over grass? . . . What would Lucy think 
of you? . . . No, Bostil, you’ve let spite rule bad. 
Hurry now, an’ save them bosses!”

He strode down to the boat. It swung clear now and 
there was water between it and the shore. Bostil laid hold 
of the cables.

As he did so he thought of Creech, and a blackness en­
folded him. He forgot Creech’s horses. Something gripped 
him, burned him—some hard and bitter feeling he thought 
was hate of Creech. Again the wave of fire ran over him 
and hfe huge hands strained on the cables. The fiend of 
that fiendish river had entered his soul. He meant ruin to 
a man. He meant more than ruin. He meant to destroy 
what his enemy, his rival, loved.

The darkness all about him, the gloom and sinister shadow 
of the canon, the sullen, increasing roar of the river—these 
lent their harmony to the deed, encouraged him, drove

10



THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN 1111

him onward, fought and strangled the resistance in his heart. 
All about him, all about the motive, became augmented, 
jgrowing like that remorseless river.

Had not his enemy’s son shot at him from ambush?. 
Was not his very life at stake? A terrible blow’must be 
dealt Creech, one that would crush him or else lend him 
manhood enough to come forth with a gun. Bostil, in 
his torment, divined that Creech would know who had 
ruined him. They would meet, then, as Bostil had tried 
more than once to bring about a meeting.

Bostil saw into his soul and it was a gulf like this canon 
pit, where the dark and sullen river raged. He shrank at 
what he saw, but the furies of passion held him fast. His 
hands tore at the cables. Then he fell to pacing to and fro 
in the gloom.

Every moment the river changed its voice. In an hour 
the flood would be down. Too late, then! Bostil again 
remembered the sleek, slim, racy thoroughbreds—Blue 
Roan, a wild horse he had longed to own, and Peg, a mare 
that had no equal in the uplands. Where did Bostil’s hate 
of a man stand in comparison with his love of a horse? 
He began to sweat and the sweat burned him.

“How soon’ll Creech hear the river an’ know what’s 
cornin’?” muttered Bostil darkly. And that question 
showed him how he was lost. All this strife of doubt and 
fear and horror were of no use. He meant to doom Creech’s 
horses. The thing had been unalterable from the inception 
of the insidious, hateful idea. It was irresistible. He grew 
strong, hard, fierce and implacable. He found himself. 
He strode back to the cables. The knots, having dragged 
in the water, were soaking wet and swollen. He could not 
untie them. Then he cut one strand after another. The 
boat swung out beyond his reach.

Instinctively Bostil reached to pull it back.
“It’s goin’,” he whispered. “What have I done?”
He, Bostil, who had made this Crossing of the Fathers 

more famous as Bostil’s Ford, he—to cut the boat adrift! 
The thing was inconceivable!

The roar of the river rose weird and mournful and in­
cessant, with few breaks, and these were marked by strange 
rippling and splashing sounds made as the bulges of water 
broke on the surface. Twenty feet out the boat floated, 
turning a little as it drifted. It seemed 
loath to leave. It held to the shore eddy. 
Hungrily, spitefully the little, heavy­
waves lapped it.

Bostil watched it with dilating eyes. 
There! the current caught one end and 
the water rose in a hollow splash over the 
corner. An invisible hand, like a mighty 
giant’s, seemed to swing the boat out. It 
had been dark; now it was opaque—now 
shadowy—now dim. How swift this 
cursedriver! Wasthereanywayinwhich 
Bostil could recover his boat? The river 
answered him -with hollow, deep mockery. 
Despair seized upon him. And the vague 
shape of the boat, spectral and instinct 
with meaning, passed from Bostil’s 
strained gaze.

“So help me, I’ve done it! ” he groaned 
hoarsely. And he staggered back and sat 
down.

Mind and heart and soul were sud­
denly and exquisitely acute to the shame 
of his act. Remorse seized upon his 
vitals. ’ He suffered physical agony, as 
if a wolf gnawed him internally.

“Where do I come in as a man?” he 
whispered. And he sat there, arms tight 
round his knees, locked both mentally 
and physically into inaction.

The rising water broke the speU and 
drove him back. The river was creeping 
no longer. It swelled. And the roar like­
wise swelled. Bostil hurried across the 
flat to get to the rocky trail before he was 
cut off, and the last few rods he waded 
in water up to his knees.

“I’ll leave no trail there,” he mut­
tered with a hard laugh. It sounded 
ghastly to him, like the laugh of the river.

There at the foot of the rocky trail he 
halted to watch and listen. The old 
memorable boom came to his ears. The 
flood was coming. Fortwenty-threeyears 
he had heard the vanguard boom of the 
Colorado in flood. But never like this, 
for in the sound he heard the strife and 
passion of his blood, and realized himself 
a human counterpart of that remorseless 
river.

The moments passed and each one saw 
a swelling of the volume of sound. The 
sullen roar just below him was gradually 
lost in a distant roar. A steady wind 
now blew through the canon. The great 
walls seemed to gape wider to prepare for 

the torrent. Bostil backed slowly up the trail as foot by 
foot the water rose. The floor of the amphitheater was 
now a lake of choppy, angry waves. The willows bent 
and seethed in the edge of the current. Beyond ran an 
uneven, bulging mass that resembled some gray, heavy, 
moving monster.

In the gloom Bostil could see how the river ran round a 
corner of wall and slanted away from it toward the center 
where it rose higher. Black objects that must have been 
driftwood appeared on this crest. They showed an instant, 
then flashed out of sight. The boom grew steadier, closer, 
louder, and the reverberations, like low thunder, were less 
noticeable because all sounds were being swallowed up.

A harder breeze puffed into Bostil’s face. It brought a 
tremendous thunder, as if all the colossal walls were falling 
in an avalanche. Bostil knew the crest of the flood had 
turned the corner above and would soon reach him. He 
watched. He listened, but sound had ceased. His ears 
seemed ringing and they hurt. All his body felt cold and 
he backed up and up, with dead feet.

The shadows of the canon lightened. A river-wide froth, 
like a curtain, moved down, spreading mushroom-wise be­
fore it, a rolling, coalescing, strange, heaving maelstrom. 
Bostil ran to escape the great wave that surged into the 
amphitheater, up and up the rocky trail. Whqn he turned 
again he seemed to look down into hell. Murky depths, 
streaked by pale gleams, and black, sinister, changing forms 
yawned beneath him. He watched with fixed eyes until once 
more the feeling of filled ears left him, and an awful, thun­
dering boom assured him of actualities. It was only the 
Colorado in flood.

XV

Bostil slept that night, but his sleep was troubled, and 
a strange, dreadful roar seemed to run through it like 

a mournful wind over a dark desert. He was awakened 
early by a voice at his window. He listened. There came 
a rap on the wood.

“Bostil! . . . Bostil!” It was Holley’s voice.
Bostil rolled off the bed. He had slept without remov­

ing any apparel except his boots.
“Wai, Hawk, what d’ye mean wakin’ a man at this 

unholy hour?” growled Bostil.

Holley’s face appeared above the rude sill. It was pale 
and grave, with the hawk eyes like gleams.

“It ain’t so awful early,” he said. “Listen, Boss.”
Bostil halted in the act of pulling on a boot. He looked 

at his man while he listened. The still air outside seemed 
filled with low boom, like thunder at a distance. Bostil 
tried to look astounded.

“It’s the Colorado! She’s boomin’!”
“That’s bad for Creech,” replied Holley. “Boss, why 

didn’t you fetch them bosses over?”
Bostil’s face darkened. He was a bad man to oppose— 

to question—at times.
“Holley, you’re sure powerful anxious about Creech. 

Are you his friend? ”
“Naw! I’ve little use fer Creech,” replied Holley. “An’ 

you know thet. But I hold for his bosses as I would any 
man’s.”

“ A-huh! An’ what’s your kick?”
“Nothin’ except you could have fetched them over be­

fore the flood come down. Thet’s all.”
The old horse trader and his right-hand rider looked at 

each other for a moment in silence. They understood each 
other. Then Bostil returned to the task of pulling on wet 
boots and Holley went away.

Bostil opened his door and stepped outside. The eastern 
ramparts of the desert were bright red with the rising sun. 
With the night behind him and the morning cool and bright 
and beautiful Bostil did not suffer a pang nor feel a regret. 
He walked round under the cottonwoods where the mock­
ing birds were singing. The shrill, screeching bray of a 
burro split the morning stillness, and with that the sounds 
of the awakening village drowned that sullen, dreadful 
boom of the river. Bostil went in to breakfast.

He encountered Lucy in the kitchen, and he did not 
avoid her. He could tell from the smiling greeting she gave 
him that he was his old self again. Lucy had her sleeves 
rolled up showing round, strong brown arms. Somehow 
to Bostil she seemed different. She had been pretty, but 
now she was more than that. She was radiant. Her blue 
eyes danced. She looked excited. She had been telling 
her aunt something and that worthy woman appeared at 
once shocked and delighted. But Bostil’s entrance had 

caused a mysterious break in whatever 
had been going on, except the prepara­
tion of the morning meal.

“Now I rode in on some confab or other, 
that’s sure,” said Bostil good-naturedly.

“You sure did, dad, ” replied Lucy with 
a bright smile.

“Wai, let me sit in the game,” he re­
joined.

“ Dad, you can’t even ante,” said Lucy.
“Jane, what’s this kid up to?” asked 

Bostil, turning to his sister.
“ The good Lord only knows! ” replied 

Aunt Jane with a sigh.
“Kid? See here, dad, I’m eighteen long 

ago. I’mgrownup. I can do as I please— 
go where I like—and anything. . , . 
Why, dad, I could get—married.”

“Haw! Haw!’’laughedBostil. “Jane, 
hear the girl!”

“ I hear her, Bostil,” sighed Aunt Jane. 
“Wai, Lucy, I’d just like to see you 

fetch some fool, lovesick rider round 
when I’m feelin’ good,” said Bostil.

Lucy laughed, but there was a roguish, 
daring flash in her eyes.

“Dad, you do seem to have all the 
young fellows scared. Some day maybe 
one -will ride along—a rider like you used 
to be—that nobody could bluff. . . . 
And he can have me! ”

“A-huh! , . , Lucy, are you in 
fun?”

Lucy tossed her bright head, but did 
not answer.

“Jane, what’s got into her?” asked 
Bostil, appealing to his sister.

“Bostil, she’s in fun, of course,” de­
clared Aunt Jane. “ Still, at that, there’s 
sense in what she says. Come to your 
breakfast now.”

Bostil took his seat at the table, glad 
that he could once more be amiable with 
his womenfolk.

“Lucy, tomorrow’ll be the biggest day 
Bostil’s Ford ever seen,” he said.

“ It sure will be, dad. The biggest sur­
prising day the Ford ever had,” replied 
Lucy.

“Surprisin’?”
“Yes, dad.”
“Who’s goin’ to get siu’prised?” 
“Everybody.”
Bostil said to himself that he had been 

used to Lucy’s banter, but during his 
(Continued on Page 1140)He Never Made Any Miltakes in Anticipatiog What the River Was Going to Do
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■ Trade in your old pump
We’ll make you an allowance for your hand pump. Write 

> us what your present equipment is, and we will tell you how 
easily and economically it can be changed into a Leader 
power system.

Branch Offices:
103 Park Avenue,

New York
327 S. LaSalle St.,

Chicago

Have running water 
without pumping slavery

Running water isn t so much of a pleasure after all, if it means half an 
hour or more drudging every day at the hand pump.
If you’ve got a hand pump water system, find out at what small expense you can 

make It a REAL system, with ALL the water you want to use, and without hand 
H pumping, with a Leader Electric or Gasoline Power Pumper.

Power Pumpers
(Electric and Gasoline)

Leader Power Pumpers are all ready 
to hook up to any tank. The con­
nections are the same, your old fit­
tings will probably answer, and it 
takes only a couple of hours.
Don’t experiment with the make­
shift of hitching an engine to your 
hand pump with the aid of a jack. 
You lose power, and in a short time 
it will rattle itself to pieces.
Architects, engineers and contractors 
say that Leader Power Pumpers are 
superior to anything else on the mar­
ket. They have stood the test of 
time on the farm. Their use means 
constant service, and small upkeep, 
without trouble.

If you pump and carry 
water write

for full information about Leader 
Power Pumpers. Investigate before 
you buy. It certainly won’t pay you 
to yoke yourself to years of hand 
pumping, when you can pump 600 
gallons an hour with a Leader 
Pumper for less than 5 cts.

(Mention this paper when you write)

Four Hundred Million 
Bushels of Wheat 
in Western Canada in 191S

An average of over 30 Bushels per acre over the 
entire country.

Many individual yields of upward of 60 
Bushels per acre.

Wealth per individual of the farming popula­
tion in the Provinces of Manitoba, Saskatchewan 
and Alberta, upward of $350 per head or over 
$1750 per family, as a result of farming operations.

This is the country of free homesteads; land 
may also be purchased at reasonable prices from 
railway or land companies.

There isMoCowscn'^//ow,norany wartaxonlands.
For literature and other information apply to

W. D. SCOTT. Superintendent of Immigration, 
Ottawa, Canada

50 Acres $1300
Borders Arm of Ocean

Dandy for summer home or poultry farm: borders on 
salt water 40 rods; enjoy boating, bathing, fishing, 
clams and lobsters; only 1 mile to steamboat landing; 
variety of fruit; plenty of wood; excellent 6-room house 
with piazza and spring water; work shop and poultry 
house. Owner has other business calling him away; 
makes low price $1300. A good farm of 90 acres for 
$800 shown same trip. For details see page 9, “ Strout’s 
Money-Making Farms,” just out, copy free. E. A. 
Strout Farm Agency, Dept. 2791, 150 Nassau St., 
New York.

A *r> TV 1 n A REAL BARGAIN. 117 I /\ jl/| ACRES, 10 room house, fine nlxl barns, 20acresalfalfa, plenty
I fruit, running stream, IJ^
B miles to depot. PRICE ONLY $5500. SEND 

for our 112-page HANDSOMELY ILLUSTRA­
TED FARM CATALOGUE. WRITE to-day. 

BRAY & MACGEORGE, 1077 DREXEL BLDG., 
PHILA., PA., or VINELAND, N. J.

SALT WATER FRONT FARMS
on the CHESAPEAKE BAY and its tributaries.

MATTHEWS & CO. CAMBRIDGE, MD.

FARMS, ESTATES and VILLAGE HOMES
All near Boston and Worcester. AU kinds. All prices. 
Send for “Farm Sheets” Free.

Frederick A. King, Framingham, Mass.

Southern Fa rm Land s
Low in Price, High in Productive Value. Mild 
Winters, Moderate Summer Temperature. Long 
growing and grazing Seasons. Two to four Crops a 
year. Unsurpassed for Diversified Farming and 
Live Stock. For full information address
M. V. Richards, Ind. and Agr. Commissioner, Room 21 

------------------ SOUTHERN RAILWAY 
Washington, D. C.SOUTHERN : M 6 b i 16: t'O h' I b: 

G ■a'.So.&Fis'.fty ■

POSITION WANTED as Farm Manager; life ex­
perience in all branches of farming, stock raising and 
dairying; culture of alfalfa; 20 years’ experience in feeding 

ensilage to dairy cows; strictly temperate; non-user of 
tobacco; good reference. Address
BOX 51, care of The Country Gentleman, Philadelphia, Pa.

GcoruiH Fann Baruain ^9^ acres only $30,000. ucuigid idlUl L>drgdiu Close to station. Noswamps. 
Raising stock, grain and cotton. FuU description from 
owner. J. C. Burruss. Empire Bldg.. Atlanta, Georgia. 
Georgia land increased in value 19% last year.

300-Acre Farm $6000 
Only $1500 Cash Required

Within convenient reach of railroad, 100 acres tillable, 
100 acres pasture. 100 acres wood, acre asparagus, 
lots of fruit for home use; 2-8tory 12-room house, large 
maple shade, barn 30 x 52 with ell 30 x 76 easily worth 
$3000, complete set of other outbuildings; at least 20 
acres rich tobacco land, sugar bush 150 trees, buildings 
insured for $4000; a most unusual Western Connecticut 
farmbargmn at $6000,and $1500 takes deed; fuHdescrip- 
tion of this and other near New York farms in big new 
list, just out. Matheson Farm Co., Dept. 5020, 115 
Broadway, New York.

T TAKE PLEASURE in recommending Ruben Salkin 
A as Head Poultryman or Superintendent of an Estate. He 
is prompt, reliable, honest and of good habits. He under­
stands every branch of his work, including pedigreed 
breeding and keeping detailed records. In resigning, he 
hopes to secure a position of wider scope and responsibility. 
I shall be very glad to give a personal reference. Glim- 
merglen Farms, Cooperstown, N. Y. Edward A. 
Stanford, Manager.

POR SALE—12-Acre Poultry Farm. Equipped with 
± wire fencing; buildings to accommodate 3000 chickens; 6000-egg 
Candee incubator; and brooders. 1200 S. C. White Leghorns now 
on place. Climate, market and shipping facilities unexcelled.

Receiver, Model Poultry Farm, Colbert, Ga.

'VIRQTNJT A N. C., W. Va. and Ohio Farms at 
$15.00 per acre and up, offer big value 

for the price. Best climate, markets, schools and transpor­
tation. Good land and neighbors. Write F. H. LaBaume, 
Agri. Agent. N. & W. Ry.. 204 Arcade, Roanoke. Va. 

WILDFIRE
(Continued Rom Page 1111)

moody spell of days past he had forgotten 
how to take her, or else she was different.

“Brackton tells me you’ve entered a boss 
against the field.”

“It’s an open race, isn’t it?”
“Open as the desert, Lucy,” he replied.

“ What’s this hoss Wildfire you’ve entered ? ’ ’ 
“Wouldn’t you like to know?”
“If he’s as good as his name you might 

be in at the finish. . . . But, Lucy, 
my dear, talkin’ good sense now—you ain’t 
a-goin’ to go up on some unbroken mus­
tang in this big race? ”

“Dad, I’m going to ride a horse.”
“But, Lucy, ain’t it a risk you’ll be 

takin’—all for fun?”
“Fun! . . . I’m in dead earnest.”
Bostil liked the look of her then.
“Wai, I ain’t afraid of your handlin’ of a 

hoss,” he said soberly. “An’ as long as 
you’re in earnest I won’t stop you. But, 
Lucy, no bettin’. I won’t let you gamble/’

“Not even with you?” she coaxed.
Bostil stared at the girl.
“What’ll you bet?” he queried.
“Dad, I’ll go you a hundred dollars in 

gold that I finish one—two—three.”
Bostil threw back his head to laugh. 

What a chip of the old block she was!
“ Child, there’s some fast bosses thet’ll be 

back of the King. You’d be throwin’ away 
money.”

Blue fire shone in his daughter’s eyes. 
She meant business all right and Bostil 
thrilled with pride in her.

“Dad, I’ll bet you two hundred, even, 
that I beat the King!” she flashed.

“Wai, of all the nerve!” ejaculated Bos­
til. “No, I won’t take you up. Reckon I 
never before turned down an even bet. 
Understand, Lucy, ridin’ in the race is 
enough for you.”

“All right, dad,” replied Lucy.
Bostil suddenly shoved back his plate and 

turned his face to the open door.
“Don’t I hear a runnin’ hoss?”
Lucy darted to the door, “It’s the King 

with Van up,” she said. “ Dad, Van’s jumped 
off—he’s coming in. He’s running. Some­
thing has happened. . . . There are 
other horses coming—riders—Indians.”

Bostil knew what was coming and pre­
pared himself. Rapid footsteps sounded.

“Hello, Miss Lucy. Where’s Bostil?”
A lean, supple rider appeared before the 

door. It was Van, greatly excited.
“Come in, boy,” said Bostil. “What’re 

you flustered about?”
Van strode in, spurs jingling.
“Boss, there’s—a sixty-foot raise—in the 

river!” Van panted.
“Oh!” cried Lucy.
“Wai, Van, I reckon I knowed thet,” re­

plied Bostil. “Mebbe I’m gettin’ old, but I 
can still hear. . . . Listen.”

“ Highest flood we—ever seen,” said Van. 
“You’ve been down?” queried Bostil. 
“Not to the river,” replied Van. “I went 

as far as—where the gulch opens—on the 
bluff. There was a string of Navajos goin’ 
down. An’ some cornin’ up. I stayed there 
watchin’, the flood—an’ pretty soon Som­
ers come up the trail with Blakesley an’ 
Brack an’ some riders. . . . An’ Somers 
hollered out ‘ The boat’s gone! ’ ”

“Gone!” exclaimed Bostil in loud voice 
of consternation.

“Oh, dad! Oh! Van!” cried Lucy.
“Sure—she’s gone. An’ the whole place 

down there—where the willows was an’ the 
sand bar—it was deep under water.”

‘What will become of Creech’s horses?” 
asked Lucy breathlessly.

“Ain’t it a shame!” went on Bostil, and 
he could have laughed aloud at his hypoc­
risy. He felt Lucy’s blue eyes riveted upon 
his face.

“ Thet’s what we-all was sayin’,” went on 
Van. “Vvhile we was watchin’ the awful 
flood an’ listenin’ to the deep bum—bum­
bum of rollin’ rocks someone seen Creech 
an’ two Piutes leadin’ the bosses up thet 
trail where the slide was. We counted the 
bosses—nine. An’ we saw the roan shine 
blue in the sunlight.”

“Piutes with Creech!” exclaimed Bostil, 
the deep gloom in his eyes lighting. “By 
all thet’s lucky! Mebbe them Indians can 
climb the bosses out of thet hole an’ find 
water an’ grass enough.”

“ Mebbe,” replied Van doubtfully. “ Sure 
them Piutes could if there’s a chance. But 
there ain’t any grass.”

“Oh, dad—why, why didn’t you hurry 
Creech’s horses over?” said Lucy.

Something tight within Bostil’s breast 
seemed to ease and lessen.

“Why didn’t I? . . . Wai, Lucy, I 
reckon I wasn’t in no hurry to oblige Creech. 
I’m sorry now.”

“It won’t be so terrible if he doesn’t lose 
the horses,” murmured Lucy.

“Where’s young Joel Creech?” asked 
Bostil.

“He stayed on this side last night,” re­
plied Van. “Fact is, Joel’s the one who first 
knew the flood was on. Someone said he 
slept in the canon last night. Anyway, he’s 
ravin’ crazy now. An’ if he doesn’t do harm 
to someone or hisself I’ll miss my guess.”

Bostil fondled his daughter a moment, 
the first time in many a day, and then he 
turned to his rider at the door.

“Van, how’s the King?”
“Wild to run, Bostil, jest plumb wild. 

There won’t be any hoss with the ghost of a 
show tomorrow.”

Lucy raised her drooping head.
“Is that so. Van Sickle? . . . Listen 

here: If you and Sage King don’t get more 
wild running tomorrow than you ever had 
I’ll never ride again!”

With this retort Lucy left the room. Van 
stared at the door and then at Bostil.

“What’d I say, Bostil?” he asked plain­
tively. “I’m always rilin’her.”

“Cheer up. Van. You didn’t say much. 
Lucy is fiery these days. She’s got a hoss 
somewhere an’ she’s goin’ to ride him in the 
race. She offered to bet on him—against 
the King! It certainly beat me all hollow.

“But see here. Van: I’ve a hunch there’s 
a dark hoss goin’ to show up in this race. 
So don’t underrate Lucy an’ her mount— 
whatever he is. She calls him Wildfire. 
Ever seen him?”

“I sure haven’t. Fact is, I haven’t seen 
Lucy for days an’ days. As for the hunch 
you gave. I’ll say I was figurin’ Lucy for 
some real race. Bostil, she doesn’t make a 
hoss run. He’ll run jest to please her. An’ 
Lucy’s lighter’n a feather. Why, Bostil, if 
she happened to ride out on Blue Roan, or 
some other hoss as fast, I’d jest wilt.”

Bostil uttered a laugh full of pride in his 
daughter.

“ Wai, she won’t show up on Blue Roan,” 
he replied with grim gruffness. “'Thet’s 
sure as death. . . . Come on out now.
I want a look at the King.”

(to be continued)
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