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THE CODE OF THE WEST
By Zane Grey

■ J..

tells

an’ I’m bettin’ from the looks of you an' 
your soft-soap talk, it’s pretty skunky. . . . 
An’ as for your hunch, Tim Matthews, I’d 
like to know if you think you can go on 
punchin’ me forever?” 

Then—Proudest Moment 
He Had Ever Known— 
She Was Walking Beside 
Him. Down the Steps and 

Out to the Car

"CAY, if you hombres have been mon- 
O keyin’ with this car!” he exclaimed, 

glaring darkly at them.
“Cal, you shore are a chivulrus fellar 

where ladies are concerned,” drawled Wess, 
“but you ain’t got any but low-down idees 
for your relations an’ friends.”

“Cal, you’ve been punched more’n oncet 
fer insultin’ remarks,” added Tim Matthews 
meaningly.

“Aw!” burst out Cal, exploding help­
lessly. “You fellows can’t pull the wool 
over ray eyes. You’re up to some deviltry,

“ Pride goes before a fall, my friend Tim­
othy,” said Cal deliberately. “Now, boys, 
I call on you too. An’ listen. I know 
you’re up to some tricks, an’ that Tim is at 
the bottom of it. I want you all to be 
around when I lick him.”

Without further comment Cal cranked 
the car, finding to his secret amaze that the 
engine again started with unusual alacrity, 
and then he climbed to the driver’s seat. 
He drove to the post office, and stopped be­
yond the door’near the porch. A number of 
natives were sitting on a bench, smoking 
pipes and whittling sticks, awaiting the one 
event of Ryson’s day—the arrival of the 
stage. On the ^dge of the porch sat Tuck 
Merry beside his canvas roll of baggage.

As Cal was about to get out he espied 
three horsemen trotting down the road from 
the east. He peered at them, and recog­
nized Bloom of the Bar XX outfit and two 
of his riders, one of them surely Hatfield.

“Well, I’ll be darned!” ejaculated Cal. 
“Talk about your hard luck!”

To be made the victim of tricks by his 
own relatives and friends was bad enough, 
but to have to endure them in the face of 
this Bar XX outfit, especially Hatfield, was 
infinitely worse.

Ill

AL THURMAN did not have very 
much time to ruminate over the 
mysterious intimations that had been 

suggested by his talk with Abe Hazelitt on
the telephone. For he had scarcely left the 
post office, to walk down the road towards 
the garage, when he espied the boys from 
Green Valley. They were grouped with the 
garage mechanics round his car. If Cal had 
needed more to rouse his ire this fact was 
enough.

He approached them with long strides. 
Upon nearer view he found, to his amaze, 
that the boys were clean shaven, and all 
had donned spick-and-span new suits of 
overalls and wore their Sunday sombreros 
and shiny boots.

“Howdy, Cal. I’m shore congratulatin’ 
you,” drawled Wess, placidly indicating the 
flivver.

“Pard Cal, yore some driver,” added 
Arizonie.

“Good day, Cal. Looks like you was 
a-rarin’ to go somewhere,” put in Panhan­
dle.

“How air you, boy?” queried Tim se­
renely.

“Say, you seem mighty all-fired glad to 
see me,” replied Cal sarcastically, running 
his keen gaze from one to another. They 
were cool, lazy, smiling, tranquil. Cal 
knew them. The deeper their plot the 
harder they were to reach! Their Very 
serenity was a maslf hiding an enormous 
guilt. Cal shivered in his boots. How he 
wished this day was over! At the same 
instant a warmth stirred in him—the 
thought of Tuck Merry.

He watched them ride past the ga­
rage, past Wess and his comrades who 

nodded casually to them, and down the road 
to the hitching rail under the cottonwood 
tree near the post office. They dismounted. 
Bloom and Hatfield approached while the 
third rider, a stranger to Cal, began to untie 
a mall sack from the back of his saddle. 
Bloom was a heavy man for a rider, being 
square shouldered and stocky with a con­
siderable girth. His huge bat-wing chaps 

“TTUH! Well, the fat one was Bloom, 
11 head of the Bar XX outfit, an’ no 

friend of the Thurmans, The other was Hat­
field, one of his riders. There’s bad blood 
between him an’ me. I’ll tell you why some 
day. Of all the—but never mind. Now 
look down the road. . . . See those four 
boys cornin’. Well, they belong to the 
Thurman outfit. Wess, the tallest, is my 
cousin. They’re just the finest fellows. 
But they’re bear cats on tricks an’ fights. 
They’ve put up some job on me today. 
Now you just hang around an’ watch, until 
I call you.”

“ I get you, Steve,” returned Merry with 
a smile, and then lounged away to his seat 
on the porch.

The big auto stage turned into the main 
road and came on with a roar, leaving a 
cloud of dust behind. It appeared to be 
loaded down with bags and boxes, piled on 
top and tied on the sides. The driver came 
on with unusual speed, and halted with a 
bang before the porch steps. When he 
stepped quickly out Cal recognized Jake’s 
face and figure, but not his movements. 
Remarkable and unnatural energy charac­
terized Jake at the moment

“Hyar we are,” he called cheerily, as he 
opened a side door. Then he proceeded to

“T^T’AL, mebbe forever would be far- 
VV fetched,” replied Tim dryly. “But 

jest so long as you live I shore will be able 
to punch you.”

Cal gazed steadily into the grinning face 
of his friend. .

“Tim, you’re the big gambler of the 
Thurman outfit, aren’t you?”

“Wai, I reckon thet distinction has been 
forced upon me,” replied Tim.

“Huh! You know my black horse 
Pitch, don’t you, an’ how you’ve tried to 
buy, borrow an’ steal him?”

“I’m denyin’ the last allegashun,” re­
torted Tim.

“Well, I’m bettin’ Pitch against your 
bronc Baldy that I lick you before I’m a 
year older.”

All the boys stared.
“Boy, hev you been drinkin’?” Tim 

asked incredulously.
“ Bah! You know I never drink,” retorted 

Cal. “Are you on—or are you afraid to 
bet?”

■ “See heah, Cal,” interposed Wess, 
“thet’s a fool bet. You know you love 
Pitch an’ he was Enoch’s gift to you—the 
best boss ever broke in the Tonto.”

“Sure I know, an’ you can gamble I 
wouldn’t bet if I didn’t know I could lick 
Tim,” returned Cal.

Tim came out of his trance.
“Boys, I call his bluff. The bet's on— 

my Baldy agin his boss Pitch. An’ all of 
you paste the date in your hats.”

flapped like sails as he slouched for­
ward. He had a hard face, and though 
it showed him under forty it was a 
record of strenuous life.

Hatfield was young, a handsome, 
stalwart figure. He swaggered as he 
walked. His garb was picturesque— 
a huge beaver sombrero, red scarf, 
blue flannel shirt, just now thickly 
covered with dust, and fringed chaps 
ornamented in silver.

“Howdy, Thur­
man,” greeted 
Bloom as he came 
up.

‘‘How do. 
Bloom,” returned 
Cal rather shortly.

Hatfield did not 
speak to Cal, 
though he gave him 
a sidelong look out 
of his big bold eyes. 
Then, as before, it 
struck Cal why Hat­
field had gained the 
favor of most of the 
girls of the Tonto. 
But he was not 
equally popular 
with the men. Hat­
field had few supe­
riors as a rider and 
roper, and he was a 
bad customer in a 
fight; but though 
these qualities had 
entitled him to a 
certain respect he 

had never been a friend of any of the Thur­
mans. Moreover, he did not come of Texas 
stock, and he belonged to the Bar XX outfit.

SYNOPSIS—Mary Stockwell, who, 
as mistress of the school, has come to 
love the rugged, beautiful Tonto coun­
try and its stalwart people, is surprised 
by a letter announcing the coming of 
her sister, seventeen-year-old Georgiana 
May, whose health has alarmed their 
parents in their Eastern home. Georgie. 
an imperious little beauty, is the ultra - 
modern girl—slangy, short skirted, 
painted and powdered—and Mary fear - 
her effect upon the Tonto people with 
their rigid code of womanly conduct. 
Mary lives at the 
Thurman ranch, and 
wants one of the rid­
ers to meet her sister 
at Ryson. As a joke, 
she shows a picture 
of a spinster aunt as 
a likeness of Georgie. 
His duties will keep 
Enoch, leader of the 
clan, at home. Boyd, 
Wess, Lock and Serge 
Thurman advance 
courteously menda­
cious excuses. So do 
Panhandle Ames, 
Tim Matthews, Ari-

■ zonie and Con Casey. 
But nineteen-year- 
old Cal Thurman, the 
pride of the family, 
offers to meet Geor­
gie. The boys are in­
corrigible jokers, and 
on setting out next 
morning Cal is sure 
that Wess, Tim, Ari­
zonie and Panhandle 
plan to make the trip 
miserable for him. 
They have left him 
only the battered
flivver, which he is dubious about 
driving. En route Cal picks up 
a tall, grotesque-looking stranger. 
Tuck Merry, ex-marine and 
heavyweight boxer, who has 
vainly sought work. Cal will get 
him a job; Tuck agrees to teach 
jthe boy to box. Cal phones for 
news of the stage; a friend up the line
him it bears a painted bare-kneed beauty.

These two riders passed Cal and had 
mounted the porch before they espied 
the ludicrous figure of Tuck Merry loung­

ing with his_ back against a post. Bloom 
glanced at him, then halted to stare.

“Haw! Haw!” he guffawed, striding 
on again. “ Hat, did you see thet ? Reckon 
it got away from a circus.”

Whereupon Hatfield turned to look at 
Merry. It was not a gaze calculated to 
flatter or please the recipient, but though 
Merry evidently saw he was the object of 
ridicule he gave no sign. The moffient 
brought Cal both resentment and a thrilling 
anticipation. Then Bloom and Hatfield, 
after speaking to the natives on the bench, 
disappeared in the store.

Cal heard the droning hum of the stage. 
So did the natives hear it. They woke up 
and stirred to animation. Cal found a grim 
consolation in the fact that whatever was 
to be his ordeal, it would soon be under 
way. He saw Wess and the boys leisurely 
approaching. Then he caught Tuck Mer­
ry’s eye and beckoned to him.

“ Did you notice the two fellows who just 
went in the store?” queried Cal.

“I’ll say so,” replied Merry.

JOHN S. CURRYILLUSTRATED
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meet.” Shocked out of hisequilibriumi Cal 
could only sit there and stare and listen.

Manifestly Miss Georgiana expected Hat­
field to introduce himself, and her manner 
was one of pleased anticipation. She liked 
the looks of this Arizonian. Hatfield, how­
ever, did not seem disposed to tell his 
name; and his manner, though bold and 
assured, showed something of awkward­
ness. Either he was not quick-witted 
enough for the situation or he had not 
judged Miss Stockwell correctly. She 
seemed swift to grasp something strange in 
his omission or in what might be the 
brusque way of Westerners, and she lost a 
little of her selEpossession. Her sophisti­
cation was not very old or deep.

UH!” ejaculated 
Cal, taken aback 

by the rider’s terse reply..
Whereupon Hatfield 

mounted the porch, and 
with a gallant bow he 
faced the girl.

“Miss Stockwell, will 
you let me take you to 
your sister or do you pre­
fer to go with Thurman ? ” 
he inquired courteously. 

The girl had quickened 
and stirred with the ex­
citement of the moment. 
Manifestly she was ali/e 
to Hatfield’s striking ap­
pearance and personality. 
Then she turned her flash- , 
ing gaze upon Cal.

That was indeed a try­
ing moment for him. Sud­
denly, it seemed, as he 
felt her glance take him 
in, all his assurance and 
sense of right in the situa­
tion oozed away. What a 
sorry figure he must cut in 
contrast to this handsome 

(Continued on Pane 3d)

SHE did not appear in 
the least embarrassed 

or concerned in any way, 
except somewhat curious 
and interested. Mani­
festly she expected some­
one of the group to step 
forward, and looked from 
one to another. Arizonie 
began to thaw under the 
sweet expectation of that 
look, but the others re­
mained frozen.

Then Hatfield came out 
' of the store, bareheaded, 

his sombrero in hand, and 
his handsome bold face 
fjleasantly alight.

“Miss, I reckon you’re 
the young lady I’m lookin’ 
for,” he said easily, as he 
towered over her.

“I’m Miss Georgiana 
May Stockwell,” she said 
with a flashing'look, tak­
ing him in from heated 
face to spurred boots.

Cal Thurman’s strained 
attention broke. He fell 
back against the seat of 
the car. “By heaven! ” he 
whispered. “ I understand 
teacher now. She put this 
job up on me. . . * 
That—that girl’s her sis­
ter—the sister I’m to

started down the porch steps.
“Thank you—I’ll wait here,” replied the 

young lady hesitatingly, and she watched 
him depart. Then Wess Thurman stepped 
forward to address her,

“Miss Stockwell,” he began with an ear­
nestness that precluded embarrassment. 
“Shore if you go with Bid Hatfield you’ll 
never be welcome at the Thurman ranch.”

She stared up at the tall lean-faced rider, 
and it was plain now that something seemed 
wrong to her.

“What am I up against?” she queried 
tartly. “ How do I know who Bid Hatfield 
is? He appeared to be the only gentleman 
to notice that I am a stranger and alone. 
Besides he said he was looking for me. I 
took him to be Mr. Cal Thurman.”

WE FETCHED the—big car,” said 
Arizonie breathlessly. That seemed 
a signal of encouragement to the other boys. 

Wess and Panhandle and Tim crowded 
round the girl. Arizonie refused to be edged 
aside from his favorable position.

“We? Oh, I’m to have several escorts,” 
responded Georgiana demurely.

“Lady, you’re agoin’ with the right out­
fit,” said Panhandle.

“■DECKON Cal didn’t want to bother 
IX. aboot meetin’ you, lady,” said Tim 

blandly. “Last night he beefed a lot. He 
was heah when the stage come in, an’ I 
guess he beat it.”

That was all the by-play Cal heard, for 
his attention was attracted by sight of Hat­
field returning from the garage with a hired 
car. During the amazing and preposterous 
stand made by Wess and the boys in their 
endeavor to work this situation to their 
pleasure. Cal had recovered from his con­
sternation, The boys had been quick to 
grasp the trick played upon them by the 
school-teacher, and meant now to turn the 
tables on Cal and take Miss Georgiana 
home. Cal vowed they would never suc­
ceed. The situation had changed wonder­
fully to his advantage. How p'retty the 
girl was! Already those deceitful rogues, 
who had come to Ryson solely to play some 
outlandish joke on him, had become smitten 
with her. Cal drew a deep breath and 

leaped out of the car. He 
felt master of this situa­
tion, and something 
stirred in him, deeper and 
more fiery than the situa­
tion seemed to justify.

When Hatfield halted 
at the porch Cal deliber­
ately looked into the car, 
and seeing Miss Stock­
well’s bags he promptly 
lifted them out. Hatfield 
swaggered out of his seat.
“Hey, Thurman, 

what’re you up to?” he 
demanded.

Everybody turned to 
stare.

“Bid, I’m relievin’you 
of Miss Stockwell’s bag­
gage,” said Cal coolly. “I 
was sent to meet her an’ 
I’m goin’ to take her 
home.”

Hatfield’s muscular 
body jerked with a start 
of angry passion, and for 
an instant he glared darkly 
at Cal, with the blood 
slowly leaving his face. 
There was more here than 
the mere opposition con­
fronting him. Then he 
masked his true feelings.

“Well, Cal, you didn’t 
show Up an’ nobody else 
in your outfit had any 
manners, so I offered to 
escort Miss Stockwell,” he 
said.

“Outfit! Oh, then you belong to the 
Four T’s—at the Thurman ranch where my 
sister lives? ” cried Georgiana eagerly.

“Wai, miss, you shore hit it on thehaid,” 
drawled Wess with his engaging smile. He 
had recovered his balance. Blandly he in­
troduced his comrades. “This heah is Ari­
zonie, who ain’t got any other name. An’ 
this’s Panhandle Ames an’ heah’s Tim 
Matthews.”

Georgiana gave all in turn her hand and 
a look that further marked their utter de­
moralization.

“And Mr, Cal Thurman—where is he?”- 
she queried.

“Wai, you’re shore mistaken, an’ Cal 
won’t be flattered,” replied the rider. “I’m 
Wess Thurman, an’ we—us heah—thet is 
I—I come to meet you an’ take you to your 
sister.”

Miss Georgiana eyed Wess dubiously, 
and her thoughts must have been varying 
and bewildering, until she gathered some­
thing of the truth of the situation.

“ I was told down the road that Mr. Cal 
Thurman telephoned he would meet me,” 
she said. “Where is he?”

“Wai, miss—you see,” floundered Wess, 
trying to arise to his opportunity. “Cal’s 
only a boy—an’ he was takin’ a lot on him­
self. Now I’m agoin’ to take you out to 
Green Valley Ranch.”

“You are very kind,” replied Georgiana 
sweetly. “ Did my sister Mary send you to 
meet me?”

“Wai, I reckon—not jest that—but we— 
the boys—I mean I said I’d shore see you 
home safe,” replied Wess, swallowing hard 
in the stress of the moment.

Miss Georgiana gazed roguishly up at 
him and then at Arizonie, who was edging 
closer, and then at Panhandle and Tim 
Matthews, now showing signs of animation.

“Z~'OME over to the garage with me an’ 
I’ll put you in a car,” said Hatfield,

lift out numerous pieces of hand baggage, 
grips and bags of a quality and style seldom 
seen at Ryson. These he deposited upon 
the steps. Next he helped someone out.

The first passenger to alight was a very 
young girl, it seemed to Cal. His view was 
obstructed by Jake, who appeared to be 
making a gallant of himself. Everybody 
on the porch stared. The girl, carrying a 
hand satchel, tripped up the steps. Cal 
caught a glimpse of blond curls and the 
flash of a white face and a rosy cheek. She 
went into the store. Cal, waiting for the 
next passenger, made ready to go forward 
and do his duty. But no one else alighted.

Cal stared. Suddenly he realized that 
the stage was empty. There were no more 
passengers. His first sensation was one of 
unutterable relief. Miss Stockwell’s sister 
had not come. She had missed the stage or 
had not come at all. The joke would be on and gathering up several of her bags he 
the boys. He glanced away from the stage 
to the porch where they stood. Wess 
looked dazed; Panhandle was in a trance; 
Tim stared open-mouthed at the wide door 
of the store; and Arizonie seemed suddenly 
to be recovering from some shock and to be 
reminded of his radiant personal adornr 
ment. He was fussing with his hair, then 
his scarf. He changed his gloves from one 
hand to another, and began to Walk toward 
the door in the most hesitating manner.

But he never reached it. He was halted 
by a vision of youth and beauty that 

emerged from the doorway. She crossed 
the threshold, came out on the porch. It 
seemed to Cal that everyone was struck as 
he was struck—incapable of movement.

The girl he had imag­
ined a child, now facing 
him, was certainly a 
young lady. She had big 
violet eyes that peered ex­
pectantly all around her. 
Her face was white except 
for a rosy color high on 
her cheeks. Her lips were 
red as carmine. She wore 
a tan-colored dress, styl­
ishly cut and strangely 
short. It reached only to 
the turn of her knees. 
Cal’s bewildered glance 
caught a glirhpse of slen- 
der, shapely black- 
stockinged legs before it 
flashed back to her face.

“Mister Driver, jjou 
said there was someone to 
meet me,” she spoke up, 
in sweet high-pitched 
voice.

“Shore thar is, judgin’ 
from appearances,” 
laughed Jake, looking up 
from his task with the, 
mail bags. His bronzed 
face wrinkled with a smile. 
“An’ if thar wasn’t, miss, 
you’d hev no call to werry. 
Wait till I carry in these 
mail bags.”

** Oh* it’s Nifty* All Right* But Too Wild and Woolly for Muh 1



36 THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN. May S, 1923

W
HEN you sit beside that simple 
little box containing Radio­
Craft’s D-4 ?3S Receiver, you 
are audience for whatever you want to 

hear of the operas, the concerts, the 
stories, the songs, that come from.-the 
big broadcasting stations within a circle 
a thousand miles across. D-4 reaches 
out five hundred miles in any direction 
and brings into your home whatever 
program you want to hear—and brings 
it in with all its original beauty and 
clearness. Such is the marvelous 
achievement of the regenerative circuit 
when it is harnessed to compact ef­
ficiency by the time-proven De Forest 
parts of which this fine little set is made.

Master of 
a Thousand Miles 

of Enjoyment
You are that with D-4 alone. When 

you add RadicCraft’s D-5 2-Stcp Am­
plifier, you practically double this reception 
range on head phones, or actuate a loud 
speaker at the original range. All De 
Forest dealers also carry RadioCraft sets.

RADIO 
r IVlLll/ CATALOGS

We will mail you the RadioCraft catalog 
and price list if you are interested in 
Regenerative Sets, or the De Forest 32-page 
catalog and prices if you want full infor­
mation on De Forest parts or sets, includ­
ing the new thousand-mile range D-7-A 
Reflex with 2-foot Indoor Loop, price 
$125.00. Address letter or postcard to

THE RADIOCRAFT CO., Inc 
Department C-1

139 Franklin Street, Jersey City, N. J,

Wonderful New 
Garden Machine
Puts an end to the slow, tiresdme, 
back-breaking work. Enables 
you to grow far better gardens.
DAD VCD WEEDER, MVLCHER
dArMlix and cultivator
Simply push along the rows (like 
a lawn mower). .8 blades revolving against under­
ground knife destroy the weeds and in the same 
operation chop up clods and crusted surface into 
a level, moisture-retaining mulch. Intensive 
cultivation. “ BestWeed Killer EverUsed.”Aboy can 
run it, do more and better work than 10 men with 

hoes. Guards protect 
leaves. Shovels for deeper culti­

vation. Inexpensive. Used by thou­
sands of marhet gardeners, experiment 
stations, town and farm gardeners.

FREE BOOK—Tells how to get the 
finest possible garden results. Illus­
trates. describes BARKER; gives 

prices delivered, etc. Write today for 
thia valuable free book
BARKER MFC. CO., Boil 4. David Gtj.Nebr.

pDUffi!
W.SMITH GRUBBE^O. H

GATALOE FREE-DEpf. 3 LA CBESCENTT MINN?

FHEGEltUlME— 

SMITH

The Code of the West
(Continued from Page 13)

Hatfield, or the boys trom the Thurman 
ranch! Cal felt the blood rise to his temples.

“Mr. Bid Hatfield, if it were a matter of 
choice I’d much rather go with you,’’ re­
plied the girl sweetly. “But as my sister 
sent him to get me I can only------ ’’

“Pardon me,” interrupted Cal curtly. 
“I’m glad to get out of takin’ you. But I 
advise you to go with my cousin Wess. For 
if you go with Hatfield you will not be wel­
come at Green Valley. I’m tellin’ you this 
for your sister’s sake.”
. Cal turned away, leaving the girl both 
affronted and troubled. At this juncture 
someone shouted from the store: “Cal 
Thurman, you’re wanted on the phone.”

Cal plodded up the steps and into the 
store, looking neither to right nor left. He 
was aware of footsteps following him in, but 
he was too miserable to take any further 
notice of anyone.

“Hello,” he called into the teleohone
“Hello, is that you. Cal?”
“Yes, it’s me.”
“This is Mary Stockwell talking. . . . 

Cal, has the stage come with my sister?”
“I reckon so,” replied Cal grimly.
“Oh—oh—Cal, dear boy, is she all 

right?”
“I reckon so,”
“Oh—hurry, Cal. Fetch her out. I’m 

wild to see her. And Cal, you’re glad now 
I made you go, aren’t you? You’ll forgive 
me for fooling you—about the picture?”

“I’ll never forgive you—never.”

There was no instant response. Then 
the teacher’s voice came again, different 
in tone; “Why, Cal—you don’t mean that. 

. It was only fun. You’ve played jokes on me. 
And I thought this would please you. I was 
so glad you alone of the boys offered to go— 
to meet what you supposed would be a 
cross, ugly old maid. It was fine of you. 
Cal. Why are you off ended ? ”

“Aw, because I’ve been made a fool be­
fore a crowd,” replied Cal. “Wess .an’ the 
boys came in to play some low-down trick 
on me. , . . You see, teacher, I was 
lookin' for—for the person who’d look like 
the picture you showed me. An’ when a 
pretty kid of a girl hops out of the stage I — 
I never thought it might be your sister. I 
was the last to find that out. . . . Then 
someone I’ve no use for went up to her— 
an’ when I woke up an’ introduced my­
self—said you’d sent me to meet'-her— 
then—then she insulted me right before 
him—an’ all the crowd.”

“ Insulted you 1 Oh, Cal, don't say that,” 
returned Miss Stockwell in distress. “I’m 
sorry. Cal. Why, I wanted you to be the 
lucky boy. . . . Tell me, who went up 
to Georgiana? Was it Bid Hatfield?”

“ Yes it was, an’ she told him she’d prefer 
to go with him. Right before Wess an’ the 
boys, an’ everybody! That’s what’s so 
bad. . , . Why, teacher, you don’t know 
the West. I’ll never live that down. , , , 
It’s only fair to say Hatfield was first to 
show your sister courtesy. But I was lo­
coed, I tell you, . , . Oh, I’ve made a 
mess of it. . . . Teacher, I’ve told her 
she’d better go home with Wess—that if 
she goes with Hatfield it might make bad 
feelin’ for you.”

“Cal, my sister is coming home with 
you," declared Miss Stockwell. “Call her 
to the phone.”

Thus admonished Cal turned away, 
smarting and tingling from the forced ex­
pression of his feelings. He almost bumped 
into Georgiana, who evidently had been 
standing there. The pertness had gone 
from her face. She looked perturbed, and 
her eyes met his rather questioningly.

“Your sister wants to speak to you,” 
said Cal.

The girl ran, and snatching up the re­
ceiver she stood on her tiptoes. “ Hello, 
hello. This is Georgie. . . . Yes, yes! 

Oh, Mary—sister—I’m wild with joy, I’m 
here—out West—will see you soon. I’ve so 
much to tell you—and presents from 
mother—everybody.”

Cal felt a singular break in his abject 
misery, and it came through the sweet, low, 
broken voice of the girl.

“Yes, Mary, I hear you—I’ll listen,” 
went on the girl eagerly. At that Cal 
hhlted, half turned and watched the slim, 
slender form, strained up before the tele­
phone. He heard the squeaking of the 
voice coming over the wire and it seemed to 

be direct, forceful speech. Miss Georgiana 
started. “Oh, Mary!” she expostulated 
appealingly. Then she became perfectly 
motionless, intent and absorbed. Cal di­
vined that Miss Stockwell was saying some 
strong things to this little sister. That 
seemed to afford him a melancholy gratifi­
cation. How trim and neat the slight figure 
of the girl as she stood there breathlessly! 
He saw the golden, rebellious curls peeping 
from under her bonnet. Then she spoke 
again, evidently under different stress. 
“Mary dear. I’m afraid I’ve been rude— 
ungracious to Mr. Thurman. But when I 
explain you won’t think so badly of me. 
I ran into some deep stuff here, believe 
me. , . . Yes,■'I will start at once 5ind with 
hini^if he’ll take me now. Good-by.”

She hung up the receiver and then she 
wheeled swiftly and almost ran up to Cal. 
It was not the same girl.

“TX/TR. CAL,” she began, “sister has ex- 
IVx plained—my aunt’s picture—how 

your brothers and cousins refused to meet 
me . . . that you alone were kind 
enough—good enough to come. That those 
boys had framed up some trick to play on 
you. ... I apologize for what I said. 
I’m ashamed. Won’t you forgive me—and 
take me to Mary?”

She had seemed to come closer all the 
time she was speaking, until her appealing 
hand touched his arm. She lifted her face 
that suddenly became beautiful and sweet 
in Cal’s dawning sight. Her violet eyes 
held him. They were darkening with 
thought, troubled, sincere, yet audacious. 
And it seemed that before them, in a flash, 
he fell crashing to the first headlong love 
of his life. After that nothing was clear. 
The sweet face floated before him, hazily, 
the face of a dream. He spoke, trying to 
tell her he would be glad to take her home. 
Then—proudest moment he had ever 
known—she was holding his arm, walking 
beside him out of the dOor, across the porch, 
with her beautiful head erect, looking up at 
him, seeing none of the gaping bystanders, 
gliding so coolly and disdainfully past Wess 
and his comrades, oblivious of the crest­
fallen Hatfield—down the steps and out to 
the car.

Merry and his pack and the girl’s numer­
ous pieces of baggage comfortably filled the 
after section of the car. Then Cal cranked 
the engine. It started with a strange sound, 
entirely foreign to him. Was it only the 
confusion of his brain ? Anyway it started. 
Cal climbed in beside the girl, tremendously 
aware of her presence, of her perfect self­
possession and poise, of the smile that en­
veloped him. His hands shook a little. 
Then when he tried to drive off he was 
dumfounded to see that the car would not 
budge an inch. The engine had stopped.

IV

CAL sat there at the wheel, suddenly 
realizing that what he had anticipated 

had begun to happen. He swore under his 
breath. And for an instant he hated the 
curious crowd lined up on the porch. The 
feeling, however, was only a flash. No mat­
ter what happened, Georgiana May Stock- 
well was with him.

“You stalled the engine,” she said 
brightly.

“Stalled? Well, that’s a new one on 
me,” he replied. Then in lower tone he 
added: “Your sister told you Wess an’Jjis 
gang had put up a job on me, didn’t she?”

“Yes. That’s one reason why I was so 
ashamed.”

“ I’ve got a hunch they’ve fooled with the 
engine when I left the car at the garage,” 
whispered Cal. “It’s sure cornin’ to me. 
An’ it’s hardly fair to ask you to stick by 
me. But I'm askin’ you. It's started bad 
for me, but will you stick to me an’ be 
game?”

“Game is my middle name,” she whis­
pered back with a flash of fun and fire in her 
eyes. “I’ll stick if we have to walk.”

The look of her as she faced him, young 
and eager and defiant, the quick whispered 
words that established her championship 
of him—these more than compensated Cal 
for the humiliation he had sufered.

“Reckon I’d better confess I’m’no me­
chanic. 1 dou't know an engine from a fence 
post,” he said.

Her low laugh was cut short by Wess 
Thurman’s drawling out: “Wai, Cal, do 
you want a team of bosses?’!

$25022 to $50022
Grinding Meal, Feed and Cereals 

in your community on this entirely new

MARVEL
Combination Cereal Mill
A wonderful new roller mill, the only thing of the 

kind on the market and marvelously successful since 
its introduction only a few months ago.

A boy can operate it successfully. There is, ri^ht 
now and all the time, a great demand at good,prices 
in your community for all of the various products 
made on this mill, among which are:
Marvel Corn Meal, a high grade table meal pro­
duced .at rate of 10 bushels per hour.
Vita Wheat Flour, a whole wheat health product. 
Vitacreme Pancake Flour, a ready prepared flour. 
Marvel Scratch Feed, large cracked com.
Marvel Chick Feed, small cracked corn.
Vitems of Wheat, a delicious breakfast cereal. 
Vita Wheat, equally as delicious and laxative as a 
breakfast cereal.
Vitems of Corn, nutty and appetizing grits. 
Buckwheat Flour, property ground.
Marvel Hog Chops, produced at rate of 30 bushels 
per hour.

All the above are packed under attractively de 
signed orange and blue brands, which are copyright­
ed and printed on cartons and both paper and cotton 
sacks, with your name printed on as the miller, and 
are for your free use to your trade when you own 
one of these wonderful money-making mills.

Price is only $575.00. Termsone-half cash, balance 
12 monthly noves. Sold on 30 days’ free trial.

You run it with 6 horse power, and a small room 
is the only mill house you will need to start in busi­
ness. This self-contained Marvel Combination 
Cereal Mill does all of the grinding and bolting of all 
kinds of meals, feeds and these cereals in one ma­
chine. Our Book of Directions makes everything 
BO plain that you easily make all of these products 
by the mere changing of sieves, which is as easy as 
opening and closing a window.

Here is the greatest bona fide money-making busi­
ness you ever had the opportunity of getting into on 
such a small investment. Jump onto this proposition 
for your community before someone else snaps it 
up. Write today for free descriptive circular i 
‘•MY OPPORTUNITY.” 1

The Anglo-American Mill Co.
2420-2426 Kennady Ave., 

Owensboro, Ky.

Farm Account 
Book FREE

ST®¥
SAMSON

Hyatt Rouen BeARiNs uinnEO 
Proven 28% more efficient in actual tests. 
Oil but once in 2 years. Eliminates tower 
climbing. Pumps when others are still. 
Heavy. Longlived. 11 sizes. Furnished 
foranymakeof tower. Writeforcatalog. 

L STOVER MFG. & ENGINE COMPANY
73 State St., Freeport, Pl., U. S. A.

Write us, telling the size of the silo you own 
or intend to buy this year and mention the 
name and address of your implement dealer. 
We’ll mail you free a 50-page Farmers’ Record 
and Account Book.

This is arranged for the easy taking of farm 
and household inventories, and for the keep­
ing of simple accounts which will show a com­
plete and accurate financial condition of your 
year’s business. It will help you find and stop 
the money leaks.

Ask also for Papec Catalog covering the 
1923 improvements—at a lower price! It 
shows why your dollars buy more in a Papec



THE COUNTRY GENTLEMAN 37

"Thet tin Lizzie has died right thar in 
her tracks,” said Panhandle.

Tim Matthews sauntered down the porch 
steps with nonchalant confidence.

“ Mebbe yore out of gas,” he said.
Cal saw how Georgiana was studying 

them, wonderingly, as if fascinated. She 
saw through them. She was biting her red 
lips to hold back her merriment. Then Cal 
thrilled to see Tuck Merry unlimbering his 
long length out of the back of the car.

“Buddy, let me give this can the once 
over,” he said. “ I used to run a cheese cut­
ter for a condensed-milk company.”

Tuck leisurely went round to the front of 
the car and threw back the cover of the en­
gine, and craning his long neck he bent his 
head clear out of sight. He was whistling. 
Then he straightened up to look over and 
handle parts of the engine.

“Haw! Haw!” roared Bloom from his 
post on the porch. “Shore this’s a side 
show.”

Merry paid no attention to him or to the 
others who laughed at his sally, but went 
on leisurely examining the engine.

Finally he straightened up, and with his 
hand on the machine stood in the posture 
of an orator about to speak.

“Buddy, this here engine has been 
monkeyed with by someone who doesn’t 
know the combination,” he said blandly. 
“The carburetor has been detached from 
the ventriculator and the trolley wire is off. 
The ignition system has been jammed in 
the midriff. Outside of that the engine is 
all right.”

Gee ! Isn’t there anythin’ more out of 
whack?” asked Cal, almost bursting 

with glee. Moreover, there was some­
thing marvelous happening. His hand had 
dropped to the seat and the girl, in her ex­
citement, was squeezing it.

“That’s all I can see offhand,” replied 
Tuck, “except some parts are missin’. But 
I can make her run all right.”

Wess dropped back beside Cal. “Wai, 
kid. I’ll relieve you of Miss Stockwell an’ 
get her home for dinner.”

“Wess, I’d hate to tell you what I 
know,” said Cal.

“Aw, now, would you?” queried the 
other banteringly. He did not know just 
how to take Cal’s change of aspect and 
tone. Then his keen eyes saw Cal’s hand 
over Georgiana’s and he actually gave a 
start.

“Wai, takin’ all in all, you ain’t so slow,” 
he said. “But considerin’ thet Miss Stock- 
well must be got home I’ll have to tag you. 
Shore it’s a cinch you can’t take her in this 
wagon.”

Whereupon he strode off toward the ga­
rage. Arizonie and Panhandle hurried after 
him, but Tim lagged behind long enough to 
shoot a hard look at Tuck Merry and a 
languishing glance at Miss Stockwell.

“Tuck, hurry an’ hook up the engine,” 
said Cal. “Let’s rustle out of here.”

Merry bent over the machinery, dex­
terously using his big hands, while the by­
standers stirred and shuffled on the porch. 
Some of them laughed and exchanged jest­
ing remarks. Cal caught the eyes of Bloom 
and Hatfield upon him and the girl.

“Holdin’ hands, heh?” queried Bloom 
coarsely in his loud voice.

IT WAS Cal who blushed and withdrew 
the hand that had unconsciously covered 

hers. Even in the moment of sudden con­
sternation and anger he saw that she 
showed surprising indifference to the at­
tention thus rudely turned upon her. Merry 
jerked up quickly from his task over the 
engine. Bloom must have seen or felt 
contempt in the girl’s utter lack of embar­
rassment or shame, and probably misun­
derstood it.

“Wai, Bid,” he said just as loudly, turn­
ing to Hatfield. “Thet bare-legged chicken 
is some looker, but you ain’t missin’ so 
much. Funny aboot these Eastern fe­
males------ ”

“Shut upl" yelled Tuck Merry, and 
moved away from the car toward the porch.

Cal jerked as if a startling current had 
shot through him. In a furious anger he 
strove to get out of the car. But the girl held 
him. “Please—don’t^—don’t—it was my 
fault,” she whispered pleadingly. “Don’t 
let me start a fight the very first thing.”

“But—he insulted you.”
“Wait! Hold on—please—I beg you,” 

she added, clasping his arm tight. “Oh— 
think how my sister will be ashamed of 
me!” I

Cal might have been proof against her, 
but he saw that Merry had taken the matter 

in hand, and suddenly he relaxed, to sink 
back in tlffe car. Georgiana still clung to 
him.

“ What'n blazes's eatin’ you ? ” demanded 
Bloom, striding to the porch steps to con­
front Merry.

“I'm a stranger out here,” said Merry, 
mounting the steps. “I’m from the East. 
And I don’t take kindly to the remark you 
made. Do Arizona men talk that way 
about Eastern women?”

“They shore do when them women have 
painted faces an’ bare knees like thet girl,” 
declared Bloom.

“But, mister, down East a little arti­
ficial color and a short skirt don’t call for 
insults,” averred Merry gravely. “It’s the 
style. I’ve a kid sister who wears the same.”

WAL, you an’ your sister an’ all sech as 
thet chicken had better stay where 
you belong,”said Bloom. “The West won’t 

stand for you. An’, stranger, let me give 
you a hunch. The Tonto Basin is shore 
West clear through.”

“Mister, I’ve met a lot of men, and with 
all respect to your Tonto code I’ll Say no 
real man anywhere talks like you.”

“Say, you starved-lookin’ bag of bones!” 
roared Bloom furiously. “ Do you hev any 
idee who you’re ravin' at?”

“I’m telling you, mister,” replied Merry, 
his casual voice so marked in contrast to the 
strident one. “Vou’re no real Westerner. 
You’re a poor fish. I’ll bet you’re yellow 
clear to your gizzard.”

Bloom appeared suddenly bereft of rea­
son. With a slow, ponderous motion he 
swung back his arm.

Then Merry’s right hand shot up so 
swiftly that Cal could not follow it. But 
he saw the result. Merry’s fist stopped at 
Bloom’s nose—not a hard blow, but evi­
dently peculiarly placed. Bloom’s head 
jerked back and blood squirted from his 
nose. He let out a hoarse cry of pain. The 
spasmodic working of his face likewise at­
tested to a sudden excruciating sensation. 
Then as he steadied himself on his feet 
Merry’s left hand shot out. It hit Bloom in 
the waist somewhere and sounded like a 
bass drum. Bloom gave a terrible gasp. 
His mouth opened wide and his whole face 
became a network of strained wrinkles. His 
hands fluttered to his body, and he began 
to sink down. The breath had been expelled 
from him. Then as he was sagging Merry 
knocked him in a heap to the porch floor.

“Where’s that swell motion-picture pard 
of his?” inquired Merry of the bystanders.

“Keep clear of me or I’ll throw a gun,” 
declared Hatfield threateningly, moving 
back into the store.

“Say, you handsome Tonto masher, you 
couldn’t throw anything but a bluff,” re­
torted Merry, striding across the porch.
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ONE of the men barred his way. “Stran­
ger, let well enough alone. Bid might 

throw a gun at thet. An’ seein’ you ain’t 
packin’ any it’s wiser to hold in. Don’t 
ever run after any fights in the Tonto. 
They’ll come to you fast enough.”

Thus admonished Merry turned away 
and went back to the car. Meanwhile the 
bystanders had crowded round the pros­
trate Bloom, and Wess with his comrades 
had arrived in the big car. Cal sat perfectly 
still, but inwardly he seemed to be a riot of 
nerve and pulse. The girl was clinging to 
him, and still clung even when Wess leaped 
out of his car and jumped to accost Cal.

“Boy, what’s come off?” he demanded 
sharply.

“Wess, it isn’t anythin’ to get riled at, 
but I’d given a great deal if you’d seen 
it. . . , Bloom made an insultin’ remark 
about Eastern girls. An’ Merry soaked him. 
That’s all.”

“Wai, I’ll be gosh-durned!” ejaculated 
Wess with the tight coldness of his lean face 
relaxing. “Thet queer-lookin’ Jasper! 
Could he hit anybody ? It ain’t believable. 
Reckon he throwed a hammer or wrench, 
huh?”

“Oh, Merry threw somethin’ all right,” 
laughed Cal.

J ust then the circle of bystanders round 
Bloom opened to show several of them as­
sisting him to his feet. He was unable to 
stand alone.

“I’ll get you!” he cried hoarsely as the 
men dragged him into the store.

Very curiously then Wess Thurman 
strode up to Merry, and after him came 
Arizonie and Panhandle, unquestionably 
friendly.

Merry paid no heed to Wess and went 
on working over the engine until sud­
denly it started.
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“ Cal, see heah,” Wess said, turning, 
“you’d better let the little lady go home 
with me.”

“Oh, thank you, Mr. Thurman, you’re 
very kind indeed,” interposed Georgiana 
demurely, “but I’m going with Mr. Cal.”

“Wai, you might have to walk,” re­
joined Wess rather gruffly,

“That would be lovely. I adore walk­
ing-” , . .

Wess vouchsafed no reply to this, mani­
festly giving in with poor grace, and with a 
meaning glance at the rattling derelict he 
strode back to the touring car.

Merry climbed into the back seat and 
slammed the door. Cal, with deep and 
secret misgivings, put on the power, half 
expecting that the car would refuse to 
move. But to his delight it started off as 
if running smoothly was its especial forte.

“Say, Cal,” yelled Arizonie, “we’ll hang 
along behind an’ pick up the pieces.”

Cal drove by Wess and Panhandle and 
Tim, on past the garage, where the me­
chanics peeped out in sure betrayal of their 
part in the plot, and down the dusty road 
out of the village into the country. The 
driving, and getting away from Ryson, re­
lieved Cal of the necessity of strain and 
left him to the mercy of new and strange 
sensations. Much that he had feared had 
come to pass, but differently, and it had 
lost its hatefulness. All the rest seemed 
mysterious and exalting. Something had 
happened. He felt keen, light, buoyant, 
and yet shy. A glamour floated over the 
valley, not all the rosy veils and golden 
glints of the westering sun. The drowsy 
air, beginning to cool, smelled and tasted 
sweet to Cal. But despite all this there was 
a vague strange dread deep in his soul. Like 
a shadow behind the radiance of mind 1

The girl sat quietly for the first mile or 
so of that journey. Cal saw out of the 
corner of his eye how still and thoughtful 

she appeared. He noticed when she be­
gan to take interest in the ride and in him. 
Several times she peeped up at him, and 
each time that sign thrilled him.

Presently she turned to address Merry.
“Mr. Merry, thanks for—for defending 

Eastern girls, ” she saidhesitatingly. ‘ ‘ That 
boob was horrid and just what you called 
him. I never saw any one hit as you hit 
him. I’ll say you handed him one.”

“Don’t mention it,” replied Tuck gal­
lantly. “I’m a ladies’ man. And I’ve a 
little sister just like you, only not so 
pretty.”

“Thank you. So you’re a flatterer as 
well as a slugger,” she said merrily. “Mr. 
Cal, what do you think about it?”

“Please don’t call me mister,” replied 
Cal. “What do I think about Tuck? 
Wonderful fellow! Oh, it was grand when 
he walked up on Bloom and called him all 
that—and punched his nose—thumped 
his big paunch—then slammed him hard. 
Aw, great 1 If only Enoch could have seen 
that!”

“Who’s Enoch?” asked the girl.
“My older brother. He’s the finest fel­

low. He an’ Bloom are set against each 
other something bad. An’ we all side with 
Enoch. A Thurman sticks to a Thurman, 
right or wrong. But in this case we’re 
right. Bloom is no good, an’ that showy 
rider of his. Bid Hatfield - -----”

Cal checked his impulsive speech. Re­
call of Hatfield was singularly bitter at 
this incomprehensibly sweet moment. And 
likewise. Miss Georgiana seemed to feel 
the silencing effect of the thought of Hat­
field, Her pensiveness 'stormed Cal’s 
heart with an utterly new sensation—the 
fire of jealousy.

ONCE he looked back down a long 
straight stretch of road. The big Thur­

man car, with Wess and the boys, was hang­
ing back there. Cal was grimly reminded 
of the fact that they were driving slowly, 
waiting for the inevitable disaster.

“Cal, this limousine seems to be holding 
together,” she said presently,

“Yes. Did you expect it’d fall apart?” 
“It’ll spread pretty soon and we’ll go 

one way while Mr. Merry goes the other.”
“Aren’t you afraid of autos?” he queried 

curiously.
“Afraid! I should say not. What of?”
“Why, accidents, of course. I sure am 

afraid of them. But I love a wild horse.”
“What’s the use to be afraid? If you’re 

going to get it in the neck you’ll get it, 
that’s that. Oh, I should worry.”

She was a wholly new species of girl to 
Cal, and the more he talked to her the 
greater grew his confusion. But one thing he

gathered—along with his confusion grew 
her charm.

“Oh, what beautiful country!” she ex­
claimed when Cal turned the last curve of 
the valley road and headed into the foot­
hills.

“Beautiful isn’t strong enough. Miss 
Georgiana. It’s glorious. You just wait.”

“Cut out the formal stuff, for tripe’s 
sake,” she'said impatiently.

“What?” asked Cal blankly.
“Can the miss, will you? I’m not an old 

lady. I’m only seventeen. Call me Geor­
giana.”

“Oh—I—I see—all right,” rejoined Cal 
confusedly. But the shock he had sustained 
was not pleasurable. Still her praise of his 
beloved Tonto warmed him toward her.

The sun was about to go down behind 
the ragged golden-hazed range of moun­
tains in the west, and the most lovely mo­

ment of the day was at hand
Gal yielded to an uncontrollable impulse. 

At 'the summit of a foothill he stopped 
the car and bade Georgiana look around. 
She uttered a little cry, not of delight or 
wonder, but of some new emotion, born of 
that wild niountain prospect. The green 
rolling valley waved away to the Mazat- 
zals, blue massed, gold tipped, marvelously 
canopied in a purple haze. Long dark green 
slopes lifted for leagues and leagues mount­
ing to the noble brow of the Mongolion 
Rim, where blazed the last fire of the sun.

Close at hand the foothills presented soft 
rounded contours of green brush and yellow 
earth alternating in patches. Cal pointed 
out to the girl the manzanita, with its 
smooth red-barked branches, its glistening 
green leaves, like wax, its gold-hued ber­
ries. To the eastward rose the foothills, 
higher and higher, growing green and dark 
with cedar, juniper and at last the pines, 
all mounting in sloping billows to a great 
dominating landmark, a flat-topped, black- 
fringed mountain called Promontory Point, 
standing out from the Rim to catch the last 
glittering rose and gold of the sunset. To 
the southward the country fell away into 
the numberless dark shadowy lines of 
ridges and canons that constituted the 
Tonto Basin, and at this bewitching mo­
ment all was bathed in a strangely beautiful 
and unreal light, purple and lilac, exquisite 
and intangible as the shadow cast by a rose.

“You love it all—don’t you?” she said 
as Cal ended his enthusiastic designation of- 
the country visible to them.

“Yes,” he replied.
“Oh, it’s nifty, all right,” she replied, 

“but too wild and woolly for muh. I went 
to New York City once, and say, take it 
from Georgie, there’s the place for me.”

“TTUH! I don’t doubt it,” replied Cal, 
Xi rather bluntly in his disappointment.

Then, as if to find solace for his hurt he 
turned to Merry, who had evinced a keen 
interest in all Cal had pointed out. “Tuck, 
do you like it?”

“Buddy, here’s where I homestead,” was 
the hearty reply. “I’ve been all over the 
world. But this Tonto has got ’em all 
skinned to death. I want to live here a hun­
dred years and bury four wives.”

Cal joined with Georgiana in mirth at 
Merry’s facetiousness. Then the hoarse 
honk of an automobile horn hastened Cal 
to start on again. Wess was creeping up on 
him.

“ I’m nearly—frozen,” said the girl, pres­
ently.

“That’s too bad. I forgot to fetch a robe.
Haven’t you a coat?”

“ Yes, I ’ ve a heavy coat and a sweater, too, 
but I can’t unpack them now,” she replied. 
She was indeed shivering. With the setting 
of the sun and the growing altitude, the air 
had become cold, marked by a penetrating 
quality of the desert land.

For the first time Cal deliberately ran his 
glance over her, from head to foot. Indeed 
the light flimsy dress she wore, low at the 
neck and startlingly short, was no garment 
for the Tonto at night. A girl needed to 
wear wool. Cal’s quick glance caught a 
glimpse of her bare knees, shapely, slim and 
pink, and her black stockings rolled low. 
If he had experienced any shocks hereto­
fore, what was this now? Quickly he averted 
his glance, back to the road ahead, and he 
tingled under a sensation of amaze, disgust, 
and something else he^could not define.

“ If you—you suffer from cold—why 
don’t you dress differently?” he queried, in 
a tone he meant to be casual.

“Don’t you like this dress?” she asked 
quickly.

“I should smile I don’t,” he replied.
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“What’s wrong with it?” she added with 
an irresistible concern. “It’s new—styl­
ish—all the boys said it was some swell 
rag.”

“Boys!” retorted■ Cal. “What kind of 
boys?”

“Why, all my friends,” she replied in a 
dangerous tone that warned him. Then as 
he did not answer she asked again: “ What’s 
wrong with it? I suppose you’re the arbiter 
of style in your wonderful Tonto.”

“I don’t know anything about style—or 
swell rags,” said Cal, stung by her sarcasm. 
“But I’ve got some sense. This is a moun­
tain country. You’re six thousand feet 
above sea level right here, and going higher. 
You’ll freeze to death in that—that thing. 
It’s too thin—and too low—and a mile too 
short.”

“But that’s all the rage,” she protested. 
“Every girl wears them this way. You’re 
buried alive out here. What do you .know 
of styles for women?”

“Nothing, Miss Stockwell,” he said 
stiffly. “I acknowledge that. But I can’t 
see the sense of being uncomfortable for the 
sake of what you call style.”

“How’d I know I was going up into the 
mountains where it’s winter in summer? 
But if I had known I’d have worn the same, 
only I’d had my coat out. . . . Mister 
Thurman, it may interest you to learn that 
last winter all the fashionable women wore 
skirts almost to their knees—and openwork 
lace or silk stockings and slippers. There! 
Do you get that. Mister Backwoodsman?”

“TTUH1 I reckon that is interestin’,” re- 
n. plied Cal just as tartly. “Women 

back East dress that way? In wintertime? ”
“Yes, I’ll say so.”
“Well, they’re loco,” declared Cal 

shortly. “Plumb loco—an’ that means 
crazy. Miss New York.”

“ I think you’re horrid,” she retorted 
hotly. “It’s strange my sister is so fond of 
you. ... I wish I had come with Mr. 
Bid Hatfield.”

Cal felt the blood flame and sting his face. 
W’hat a little cat she was 1 He thought he 
hated her then.

“Huh! Thank you. That’s two speeches 
of yours I’m not likely to forget,” he flashed 
back at her. “You’ve got some Western 
ways to learn, Miss Stockwell, an’ I’m 

sorry I was fool enough to open my mouth. 
We don’t savvy each other. . . . An’ as 
for what you said about Bid Hatfield—let 
me tell you out straight—you’re bein’ 
driven home now by a gentleman, even if 
he does live in the backwoods; an’ if you 
had come with Hatfield you’d have learned 
what he thought of your rolled-down stock­
ings.”

She turned quite pale and sat perfectly 
motionless, looking ahead of her. Presently 
she spoke in a different tone.

“Is that straight talk or just temper?” 
she asked quietly. “Is it square to Mr. 
Hatfield?”

“Yes, it’s straight an’ it’s square. I could 
tell you a lot, but all I’ll say is, Hatfield 
once insulted my sister. . . . Reckon I’ll 
kill him some day.”

That ’gave her a slight start and she 
turned sharply, with lips parted. Never­
theless she did not reply. Presently she re­

lapsed into pondering thought. At that 
moment Cal experienced a singular concep­
tion of what was going through her mind, 
and it seemed to him that she was strug­
gling against something he had stirred, 
either anger or contrition—that she had 
suddenly been confronted with'a naked 
truth never seen before and was fighting it 
with all her strange, practical force. The 
feeling left him as quickly, but he had 
sensed it and could not get away from its 
influence. Maybe this girl was not all she 
pretended to be.

“I ought to apologize for—for talkin’ 
familiarly about a lady’s way of dressin’,” 
added Cal with finality. “But I’d never 
have done so if you hadn’t said you were 
freezin’.”

What her reply might have been Cal 
never knew, for as she turned to him the 
engine emitted a grinding bang from its 
internals, the wheel turned out of his grasp 
and the car ran into a bank with a thud.

The girl was thrown violently against 
Cal. She did not cry out. There was a 
sound of breaking glass and of the baggage 
shifting in the back of the car.

“Buddy, we struck a hard wave,” cheer­
fully called out Merry.

“That’ll be about all,” added Georgiana.

(to be continued)

Tilth
(Continued from Page 5)

excellent results generally secured from 
growing mixed crops seem to tie on closely 
with the observation that the bacterial life 
of the soil is always found in a more healthy 
state when several plant varieties are grown 
together than when one crop occupies the 
land. And every observing farmer knows 
that mixed-grass pastures and meadows, 
and of small grains grown for feed, make a 
bigger yield than when a single variety 
occupies the land.

While soil bacteria in the main feed 
upon vegetable matter and the only way to 
keep the land in a high state of fermenta­
tion and tilth is to supply this favorite bac­
terial food, mineral fertilizers enter into the 
problem to a more or less important de­
gree. The nitrifying group of germs of the 
so-called azotobacter group is considered 
now to be the real backbone of our farming. 
But for these little busybodies working 
night and day, our nitrogen balance would 
be struck so far in the wrong direction that 
farming would be a more or less hopeless 
task. This group of bacteria shows a strong 
liking for phosphatic fertilizers, growing 
and multiplying at a rapidly increased rate 
when this element is fully supplied. Possi­
bly this fact explains, fully as much as does 
the direct plant food theory, good returns 
from far and wide through using phosphate 
fertilizers. The bacterial reaction to potash 
is noticeable, but not so striking. Mineral 
nitrogen fertilizers show a pronounced 
effect in this wise: Application of nitrate of 
soda tends to make the soil reaction alka­
line, while the action of ammonium sul­
phate is to make the soil acid. Bacteria, 
thrive best in an alkaline soil. Alkalinity, 
however, can be carried too far, causing too 
great activity of bacteria, too rapid break­
ing down of the soil vegetable matter and 
a waste of plant food, as well as destruction 
of bacterial food, and a consequent period 
of famine, unless heroic measures are taken 
to keep up the vegetable-matter supply. 

There is something in the old saying 
about lime enriching the father but impov­
erishing the son. Farmers who use lime 
liberally should make equally liberal provi­
sions for keeping the soil provided with 
vegetable matter. Excess lime builds up 
a terrific bacterial appetite which makes 
sometimes for a wasteful burning out of 
vegetable matter that must be replaced or 
else soil tilth will suffer. __

Plants do not take up carbohydrates from 
the soil, relying on their own leaf laborato­
ries for the production of these substances. 
Yet it is a fairly well-known fact that mo­
lasses or sugar often shows a great stimu­
lating effect on plant growth. A week ago I 
sprinkled a few spoonfuls of sugar over a 
fern pot here by my writing table. It had 
already been liberally supplied with dump­
ings from my pipe. A new burst of growth 
and a deepening in color is now noticeable. 
The explanation lies in the fact that sugar 
is ideal food for bacteria, greatly stimulat­
ing growth and activity. This more active 
germ life has broken down the tobacco and 
other vegetable matter in the pot. and has 
probably fixed a considerable quantity of 
nitrogen from the air, making available a 
bountiful food supply for the -fern. Of 
course sugar is too expensive a product to 
be used in field application under any cir­
cumstances, and I merely cite the case to 
show how crops are fed by this indirect 
method of feeding soil bacteria.

We are doing pretty much the same thing 
when we plan a rotation so as to yield a 
bountiful crop residue, or to have catch 
crops or winter cover crops fitted in along 
with or between the major plantings. We 
are merely feeding the soil bacteria. And in 
no inconsiderable degree this is what we do 
when we apply lime or phosphatic fertilizers 
to the land. Starve the soil bacte’ria and the 
land loses tilth. Feed this germ life in the 
land and the soil mellows and yields its 
fruit in season.

HOW you’d welcome the sure-fire, always-reli- 
able Milwaukee Timer if ignition trouble stalled 
your Ford at the roadside—miles from town!

Wouldn’t you feel safer, on your next trip, with 
a Milwaukee Timer under the rear seat, ready for 
an emergency? Better still, install a Milwaukee now 
and avoid ignition trouble.

You’ll get more pleasure from your Ford when 
it’s Milwaukee-Timed. Steadier pulling, better hill­
climbing, faster pick-up, easier starting — a big two- 
dollats’-worth, isn’t it?

Qeta Mil u/aukee from 
your dealer today. In­
stall it yourself—an 
easy, ly-minute job 
with a pair of pliers.

MILWAUKEE MOTOR PRODUCTS, INC. 
.MILWAUKEE, WISCONSIN 

fTimer Builders for over 18 Years?

MILWAUKIEE TIMEB^WMB
At auto supply and hardware 
stores, and garages. ....... 

($2.75 in Canada)
$2-00

A Better Engine 
At Less Cost

2H.P.Pulls3
$4*^00
Pittsburgh, 148.50 

Frisco, 157

New WITTE Throttling Governor— 
Latest Improvements. Do all your 
work easier—Pump—Grind—Saw.
Make money—Use cheap fuel. Any 
size you want— 
2. 3. 5. 7, 10. 15 
or 25 H-P. Cash 
or Terms. Also 
Special Saw 
Outfits. Sold on 
a Lifetime Guar­
antee. Details in 
Catalog — 
FREE.

Sirf New' 
'Cafalo

WITTE ENGINE WORKS 
2265 Oakland Ave., Kansas City, Missouri 
2265 Empire Building, > Pittsburgh, Pa. 
2265 Fremont Street, San Francisco, Calif,

uwiu o juuc UK uuuw uoK,. votuivs
J^. Dowell, Mgr., Box 22. Seymour, Ill.

DOGS

German shepherd; Airedales; Collies; Old 
English Shepherd dogs: Puppies; Br^ Spotted 

Poland China Gilts; 10c Illustrated Instructive list.
W. R. Watson, Box 1740, Macon, Mo.

LD
BRED HOGS
7^ pJERE is what Mr. Williams, owner of 

Walnut Grove Farm, says about re­
sults from the above advertisement in

—J The Country Gentleman:

le leading farm papers, but our ad in 
rd brought the most business of any.
run the inclosed ad in the earliest

Route No. 4, Bryant, Ind.’*
istock breeders make the same report. If you 
srs, let us help you reach the responsive market 
ry Gentleman. Address

department ,

NTLEMAN pFn^ylvania

MS
CALIFORNIA—To acquire information relative to some 
of the best things California has to offer the fruit grower, 
vineyardist, orange grower, dairyman, stock raiser, farmer, 
and the tourist, write Department C. Tularb County 
Board of Traob, Visalia, California. Bi^klets and 
information free.

APEX INNERINGS!

The Guarantee § 
Tag is your protec- § 
tion. Look for it; B 
insist on it. Il

// The device that stops oil pump- A 
ing, piston slap—renews power in all Kk 

Is types of internal combustion en- 
s gines: Genuine Apex Innerings are 
f fully covered by U. S. Patents. In- 
Hringements will be prosecuted. No 
' Reboring. Apex Inneringsrenewlifeand
“ guts ” of all worn motors. Automobile, 
truck, tractor, marine, light plant, sta­
tionary engine. Renewed silence, power, 
economy, long life. Retail Price 30c ea. 
up to wide or 5" dia. (Larger 50c.) 

! (jrder like piston rings. If dealer cannot
L supply, order complete set direct. Dealers; See Your Jobber.
^Thomeon-PriedlobMfg.Co., Peoria, Dept.N,lllinoi9j

Patented

No Reboring

X

The Book 
of Beautiful Homes

NATIONAL PIPE-PROTINC -COMPANY 
131 FULTON BUILDINO ' PITTSBUROH, PA.

NATCO
HOLLOW TILE

We have just published a new 
edition of our book “Natco 
Homes”, illustrated with pho­
tographs and floor plans of 
attractive, economical homes 
built of Natco Hollow Tile. 
This book will make your plan­
ning easier and will explain how 
the still air barriers of Natco 
resistsummerheat.wintercoldi 
dampness or discomfort of any 
kind. It is a valuable aid for 
the home builder, but it’s free. 
Write for a copy today.
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Mechanical Milkers 
Save Time and Money

In 20 minutes a mechanical milker will 
milk as many cows as one man can milk 
by hand in an hour — it is a necessity on every 
farm. Increases the milk yield and adds to the 
health of the cows. But when you buy your 
milker, be sure it is equipped with a

CURTIS Vacuum Pump 
"Makes theMilkevMilK'

A milker will give better results with a good vac­
uum pump. For best results insist on the Curtis— 

the product of over 67 years 
experience manufacturing 
pneumatic machinery, to 
which vacuum pu^ps are 
kindred.

Curtis
Never Leaks Oil

Never leaks oil through 
breather port—runs 10 to 14 
times longer on same quan­
tity of lubricating oil—more 
sanitary—reduces fire hazard 
and chances of breakdown. 
Hay seed, clover seed, etc., 
can’t get in crank case' and 
cut-out bearings.

Curtis Pneumatic Machinery Co.
1659 KIENLEN AVE. ST. LOUIS, MO.
Branch O^ce; 536-J Hudson Terminal, New York City

OTTAWA

Post 
Card 

TODAY!

$127.50
Above Prices 
f.o.b. Ottawa. 
For Shipment 

from Pitts­
burgh add

Carload Fr’t...........
—the most dependable 
engine on the market. 
Easier to start; Pulls more 
than its rated H-P.

BOOK FREE
Write today for your copy 
of Big Free Engine Book 
and complete list of New 
Low Prices-
Ottawa Mfg. Co., 

2094-J King St., 
OTTAWA, KANSAS

DeBk2094-JMageeBldg., 
PITTSBURGH, PA.

Engine Prices
HIT BOTTOM
Read this new schedule 
of prices; and then act! 
And, Remember—you 
are getting these Bargain 
Prices on the FAMOUS

$37.00
2 H-P.

$42.50

$69.50
5 H-P.

$97.50

Copyright 1921 
C. P. M. Co.

AIRCnMPKE55nR5-HDI5T5-TRnLLEY5-CRANE5

Send

SKMdog ^/bookI: IWfi 
32 page book—how to keep your 

dog well—how to care for him 
when sick. Result of 35 years* experi­
ence with every, known dog disease. Mailed 
FREE. Write today. Dept. 1305.

H. CLAY GLOVER, V. 8.
129 West 24th St. New York

Free Cafalop colors explains how 
money 

on Farm Trucks or Road Wagons, also 
steel or wood wheels to fit any running 
gear. Send for 
it today.

Electric Wheel Co.
9 Elm St., Quincy, HL

deoihear Wctuphone
New invention, resulting from radio 
experiments, enables the deaf to hear. 
Write for details or FREE demonstration.
GlebePh(»eftlfg.Co.,Box205-A,Reading, Mass.

CHA F F

result.

News That’s Never Printed

'TER a pro­
tracted rainfall 

recently in Tide­
water, Virginia, a farmer gazed over 
the water-soaked landscape and 
said to his colored tenant;

“Jim, if it hadn’t been for this 
big rain we would have had all our 
potatoes planted,”

"Yessir, boss, yessir, but you know the 
way it is, sir; man app’ints and God dis- 
app'ints.”

Every Man

Man discovers 
that one of the 
buttons on his coat is 

hanging by a thread. Examines it 
and wonders if it will last all day.
Decides it would be better to ease it 
off and keep it safe in his pocket.

Gives button gentle hint, expect­
ing it will drop in his hand. No re­
sult. Gives button hard pull. No 
Gives button vicious yank. Immovable.

Concentrates all his physical and nervous 
energies in one prodigious tug. Result: 
button yields a trifle and is now hanging by 
a thread slightly longer. Gets sore and de­

The Last Word

termines to ignore button; to let it swing. 
No danger of losing it; coat may fall off 
button, but button will never fall off coat. 
Glances grimly buttonward at intervals 
during day. Button still th^re.

Evening at home; discovers that he has 
lost a button from his coat; one of the other 
buttons.

Looking Forward
USED lo see the President, 

hr In pictures, twice a. year;
And if, perchance, we saw him thrice. 
We gave a hearty cheer.
But since they show the Weekly News 
A half block from our door. 
We’ve got to have a picture man 
In Nineteen Twenty-Four.

The G. O. P., the Democrat, 
The " anti" and the " pro” 
Had better, when they nominate. 
Go cautiously and slow;
For if their man won’t "movie well," 
He’ll he a four-year bore------
We’ve got to have a picture man 
In Nineteen Twenty-Four 1

—Alexander Charles Gwin.

Almost
"AUNTIE, did you ever get a proposal?” 
21 “Once, my dear, a gentleman speaking 
over the telephone 
asked me to marry 
him, but he had the 
wrong number.”

A Comparison
“T SAW the gov-

1 ernor of the 
state yesterday,” 
related old Riley 
Rezzidew, of Pe­
tunia,

“How did he im­
press you?” we 
asked.

“Well, sir, he 
looked to me as if 
it would take about 
six of him to equal 
in importance of 
appearance the 
conductor of the 
’leven o’clock flyer 
that goes through 
here.”

Thinking them to be mushrooms, 
Mrs. Chroline Bambinette and her 
children picked and ate a quantity of fungi 

in Hilldale Park yesterday afternoon. They 
were mushrooms.

James Mcjames, ninety-four years old, 
who for years had lived upon two bananas a 
day in a squalid little room, died last eve­
ning without leaving a tin box filled with 
government bonds.

Rocco Collelo, four years old, fell asleep 
yesterday morning on the rear fire escape 
of the flat on Siegel Street. He awoke 
after two hours, much refreshed.

A small gray kitten, chased by a dog, 
scrambled to the top of a tall tree on Main 
Street today and got down again without 
difficulty. No crowd collected.

Half a dozen small boys, playing scout 
in a clump of woods near East Gimlet, 
did not find the slightest evidence of a 
murder.

Seven years ago this month, Bernard 
Blooie, a young man of the poor-but-honest 
type, helped a tottering old fellow to cross a 
crowded street. This morning Blooie re­
ceived a letter from Torts & Titmarsh, 
attorneys, and on opening it discovered 

that it was a hand­
somely engraved 
notice of the firm’s 
removal to a new 
set of offices.

JohnRedfeather, 
an Indian fisher­
man and a local 
character of consid­
erable note, died 
this week of some 
other complaint 
than the infirmities 
of age. He was not 
127 years old; he 
never claimed to 
have seen George 
Washington, and 
he was not the last 
survivor of a line of 
chieftains. Histori­
cal societies every­
where are not at all 
interested.

A. H. F.

Motorist; Hey, Son, Want a Lift?
Small Boy? Nuthin*Doin’! D’ye Think Pm 

in a Hurry to Git to th* Dentist’s?
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A milker on wheels!

AN Invention by the world’s greatest 
2k milker manufacturer.

Comes complete with its own electric 
motor on wheels, ready to milk when un­
boxed.

If you have no electricity we make this 
same machine with a small, quiet-running, 
motorcycle-type gas engine in place of the 
motor.

Enables one man alone to milk 9 cows 
in 30 minutes, or 18 cows in an hour, or 36 
cows in two hours.

Runs smoothly and quietly. Built of the 
best materials obtainable. Will give satis­
faction year after year. It has the original, 
time-tried basic invention of the teat cnp 
with the compressed air squeeze (patentf d).

Can you think of anything finer than to 
have., one of these machines to do your 
milking? Tinish in one-half the usual 
time.

You owe it to yourself and family to 
have complete, detailed information on 
this wonderful invention.

Reasonable terms of only $23.00 pet 
month. Write today to

THE SHARPLES MILKER CO.
WEST CHESTER, PA-

• Dealers Everywhere

“LITEWATE JUNIOR”
DRUM OUTFIT
for Home Orchestra 
School Orchestra

Dance or
Theatre

Orchestra
only

$4860
$8.60 Dcrwn

$5.00 Monthly
Outfit contains one Lyon & Healy Professional Bass Drum; 

one Lyon & Healy Professional Snare Drum; Ludwig Pedal; 
Snare Drum Stand; Pedal Cymbal and Holder; Chinese 
Crash Cymbal and Holder; Tone Block; Pair of fine Sticks-

BIGGEST value in a complete outfit ever offered! It takes 
only practice to make you a Drummer—START NOWl 
You can practice with Player Piano or Phonograph and 
progress rapidly; soon, give HOME DANCES; and in a 
couple of months be ready to step into the school or 
regular orchestra—and earn money evenings if you 
care to. Send for details or remit first payment and we 
will ship putfit on trial! For sale by your Music Merchant.

Pre-War Prices
both when you buy from Brown. M y . 
new 1923 cut prices have made a big 
hit—lower than ever. My (I)

Direct from Factory 
freight prepaid plan of selling fence gates, steel 
posts, roofing and paints is saving money for 
600,000 farmers.Write for cut price catalog—free.

LYON &. HEALY, 70-72 Jackson Blvd., Chicago

BROWN FENCE & WIRE CO. Pept. SOI Cleveland. Ohio

tamp Poller si Mk Easy to own he® famous KIRSTIN T IH B

■ you use it. You, without extra help, can
pull large stumps easier, quicker, cheaper.
F R F F 6®°*^ 

terms, demonstrators’ dis- I 3 q . 0AY~
counts and 80-pageLand Clearing Book. | 'r n t A L

Write today. L,
A. J. KIRSTIN CO.

830 Lud St, Escanaba, Michigan

9 One-Man Stump Puller. Fays for itself as

WRITE FOR THE STORY
Something Unique

CAMEONAS
Hand-painted Florida 
Scenes on Porcelain 
Mounted as Jewelry

Many Styles 
Prices 75c and up

Artist
Mrs. A. B.Commons 

Mossdale, Fia.
Brooch XW $1-60

MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED

SAVE MONEY
WRITE FOR

FREE CATALOG
OF

AUTO SUPPLIES
MANY BARGAINS. POSTAGE PAID. Join Profit 
Sharing Club, no dues. Send for Membership Card.

HERMAN BUMILLER COMPANY
432 D MAIN STREET CINCINNATI

BRONZE FARM PICK
For eradicating shrubs and weeds with deep roots. 

New, neat, strong, well balanced, will never rust. 
Socket fits maid handle, Wt. 2X lbs.

UTNUM BRONZE CO Usnomoals. WU.


