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Jim Emett, the man on the white horse, is described by Zane Grey in the accompanying article as the most re-
markable man he ever knew. For years Emett was a sort of monarch over a wide desert area in the West. Buffalo
Jones, the famous hunter, is the middle figure. It was while with these two men on a lion hunt that Mr. Grey
first came to know the wild places in the West. The third figure in this picture is a Navajo Indian. The Indian
has a live mountain lion strapped behind him, and the horse Buffalo Jones is leading has two live lions tied on him

The Man Who Influenced

IS name was Jim Emett. He

‘had been born in a covered

wagon crossing the plains, and

all of his life had been lived on

: the desert. He told ‘'me that

five nights out of every seven he had slept

out, on the sand and the rocks, or under
the pines.

I met Emett in Flagstaff, Arizona, upon
the occasion of my first trip West with
Buffalo Jones. We iere on our way
across the desert and canyon to Buckskin
Forest, where Jones was going to lasso
mountain lions, and my part in the ex-
pedition was to photograph him doing it
and to write the story.

“Come up to the courthouse,” invited
the old plainsman, the day I arrived in
Flagstaff. “Big trial going on. Jim
Emett and his outfit are here. Emett is
on trial for the supposed rustling of cattle
over across the canyon. Saunders, a rich
cattle man, has had Emett arrested. Dim-
mick, foreman for the Saunders outfit, is
the only witness against Emett. There’s
bad blood between Emett and Dimmick.
They’ll shoot it out some day. This trial

.won’t last long. Emett has powerful
friends here.”””

It was in the courtroom that I first saw
Emett. He stood well over six feet, and
his leonine build, ponderous shoulders, and
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Me Most

By Zane Grey

_great shaggy head and white beard gave

an impression of tremendous virility and
dignity. He appeared like a patriarch to
me, and the assumption that he was a
cattle thief seemed absurd. He had a
grave, kindly countenance, rugged and
strong.

There were more than forty in his
party, rangy, lean-faced, gray-eyed men
and somber-appearing women clad in
plain flowing garments.

ON THE following day Emett was ac-
quitted. I was introduced to him in
the lobby of the little hotel, and also to his
eldest son, Snap. Emett at once took a
kindly interest in me and my first visit to
the West. I learned afterward that it was
his way to help everybody. When Jones
mentioned the object of our presence in
Flagstaff, Emett’s keen, piercing gray
eyes flashed like steel.

“Rope lions! That’ll be fun. Jones,

I’'m going with you. Suppose you throw
in with my outfit till we get to my home
.at Lee’s Ferry.”
. “W-al, I had a hunch you’d go,” replied
*Jones with a laugh. ““Fact 1s, we were
wantin’ to join your outfit across the
desert.” ;

That was how the remarkable oppor-
tunity of traveling with a caravan, in

covered wagons, came to me. It took us
ten days to cross the Painted Desert. As
the years go by I look back at that trip
with ever-growing wonder and thrill.

I made the most of my opportunity.
Often I rode beside Emett on the seat of
his covered wagon, and from the first be-
gan to appreciate that he was an extraor-
dinary man. He was not above playing
jokes on me. For that matter, there never
was a Westerner who would not delight in
tricks at the expense of an Eastern tender-
foot. The joke I remember most poign-
antly was not any fun for me at the
time, though now I can look back at it
with humor. Early one morning, as the
caravan started out across the vast color-
ful waste, Emett pointed at what I im-
agined were some black rocks, and said,
“That’s an old ruin built by a prehistoric
race. It’ll interest you. Walk over and
look at it.”

“Is it far?” I asked rather dubiously.
Already the strange, deceiving nature of
the d esert atmosphere had dawned upon
me.

“Only a few miles,” replied Emett.
‘‘And the road goes by there, to the north.
We’ve a lot of sand to cross. It’ll:be slow
travel. You’ll have time to spare.” v

“‘ Arizona miles!” drawled Buffalo Jones
as I started off.
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I turned to catch a twinkle in his eagle
eyes, but Emett’s face was a mask of
serenity and kindliness. I strode away
across the desert, and in that walk were
born many feelings which became per-
manent with me. Summed up, they mean
lore of the desert. At the end of the first
hour of brisk walking it dawned upon me.
that [ was apparently no closer to the
ruin than when I started. A few miles! I
had walked four. At the end of the second
hour I imagined the ragged black outlines
of stone had begun to enlarge and grow
clearer. - Looking north toward the road I
could see the caravan toiling on over the
sand. Thus fortified by sight of my com-
rades I pushed on, determined to see that
old ruin. I realized now, of course, that
Emett had played a trick on me.

AT THE conclusion of another hour’s
L\ valk [ reached the ruin, and found see-
ing it worth vastly more than the effort it
had cost. And to this day I can recall the
weathered rocks, placed so neatly by
human hands, and between them the red
cement, the secret of which no white
builder has yet solved, and the shallow
hollows in the slabs of stone, worn there
by moccasined feet.

I was every bit as long, if not longer,
toiling back to the caravan, which I
reached sore-footed and aching but radi-
ant. Buffalo Jones indulged in a hearty

laugh. Emett listened in silence to my.

rhapsodies about that old ruin, his clear
eyes studying me intently.

“Well,” he said finally, “if you feel that
way about a heap of stones I'm wondering
what you’ll think of Snake Gulch and the
Siwash. They’re full of caves with paint-
ings on the walls, and ruins still standing,
where nobody has bothered to dig. Ill
take you there, and we’ll make some dis-
coveries.”

From that time, though Jones and his

cowboys, and even the Indians, found
vast amusement in playing tricks on me,
Emett never did so again. Emett pos-
sessed a strange gift of revelation, some-
thing I did not hear about for a long while,
and which I did not believe in or under-
stand for years. It was connected with
his profound psychic and religious powers.
Shortly before he died, which was about
eight years later, he wrote me that the
day I had limped back to the caravan,
and, worn out and wet with perspiration,
had climbed to a seat on his wagon, he had
divined what the desert would come to
‘mean to me. He had seen all it was to
bring to me.

The last two days of that. ride over-
whelmed me with the beauty and color of
the sand and clay dunes, the wastes of
rock, the red mesas and plateaus, the long,
léevel, ragged black line of Buckskin
Forest, rising so wonderfully above the
stark and naked desert, and the stagger-
ing solemnity and sublimity of the Grand
Canyon.

We rode down and down, ever down
into what appeared an endless descent
over a torn and rent world of rock, down
into a red gulf. /

At the bottom, about the hour of sun-
set, we came to the Colorado River at the
head of the Grand Canyon. Emett had
constructed an old barge that crossed the
swift river by cable. It did not look
safe to me. And the dark red river,
roaring from a V-shaped gap in the tre-
mendous red walls, was appalling in the
extreme.

Emett drove two wagons onto the
barge. Jones and I embarked with this
first load. The water of that fearful river
surged ’round the clumsy craft, bulged
over [the bow, and swept by with sullen
roar.

“Can you swim?” asked Emett with
his genial smile. And when I replied in the

affirmative he added, “Well, I can’t. But
it wouldn’t be of any use to you here
This river is half sand. It weights you
down. . . . I lost a boat this spring at high
water. Two wagons and two men! The
ropes broke and the whole outhit went
down the canyon.”

1 shuddered as I gazed down the river
to where it disappeared in a black-walled
gorge from whence rose a deeper, more
thunderous roar. This gap was the head
of the Grand Canyon of Arizona.

It was pitch dark when we reached
Emett’s home. I could not tell much
about it. There were log cabins under
rustling cottonwoods. Back of these,
black walls of stone seemed to loom to the
white stars. Little as I could grasp about
the place then, it impressed me as had
Emett himself. I made my bed out under
the trees. Dry, sweet odors of earth and
hay, flowers and horses and burning wood
assailed my nostrils. Before I fell asleep I
became aware of falling wisps of cotton
fiom the blossoming cottonwood trees.
Dawn opened my eyes to what seemed the
strangest and most wonderful place in the
world.

METT’S home was set at the edge of

a luxuriant oasis, green with foliage and
alfalfa, colored by bright flowers, and
skut in on three sides by magnificent red
walls three thousand feet high. The
thundering Colorado formed a fourth side
and separated the oasis from another
colossal wall across the river. Paria Creek
ran down from the cliffs to water this
secluded and desert-bound spot. . The low
log cabins, crude and picturesque, were
shaded by a grove of old cottonwoods,
spreading and gnarled, like the oaks of
the Druids.

This home of Emett’s was a hundred
and sixty miles from Flagstaff, and about
as far in the other direction from any

Zane Grey, famous author, whose books have sold far into the

millions, looi{ing across Piute Canyon; Utah. The deserts of

the West, the great canyons, and the desolate mountains form the background for many of Mr. Grey’s most popular works
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Buffalo Jones climbing a big
tree to rope a mountain lion

settlement.  His only neighbors were
Navajo Indians, and they lived far across
the river, beyond the saw-toothed Echo
Chiffs.

Jim Emett had been married twice and
had eighteen children. Ilis present wife
was a comely, ruddy-

cultivation of the

chanced to sit down. Sometimes
they would remind me of Gul-
liver and the pygmies. That Jim
Emett had a great heart then be-
came as- manifest as his giant
form. I saw five tots swing from
his outstretched brawny arm.

I tramped around this oasis

the evidences of his superhuman
labors and listening to the simple,
enthralling narratives of which
he had such store. His work had
kept him out upon the open
desert ranges, where the cattle
ran, or up on the high plateaus,
where the sheep grazed. Yet
during the years there at Lee’s
Ferry he had built up a monu-
ment of labor that seemed in-
credible as the prowess of one
man. You only had to look at
his hands, however, to believe
him capable of any physical task.
They were huge and brawny, yet
remarkably mobile and deft de-
spite the horny palms and cal-
loused fingers.

Emett was a splendid car-
penter, as the cabins, sheds, and
homemade furniture attested.
He also made all the harness,
from the tanning of the hides to
the forging of buckles. He was a
capital blacksmith. I saw him
pound out a horseshoe from a
straight bar of iron. Many were
the proofs of his capacity as a
mason, especially the smooth
hearths, the splendidly-drawing
open fireplaces, the stone chim-
neys, and particularly the tunnel
piercing a corner of cliff through
which he had drawn Paria Creek
to irrigate the oasis. The or-
chard, sand fields of alfalfa, the grapevines
that Jones averred grew bunches of grapes
of incredible size, the pumpkins so big
that I could not roll one over, the intensive
rich red soil-—these
things were proof of Emett’s prowess as a

with Emett, cauging for myself

farmer. If Flagstaff had not been so many
miles and d.l)s distant he could have
made a fortune purveying fruit and grain
and other products of his oasis. The heat
of the sun, reflected from the cliff walls,
tempered the winter climate, and during
the other seasons acted most favorably
upon anything planted in that fertile soil.
But the mu“h desert was a barricr to
transportation of any perishable products,
and 1s so to this day.
NY visitor at Lee’s Ferry would have
been struck with the variety of pets
that overran the place. Dogs, rabbits, bur-
ros, a deer, a coyote, two foxes, squirrels,
cats and quail, lambs and rams, colts and
horses, all mingled together with the chil-
dren m a lazy, drowsy, contented life,
characteristic of Emett’s houschold. A
more careful search discovered differcnt
kinds of birds that made their homes in
the cottonwoods.
Emett had at one
collected this menagerie. Anything crip-
pled, hurt, lost, deserted, or sick hund
refuge with ]nn Emett. He loved and
cared for all these creatures as he did the
children. Marvelous indeed how he ever

time and another

found time for alll But he did. The
carliest streak of gray dawn m the east

found this desert man at his many tasks.

T'hey told me that Emett’s mercy and
protection extended to  outcast and
starved Indians, to wanderers of the
wasteland who happened by the Ferry, to
cowboys and sheep-herders out of jobs.
His gate was ever open. Rustlers anl
horse thieves, outlaws from the notel
Hole in the Wall, an isolated rendezvous
back in the canyon, hunted fugitives —all
were welcomed by Jim Emett. He had no
fear of any man. He feared only his God.

r[‘R[ E to his promise to join the lion-rop-

ing party Emett accompanied us when
we left Led’s F erry and continued our
journey to Buckskin Forest. The second
day out we camped on the gentle slope of
Rock House Valley.

While Jones and the cowboys pitched

faced woman, sweet-
voiced and merry, al-
ways busy and happy.

Emett’s grown boys
were true sons of the
desert, tall, lean, rangy,
still-faced and intent-

eved. They all packed
euns and wore blue

jeans tucked into boots
that were always deco-
rated with long, shiny
spurs. I grew friendly
with all these sons ex-
cept the eldest, and he
never had any use for
Buffalo Jones or me.

HESE grown sons

allhad wives and the
oasis appeared to be
overrun with good-
looking young women
and bright-eved, rosy-
cheeked, healthy, hap-
py children.

It was wonderful to
see the children flock

after Jim Emett and
climb over him if he

Buffalo Jones and Jim Emett strapping a live mountain lion to the buck ¢f a pack horse
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camp, Emett and I drove the horses down
to water. Several miles down in the val-
ley stood a little stone house, from which
the valley took its name. There was a
corral near by, into which water had
been piped. House and water belonged
o0 Saunders, the rich cattleman pl‘L\'lOUSlV
mentioned, and it was sometimes used by
his riders. But I had no inkling of this
then.

As we rode off, Jones yelled sharply to
Emett, “Hey, Jim, keep your eyes peeled
down thar!”

I thought the old plainsman’s tone and
face seemed grim, but I at once forgot my

impression.  Emett did not reply. We
drove the horses, twenty-five or more, at
a gallop down the sage slope.

We reached the corral, the gate of
which-was open. After our horses trooped
in Emett dismounted outside the corral.
The rock house was close by, and I
thought I saw thin smoke curling from
the rude chimney. Then I dismounted
and stepped away from my horse. As I
didso I heard Emett mutter a deep, fierce
imprecation.

Wheeling in surprise I saw him standing
with shaggy hair erect like the mane of a
lion, and with eyes of terrible flame di-

rected toward the rock house. Emett had
his gun leveled.

Suddenly stricken weak, I turned. A
tall man with rifle held low had just
stepped out of the door. Immediately I
recognized the golden beard and piercing
eyes of Dimmick, the man who had ac-
cused Emett of cattle rustling.

Dimmick thrust the rifle out but did
not level it. What possessed me I never
knew. Horror and fright chained my
mind, but I acted instinctively, stepping
out bet\\un the two men, still facing
Dimmick. I must have been as white as a
sheet, because (Continued on page 130)

If You Ask Me:

There is less chance of mutiny
if Dad s captain of the ship

RENZIES and fears and crises come and go 1in

their regular order; but always there remuns

with us thc uneasy conviction tlmt the coming
generation is going to the dogs and won’t amount to
much. If this conviction is based on fact, and the
boys and girls now in their teens have a little more
rope and behave with a little less decorum than those
who flourished twenty-five years ago, there must be a
reasonable explanation of the phenomenon.

Perhaps there are many explanations. I presume to
offer but one:

Twenty-five years ago, the great American husband
was the head of the house. His mate was a ““dutiful
wife,” which meant, among other things, that she did
about what she was told to do and got very little fun out
of life. Before going further we may, with propriety,
drop a tear for her. Faith, she dropped enough of her
own!

She taught the children what they knew of gentle-
ness and sweetness. She prayed for them and with
them. But she did not teach them obedience, and she
did not teach them that those who wander astray must
smart and learn contrition before- they are '1g(nn
admitted to favor.

"These things were taught by the master of the house—
the “good provider”’—the whiskered great one whose
voice was deep and whose hand was heavy.

If punishment was needed once or many times dur-
ing the day, the mother of the unruly youngster was
content to say, ‘I shall tell your father when he comes
home.” If wheedling and beguiling speech could n-
duce her to retract this dire threat the day might hold

. some pleasure still. But if she persisted and would not
relent, the remainder of the day was full of dire fore-
bodings and flesh ached in anticipation of the rod.

Note, please: The parent to be dreaded was the male
parent. Always it was the male parent who would
“tend to you” at the close of day. And if you trod in
paths of virtue and your righteousness was a product
of the rod, it must be clear that the male parent de-
served such credit as was due.

Consider, now, the school.

If there were two girls in a family,and one was pretty
and one was homdy, it was assumed that the pretty
one would get matried and the other would not. Since
her chance of getting married was slim, the homely one
was prepared for a career; that is, she was given enough
education to enable her to teach school.

While you were in the lower grades, she or one of
her clan- taught you; and during all of that time she
kept a rubber tube in her desk or a switch above the
cabinet of maps on the wall.

But you did not dread her chastisings. Some of the
larger and more hardened sinners courted them, and
erinned in derision while in process of being corrected.
The school-ma’am wasn’t the one to be dreaded.

The source of your virtue, if virtue you possessed,
was the “principal”’—a dour man of few words, who
could swing an ax or grub stumps or guide a plow or
make a six-foot dry sprout whistle as 1t descended upon
you.

Note again, please: The mentor who was dreaded was
the male.

Well, well; times have changed a great deal in a
quarter of a century, and the great American husband
has changed with them.

He was master, and his wife was “dutiful.” Then,
with increasing prosperity his heart softened and he
learned compassion. He began, out of the chivalry
that was in him, to give his wife whatsoever she might
desire.

He gave her a more convenient kitchen; he gave her
running water in the house; he gave her play-pretties
and nice frocks, and began to concede that she had
mtelligence.

He developed the habit of giving to her, and at last,
when she demanded them, he gave her the reins.
Then he washed his hands of the f‘nmlly, and devoted
himself to his labors. He stepped up several grades as
a provider. Freedom and the right to cultivate a
decent pride made his wife blossom into a new woman.
Only the children remained essentially unchanged.

The child is primitive man. No standard of ethics
is born in it. It must learn the art of walking as its
progenitors. learned the art thousands of years ago.
Men seem to improve and change considerably as the
centuries pass, but a child 1s just what a child always
has been—a bundle of appetite done up in curiosity,
and sadly in need of instruction.

And now, as always, the child learns more readily
if it has a wholesome respect for the teacher.

If modern boys and girls prance a bit too much, I
think it 1s because the reins that check them are held
in feminine hands. It is a light touch on the bits. They
know full well they can bolt when they wish. Ah, no;
madam! I do not mean to quarrel with you. Sit still,
I beg of you, and let me fetch you an ice. I mean only
to suggest that in certain unlovely phases of life the
hard hand of a man who shaves blue and talks straight

~can accomplish more than the sweetness of woman.

And one of those unlovely

phases consists in letting
the kids know just where M,/f. Q ¢ :
i 7 Mw%o

they head in, and why.
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Dr. ALBERT H. SHARPE, Dean
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Normal Course, includ-
ing Athletic Coaching, 3
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agogy in America. Summer Session. 47th year.
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Founded 1881 by Dr. D. A. Sargent
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3 year in this high grade
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to fill them. Largest foot clinic in America. Finest laboratories and
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SAVAGE SCHOOL FOR PHYSICAL EDUCATION

President: Watson L. Savage, A.M., M.D.

308 West 59th St., N. Y. C. Established 1890
Co-Educational. Offers an accredited course in the theory
and practice of Physical Education and Hygiene.
Employment Bureau for Graduates.

POSSE-NISSEN SCHOOL

of Physical Education for women. 36th year. 3 year regu-
lar course. One year special in medical gymnastics and
swedish massage. Playground work. Intensive summer
courses and camp. Dormitories. Apply to Secretary,
779 BEACON STREET BOSTON, MASS.

The Lesley School

. . . .
Kindergarten and Primary Training
Two and three year course. Industrial and playground work.

Dormitory. New school building. Address the Secretary.
29 Everett Street Cambridge, Mass.

CONN. FROEBEL NORMAL

Kindergarten Primary Training School, 186 West Ave.,

Bridgeport, Conn. Academic, kindergarten, primary and play-

ground courses. Boarding and day school. Big opportunities

for our graduates. State certificate. 28th year. Booklets.
Address MARY C. MILLS, Principal

Chicaqo Engineering
Architecture
'EGH Electricity
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DAY and EVENING CLASSES 2-yr. dié)loma; 3-yr. B. S. de-

Earn While Learning froeian short courses. 23d year.
Write for copy of our 72 page ‘‘Blue Book,’’ mailed free.

ne 232426051 Chicago Technical College

. Short-Story Writing
)\ A practical forty-lesson
\ course in the writing and
\ marketingof the ShortStory,
| taught by Dr. J. Berg Esen-
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teacher; Editor of The
Writer’s Monthly.
One pupil has earned over
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Dept. 134 Springfield, Mass.
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The Man Who Influenced Me Most

(Continued from page 55)

afterward I felt the blood return to my
tight-skinned, cold face. Then I whirled
to Emett.

“Don’t kill—each other!” I cried
inanely. “It’ll spoil my trip.”

For a tense instant Emett stood there,
gray and grim, magnificent in his menace.

‘Then he ‘sheathed his gun and turned
-away. Dimmick could have shot him in
‘the back, but manifestly. Dimmick was

not that kind of man. He dropped the
butt of the rifle to the ground and smiled
at me.

“Howdy, young feller!” he greeted me.
“You shore took chances heah!” Then
he stepped into the house and I saw him
no more. Upon our return to camp Emett
appeared his usual self. He did not men-
tion the meeting. But when opportunity
afforded I told Jones.

How his eyes narrowed and gleamed!
“I had a hunch Dimmick would be there,”
he said, slapping his knee. ‘““Boy, that
was a nervy thing for you to do. But Jim
and Dimmick will kill each other, if they
ever meet.”

Fortunately these bitter foes never
again met face to face.

N THE wild and whirling days that fol-

lowed, when I was broken in to the West,
to horses, cowboys, wild-horse hunters,
to chasing lions and hunting deer, wolves,
coyotes, foxes, bobcats and squirrels, and
even the lowly cottontail, 1t was Jim
Emett who was a boy with me. Jones
would chase and rope mountain lions, but
that was work, not fun for him, and he
would not waste time on lesser game.

Jim Emett, however, was of different
mould. He loved the outdoors, to ride
and pack and camp, and especially to
hunt. Thus he and I were together many
and many a wonderful day. Even then I
realized my marvelous good fortune to
have been brought West by Buffalo Jones,
last of the old plainsmen, and to have Jim
Emett as a constant companion in the
wildest and most beautiful country in the
world.

But it was in real outdoor adventure
that I got the most satisfaction out of
contact with Emett. It happened that
the first time I ever saw a mountain lion
treed, Emett and Jones were with me.
Jones climbed the rather small pifion
tree and, roping the lion, threw the end of
the lasso down to Emett.

“Pull him off!” yelled Jones.

Emett, with a single lunge of his huge

shoulders, jerked the lion clear out of the
tree. It bounded up, squalling frightfully,
and leaped straight at me. In a flash I
jumped over a cliff into the top of a cedar
tree and crashed through to the ground.
When I got back upon the ledge Jones
had the lion stretched out on two ropes.

“Jim—I didn’t—mean for you—to
yank him clear—out of the tree,” panted
Jones. “The idea is to let a lion—down
over a branch so I can—reach him with
another rope.”

As our hunt progressed, I could see the
ambition growing in Emett to' rope and
tie up a lion on his own account. Jones
-did not take kindly to the idea, and the

more he cautioned Emett not to attempt
it the keener Emett became. As for my-
self, I wanted to see Jim tackle a lion and
I kept asking Jones to let him try. That
irritated the old plainsman. Presently it
dawned on me that Jones was not above
playing a trick. I began to suspect that
he was waiting to foist on Emett a ter-
ribly hard job with some particular lion.
But I gave no hint of this to Emett. I
awaited the events with thrilling antici-
pation. And one day it happened—surely
the most exciting day I had ever experi-
enced.

We were hunting on a wild, isolated
plateau on the north rim of the Grand
Canyon. Lions were amazingly plentiful,
but it was hard to catch them because of
the exceedingly rough nature of the place.

On this never-to-be-forgotten day we
arranged that Emett was to hunt in
Middle Canyon, with the hounds Don and
Moze, while Jones and I were to take
Right Canyon with the hounds Sounder
and Jude. :

Jones and I rimmed a mile of our can-
yon without finding so much as a single
lion track and Jones grumbled that no
success would attend our efforts this
morning.

We reached the ragged mouth of Right
Canyon, where it opened into the deep,
wide bay, and because we hoped to hear
our companion across the canyon we rode
close to the rim. Sounder and Jude both
began to bark on a cliff.

“They scent a lion,” said Jones. “Let’s
put them over the wall.”

ARDLY had they gone out of sight

when we heard them yelping. We
rushed to the rim and looked over. The
first step was short, a crumbled section
of wall, and from it led down a long slope,
dotted here and there with cedars. Both
hounds were baying furiously.

I spied Jude with her paws upon a
cedar, and above her hung a lion, so close
that she could nearly reach him. Sounder
was not yet in sight.

“There! There!” I cried, directing
Jones’s glance. “‘Aren’t we lucky?”

“I see. By George! Come, we'll go
down. Leave everything that you don’t
absolutely need.”

Spurs, chaps, gun, coat, hat, I left on
the rim, taking only my camera and lasso.
I had forgotten to bring my canteen. We
descended a ladder of shaly cliff, the steps
of which broke under our feet. The slope
below us was easy, and soon we stood on a
level with the lion. The cedar was small
and afforded no good place for him. Evi-
dently he had jumped from the slope to
the tree and had hung where he first
alighted. ;

“Where’s Sounder? Look for him. I
hear him below. This lion won’t stay
treed long.”

1, too, heard Sounder. The cedar tree
obstructed my view and I moved aside.
A hundred feet farther down the hound
bayed under a tall pifion. High in the
branches I saw a great mass of yellow.
Then a second glance showed two lions
close together. =
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“Tywo more! Two more! Look! Look!”
I yelled to Jones.

“Hi! Hi! Hi!” he joined his robust
yell to mine and for a moment we made
the canyon bellow.

“Waa-hoo!” Emett’s signal, faint, far
away, soaring but unmistakable, floated
down to us. Across the jutting capes
separating the mouths of these canyons,
high above them on the rim wall of the
opposite side of the bay, stood Emett
silhouetted against the white sky. We
,’\'clled in chorus: “Three lions treed!
I'hree lions treed! Come down—hurry!”

A crash of rolling stones made us wheel.
Jude’s lion had jumped. He ran straight
down, drawing Sounder away from his

vard. Jude went tearing after them.

“I’ll follow; you stay here and keep the
- two lions treed if you can!” yelled Jones.
Then in long strides he passed down out of
sight among the trees and crags.

T HAD all happened so quickly that I
could scarcely realize it. The yelping of
the hounds, the clattering of stones, grew
fainter, telling me Jude and Sounder, with
Jones, were going to the bottom of the

bay.

]\;oth lions snarling at me brought me
to a keen appreciation of the facts in the
case. T'wo full-grown lions to be kept

treed without hounds, without a com-
panion, without a gun!

“Phis is ine!" This 1s funny!” I cried,
and for a moment I wanted to run. I
pronounced one savage malediction upon
myself for leaving my gun. I could not
oo for it; I would have to make the best
of my error, and in the wildness born of
the moment I swore if the lions would
stay treed for the hounds they would stay
treed for me.

Presently a chorus of bays, emphasized
by Jones’s vell, told me his lion had been
treed again. :

“Waa-hoo!” rolled down from above.

I saw Emett farther to the left from the
point where he had just appeared.

“Where—can—I-—get—down?”

I surveyed the walls of the bay. Chff
on cliff, slide on slide, jumble, crag, and
ruin baffled my gaze. But I finally picked
out a path.

“Farther to the left!” I yelled, and
waited. He passed on, Don at his heels.

“There!” T yelled again. ““Stop there.
Let Don go down with your lasso and come
vourself.”

I watched him swing the hound down a
wall and pull the slip noose free. Don
slid to the edge of a slope, trotted to the
right and left of crags, threaded the nar-
row places, and turned in the direction of
the baying hounds.

Then I saw Emett sliding, leg wrapped
around his lasso, down the step of the rim.
With the stones and gravel roaring down,
streaming over the walls like waterfalls,
he seemed like a giant pursuing a foe.
From time to time he sent up a yell of
encouragement that wound down the
canyon, to be answered by Jones and the
baying hounds. Gaining his feet he at last
passed out of sight behind the crests of

- the trees; I heard him going down, down
till the sounds came up faint and hollow.
_ I'was left absolutely alone with my two
lions. I sat there in the sun watching
them. For a long time they were quiet,
listening. But as the bays and yells below
diminished in volume and occurrence and
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then ceased altogether, they became rest-
less. It was then that I, remembering an-
other lion that I had held on top of a crag,
began to bark like a hound. The lions be-
came quiet once more.

I bayed them for an hour. My voice
grew from hoarse to hoarser and finally
failed in my throat. The lions immedi-
ately grew restless again. The lower one
hissed, spat, and growled at me, and made
many attempts to start down, each one of
which' I frustrated by throwing stones
under the tree. At length he made one
more effort, turned head downward, and
stepped from branch to branch.

I dashed down the incline with a stone
in one hand and a long club in the other.
Instinctively I knew I must hurt him—
make him fear me. If he got far enough
down to jump he would either escape or
have me helpless. I aimed deliberately at
him and hit him square in the ribs.

“Go back! Go back!” I yelled. “Don’t
you dare come down. I'll break your old
head for you!”

Foolish or not, this means effectually
stopped the descent. He climbed to his
first perch. It was then, realizing what I
had done, that I would certainly have
made tracks from under that pinon if I
had not heard the faint yelp of a hound.

I listened. It came again, faint but
clearer. I looked up at my lions. They
too heard, for they were very still. Then
the faint yelp floated up again in the
silence. I saw the lions quiver. The yelp
wafted up again, closer this time. I recog-
nized it; it belonged to Don. The great
hound on the back trail of the other lion
Wwas coming to my rescue.

“Hi! Hi! Don, old boy!” I yelled.

He leaped upon me like a shot and then
ran to stand all his long length, fore paws
against the pifion, his deep bay ringing
dehance to the lions.

MOMENTS passed. I was just on the
point of deciding to go down to hurry
up my comrades, when a black and yellow,
swiftly-flying string of hounds bore into
sight, streaked up and circled the pifion.

Jones, who at last showed his tall,
stooping form on the stéep ascent, seemed
as long in coming as the hounds had been
swift. :

“Did you get the lion? Where’s
Emett?” I asked in breathless eagerness.

“Lion tied—all fast,” replied the pant-
ing Jones. “Left Emett—to guard—
him.”

“What are we to do now?”

“Wait—till I get my breath. Think
out—a plan. We can’t get both lions—
out of one tree.”

“All right,” I replied after a moment’s
thought. “I’ll tie :Sounder and Moze.
You go up the tree. That first lion will
jump, sure; he’s almost ready now. Don
and the other hounds will tree him again
pretty soon. If he runs up the canyon,
well and good. Then, if you can, get the
lasso on the other; I'll follow Don.”

Jones began the ascent of the pifion.
The branches were not too close, afford-
ing him easy climbing. Before we looked
for even a move on the part of the lions
the lower one began stepping down. I
yelled a warning, but Jones did not have
time to take advantage of it. He had
half turned, meaning to swing out and
drop, when the lion planted both fore-
paws upon his back. Jones went sprawl-

ing down with the lion almost on him.

Don had his teeth in the beast before
he touched the ground; and when he did
strike, the rest of the hounds were on him.
A cloud of dust rolled down the slope. The
lion broke loose and with great, springy
bounds ran up the canyon, Don and his
followers hot-footing it after him.

Moze and Sounder broke the dead
sapling to which I had tied them and,
dragging it behind them, endeavored in
frenzied action to join the chase. I drew
them back, loosening the rope, so in case
the other lion jumped I could free them
quickly.

Jones calmly gathered himself up, re-
arranged his lasso, took his long stick, and
proceeded to mount the pifion again. I
waited till I saw him slip the noose over
the lion’s head, then I headed up the
canyon.

HUNG close to the broad trail left by

the lion and his pursuers, and began to
climb. The baying of the hounds directed
me and I soon found the lion crouched in a
thick pifion. I took one picture of him as
he sat in the dark shade, and then climbed
to the low cliff and waited for assist-
ance.

An hour passed before Sounder and
Moze, vociferously venting their arrival,
foretold the coming of Jones. I saw his
gray locks waving in the breeze, and
yelled for him to take his time. As he
reached me the lion jumped and ran up
the canyon. This suited me, for I knew
he would take to a tree soon, and the far-
ther up he went the less distance we would
have to pack him. From the cliff I saw
him run up a slope, pass a big cedar,
cunningly turn on his trail, and then
climb into the tree and hide in its thickest
part.

Jones and I toiled laboriously upward.
He had brought my lasso, and now he
handed it to me with the significant re-
mark that I would soon have need of it.

The cedar was bushy and overhung a
yellow, bare slope that made Jones shake
his head. He climbed the tree, lassoed the
spitting lion and then leaped down to my
side. By united and determined efforts we
pulled the lion off the limb, let him down,
and soon had his paws bound fast.

“Now what?”” asked Jones. ““Emett is
watching the second lion, which we fas-
tened by chain and lasso to a swinging
branch. I'm all in. My heart won’t stand
any more climb.” -

*“You go to camp for the pack horses,”
I said briefly. “I’ll help Emett tie up the
second lion and then we’ll pack them both
up here to this one. You take the hounds
with you.”

“Can you help Emett tie up that lion?”
asked Jones. ‘“Mind you, he’s loose ex-
cept for a collar and chain. His claws
haven’t been clipped. Besides, it’ll be an
awful job to pack those two lions up
here.”

“We can try,” I said. “You hustle to
camp. Your horse is right back of here,
across the point, if I don’t mistake my
bearings.”

Jones, admonishing me again, called
the hounds and wearily climbed the slope.
I waited until he was out of hearing, then
began to retrace my trail down into the
canyon. I made the descent in quick
time, to find Emett standing guard over
the lion. The beast had been tied to an
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overhanging branch that swung violently
with every move he made.

“When I got here,” said Emett, “he
was hanging over the side of that rock,
almost choked to death. I drove him into
this corner between the rocks and the
tree, where he has been comparatively
quiet. Now what’s up? Where is Jones?
Did you get the third lion?”

I related what had occurred and then
said we were to tie this lion and pack him
with the other one up the canyon to meet
Jones and the horses.

“All right,” replied Emett with a grim
Jlaugh. “We’d better get at it. Now, I’'m
some worried about the lion we left below.
He ought to be brought up, but we both
can’t go. This lion here will kill him-
selfiasn

“What will the other one weigh?”

“All of one hundred and fifty pounds.”

113 1y 50 ke 3

You can’t pack him alone.

“I’ll try, and I reckon that’s the best
plan. Watch this fellow and keep him in
the corner.”

METT left me then and I began a

third long vigil beside a lion. The rest
was more than welcome. An hour and a
half passed before I heard the sliding of
stones below, which told me that Emett
was coming. He appeared on the slope
almost bent double, carrying the lion,
head downward, before him. He could
climb only a few steps without lowering
his burden and resting.

I ran down to meet him. We secured a
stout pole and, slipping it between the
lion’s paws, below where they were tied,
we managed to carry him fairly well, and
after several rests got him up alongside
the other.

“Now to tie that rascal!” exclaimed
Emett. “ Jones said he was the meanest
one he’d tackled, and I believe it. We'll
cut a piece off of each lasso and unravel
them so as to get strings. I wish Jones
hadn’t tied the lasso to that swinging
branch.”

“I’ll go and untie it.” Acting on this
suggestion I climbed the tree and started
out on the branch. The lion growled
fiercely.

“I’m afraid you’d better stop,” warned
Emett. “That branch is bending and the
lion can reach you.”

But despite this I slipped out a couple
of yards farther and had almost got to
the knotted lasso when the branch swayed
and bent alarmingly. The lion sprang
from his corner and crouched under me,
snarling and spitting, with every indi-
cation of leaping.

“Jump! Jump! Jump!” shouted Emett
hoarsely.

I dared not, for I could not jump far
enough to get out of the lion’s reach. I
raised my legs and began to slide myself
back up the branch. The lion leaped,
missing me but scattering the dead twigs.
Then the beast, beside himself with fury,
half leaped, half stood up, and reached for
me. I looked down into his blazing eyes
and open mouth and saw his white fangs.

Everything grew blurred before my
eyes. [ desperately fought for control
over mind and muscle. I heard hoarse
roars from Emett. Then I felt a hot,
burning pain in my wrist, which stung all
my faculties into keen life again.

I saw the lion’s beaked claws fastened
in my leather wristband. At the same
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instant Emett dashed under the branch
and grasped the beast’s tail. One power-
ful lunge of his broad shoulders tore the
lion loose and flung him down the slope to
the full extent of the rope. Quick as
thought I jumped down, and just in time
to prevent Emett from attacking the lion
with the heavy pole we had used.

“PU kill him! I’IL kill him!” roared
Emett.

“No, you won’t,” I replied quietly, for
my pain had served to soothe my excite-
ment as well as to make me more deter-
mined. “You'll tie up the darned tiger if
he cuts vou all to pieces. You know how
Jones will laugh if you fail. Here, bind
up my wrist.”

Mention of Jones’s probable ridicule
and sight of my injury cooled Emett.

“It’s a nasty scratch,” he said, binding
my handkerchief round it. ““The leather
saved your hand from being torn off. He’s
an ugly brute, but you’re right; I'll tie
him. Now let’s each take a lasso and
worry him till we get hold of a paw. Then
we can stretch him out.”

Jones did a reckless thing when he tied
that lion to the swinging branch, and
almost surely he did it to play a trick on
Emett. It was almost worse than having
him entirely free. He had a circle almost
twenty feet in diameter in which he could
run and leap at will. It seemed he was in
the air all the time. First at Emett, then
at me he sprang, mouth agape, eyes wild,
claws spread. We whipped him with our
nooses, but not one would hold. He al-
ways tore it off before we could draw it
tight. At last I secured a precarious hold
on one hind paw and straightened my
lasso.

“That’s far enough,” cried Emett.
“Now hold him tight; don’t lift him off
the ground.”

1 had backed up the slope. Emett
faced the lion, noose ready, waiting for a
favorable chance to rope a front paw. The
lion crouched low and tense, only his long
tail lashing back and forth across my
Jasso. Emett threw the loop m front of
the spread paws, now half sunk into the
dust.

“Ease up; ease up,” said he. “I’ll tease
him to jump into the noose.”

I LET my rope sag. Emett poked a stick
into the lion’s face. All at once I saw the
slack in the lasso which was tied to the
lion’s chain. Before I could yell to warn
my comrade the beast leaped. My rope
burned as it tore through my hands. The
lion sailed into the air, his paws wide-
spread like wings, and one of them struck
Emett on the head and rolled him down
on the slope. 1 jerked back on my rope to
find it had slipped its hold.

“He slugged me one,” remarked Emett,
calmly rising and picking up his hat. “Did
he break the skin?”

“No, but he tore your hat band off,” I
replied.

For a few moments or an hour—no one
will ever know how long—we ran 'round
him, raising the dust, scattering the
stones, breaking the branches, dodging
his onslaughts. He leaped at us to the
full length of his tether, sailing right into
our faces, a fierce, uncowed, tigerish beast.
If it had not been for the collar and swivel
he would have choked himself a hundred
times. Quick as a cat, supple, powerful,
tireless, he kept on the go, whirling,

bounding, leaping, rolling, till it seemed

we would never catch him.

“If anything breaks he’ll get one of us,”
cried Emett. ‘I felt his breath that
time.”

“Lord! How I wish we had some of
those fellows here who say lions are rank
cowards!” I exclaimed.

In one of his sweeping side swings the
lion struck the rock and clung there on its
flat surface with his tail hanging over.

“Attract his attention,” shouted Emett,
%3 ’ % b ’

but don’t get too close. Don’t make
him jump.”

While I slowly maneuvered in front of
the lion, Emett slipped behind the rock,
lunged for the long tail and got a good
hold of it. Then with a whoop he ran
around the rock, carrying the kicking,
squalling lion clear of the ground.

“Now’s your chance!” he yelled. “Rope
a hind foot! I can hold him.”

N a second I had a noose fast on both

hind paws, and then passed my rope to
Emett. While he held the lion I again
climbed the tree, untied the knot that had
caused so much trouble, and very shortly
we had our obstinate captive stretched
out between two trees. After that we
took a much-needed breathing spell.
“Not very scientific,” growled Emett,
by way of apologizing for our crude work,
“but we had to get him some way.”

“Emett, do you know I believe Jones
put up a job on us?” I said.

“Well, maybe he did. We had the job
all right. But we'll make short work of
him now.” : .

He certainly went at it in a way that
alarmed me and would have electrified
Jones. While I held the chain Emett
muzzled the lion with a stick and a strand
of lasso. His big blacksmith’s hands held,
twisted, and tied with remorseless
strength.

“Now for the hardest part of it,” said
he, ““packing him up.”

We toiled and drudged upward, resting
every few yards, wet with sweat, boiling
with heat, parching for water. We slipped
and fell, got up to slip and fall again. The
dust choked us. We senselessly risked our
lives on the brinks of precipices. We had
no thought save to get the lion up. One
hour of unremitting labor saw our task
finished so far. Then we wearily went
down for the other.

“This one is the heaviest,” gloomily
said Emett.

We had to climb partly sidewise with
the pole in the hollow of our elbows. The
lion dragged head downward, catching in
the brush and on the stones. Our rests
became more frequent. - Emett, who had
the downward end of the pole and there-
fore thrice the weight, whistled when he
drew breath. Half the time I saw red
mist before my eyes. How I hated the
sliding stones!

“Wait,” panted Emett once. “You're
—vounger—than me—wait!”

For that giant—used all his days to
strenuous toil, peril, and privation—to
ask me to wait for him was a compliment
which I valued more than any I had ever
received.

At last we dropped our burden in the
shade of a cedar where the other lions lay,
and we stretched ourselves. A long, sweet
rest came abruptly to end with Emett’s
next words:
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“The lions are choking! They’re dying
of thirst! We must have water!”

One glance at the poor, gasping, froth-
ing beasts proved to me the nature of our
extremity.

“Water in this desert! Where will we
find it? Oh, why did I forget my canteen?”

After all our hopes, our efforts, our
tragedies, and finally our wonderful good
fortune, to lose these beautiful lions for
lack of a little water was sickening, mad-
dening. :

“Think quick!” cried Emett. “I’m no
good; I’'m all in. But you must find water.
It snowed yesterday. There’s water some-
where.”

Into my mind flashed a picture of the
many little pockets beaten by rains into
the shelves and promontories of the can-
yon rim. With the thought I was on the
jump. I ran; I climbed; I seemed to have
wings; [ reached the rim and hurried along
it with eager gaze. I swung down on a
cedar branch to a projecting point of rock.
Small depressions were everywhere still
damp, but the water had evaporated. But
I would not give up. I jumped from rock
to rock and ‘climbed over scaly ledges,
and set tons of yellow shale into motion.
And I found on a ragged promontory
many little round holes, some a foot deep,
all full of clear water. Using my handker-
chief as a sponge I filled my cap..

Then began my journey down. I car-
ried the cap with both hands and balanced
myself like a tight-rope performer. I
zigzagged the slopes, slipped over stones,
leaped fissures, and traversed yellow
slides. I safely descended places that in
an ordinary moment would have presented
insurmountable obstacles, and burst down
upon Emett with an Indian yell of triumph.

“Good!” ejaculated he.” If I had not
known it already, the way his face changed
would have told me of his love for animals.
He grasped a lion by the ears and held his
head up. I saturated my handkerchief
and squeezed the water into his mouth.
He wheezed, coughed, choked, but to our
joy he swallowed. He had to swallow.
One after the other we served them so,
seeing with unmistakable relief the sure
signs of recovery. Their eyes cleared and
brightened; the dry coughing that dis-
tressed us so ceased; the froth came no
more. The savage fellow that had fought
us to a standstill, for which we had named
him Spitfire, raised his head, the gold in
his beautiful eyes darkened to fire, and
growled his return to life and defiance.

Emett and I sank back in unutterable
relief.

“Waa-hoo!” Jones’s yell came, break-
ing the warm quiet of the slope. Our
comrade appeared riding down.

Jones surveyed the small level spot in
the shade of the cedars. He gazed from
the lions to us, his stern face relaxed, and

‘his dry laugh cracked.

“Dog-gone you, Jim Emett—if you
didn’t do it!”

LOOKING back now at these experi-

ences with Emett, after twelve years
of first-hand study of the wild places and
strong characters of the West, I can easily
see how he took powerful hold of my imagi-
nation and fixed for me an ideal which
has never changed. All Western men, de-
veloped by hard contact with the desert,
are great whether they are good or bad.

‘But Emett was good, and he typified all

°

SFoining the wires in a great trunk nerve between New York and Chicago

T/ze Nerves 0 a

Nation

THE magnitude of our present
system of telephone communica-
tion was beyond the thoughts of
men fifty years ago. While at
that time Bell, the inventor, had
a praphetic vision' of places and
houses and factories connected
by telephone, even he could not
have foreseen the American city
of skyscrapers with more tele-
phones in one building than are
to be found in many a foreign
country.

The massed multitudes of the
modern city can no longer be
served by wires strung in the air.
We now have telephone cables

no bigger than a man’s wrist
each containing 2400 thread-like
wires, carrying beneath the city
streets their millions of spoken
messages. Long distance cables
overhead and underground con-
nect cities with one another by
storm-proof conductors, now be-
ing extended into a country-wide
network.

At the present time nine-tenths
of the 45,000,000 miles of tele-
phone wire in the Bell System
are in cable. The service of each
telephone user has become more
and more reliable with the exten-
sion of .this cable construction.

AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
AND AssociATED COMPANIES

SYSTEM

IN ITS SEMI-CENTENNIAL YEAR THE BELL SYSTEM LOOKS FOR-
WARD TO CONTINUED PROGRESS IN TELEPHONE COMMUNICATION
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[ New Way
Make Money

Would you like to
make money at
home — and  have:
fun doing it?
Would you like to
be paid for a de-
lightful adventure
into art; finan-
cially rewarded
while enjoying a
beautiful cultural
experience?  Then
read, below, the
Petit.

oifer of Mr.

I, ERE is a simple and most fas-
L cinating way to carn money, in
your spare time, and right at
home. Tt is so wonderful that mem-
bers say it secms too good to be
true. But hundreds already know
it is true, and more arc joining
every day. Just think of being
in business for yourself, using
just a corner of onc room, opening
a tiny little shop of your own!
What great fun! And how rich
are the rewards.

Gabriel Andre Petit
Art Director

1 Will Show You How

Lot me tell you why the plan of the Fire-
side Industricsisso casy and so profitable
to you. Wherever you go. people are im-
mediately taken with the charm of hand-
decorated candlesticks, gate-lez tables,
brackets, toys, bookracks, hand
ored greeting cards, etched copper 1
shades, batik and other beautiful arf

objects and gift wares. Fireside Indus-
tries teaches you exuctly how to DO this lovely art
work and how to SELL your products. You can spend
an hour a day or cight hours a day. The profits are hand-
some indced. A pair of candlesticks can be painted in
an hour and should make a profit of $2 for you. Think
of it! No previous experience whatever is ne
The work is made so clear that anyone can follo
simple instructions. A complete outfit of materials
is furnished to every member.

Success Assured
Whether you wish merely
give expression to your a
instinet, or wish to turn a fasci:
nating pastime into cash profits
—or both— your success is as-
sured. Every day letters like
these come from women who find
joy acd profit in this charming avocation. “Made
8210, writes one. “‘Earned 860 in one month,” writes
another. ‘“‘Have all the orders I can fill,” says still
another. One woman writes, ‘“Was swamped with
orders.” Another says, “Could have sold 5 times what
I had.” Many say ‘‘Like a beautiful dream come truc.”
Do you wonder that members of Fireside Industries
are so enthusiastic about the work?

FRE 1 Beautiful New Book

eon Decorative Arts

Write letter or mail coupon for the new Fireside Indus-
tries book which tells the inspiring story of this great
national organization of home moncy-makers, what
the work is, how it is successfully taught by mail, its
broadening cultural effect and the unusual profits to
be made. New members will be accepted at this time.
Write today and enclose a 2¢ stamp to pay
part of the postage. Write NOW. This
is truly a golden opportunity.

Fireside Industries
Dept. 60-K
Adrian, Michigan

to
ic

Fireside Industries
Department 60-K
Adrian, Michigan

Gentlemen: Without obligation on my part, please send me,
FRIR, the story of the faseinatingwork of Fireside Industries
members so particulars of smbership and the specis

co-operative privileges and ser »s. 1 enclose two-cent stamp.

Name. A B
(Write plainly with pencil)
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that was rugged, splendid, enduring. He
was an old Viking of the desert. My debt
to him is incalculable. No doubt he
exerted more influence over my develop-
ing, creating, all-absorbing love for the
Southwest than any other Westerner. I
was singularly young and boyish in im-
pressionable receptiveness. The romance
of the West dominated me, though for-
tunately I did not wholly escape the
realism.

Emett loved the West, and he loved his
red-walled oasis in all seasons, day and
night, sunrise and sunset. Like the Moki
Indian, he faced the sunrise and sunset.
No task was too urgent to keep him from
that. He used to stare at the blank walls
as if he could read handwriting there in-
visible to other eyes.

I verily believe that it was from Emett
I contracted the marvelous, all-satisfying
habit of watching, seeing, feeling from
high places above the desert. Give me a
promontory over the desert or a mag-
nificent cape jutting out over a canyon—
and my happiness 1s complete. Yet I did
not know that then. I used to sit with
Emett and watch and listen for hours.
What do I not owe that man? Emett
knew when to be silent. Surely, of all the
gifts that have come to me from contact
with the West, this one of sheer love of
wilderness beauty, color, grandeur, has
been the greatest, the most significant for
my work.

ECONDLY, Emett’s love of all crea-
») tures, and especially horses, was some-
thing I absorbed. Perhaps I was at a
sponge-like stage then. I do not think I
was ever hard or cruel to animals, but I

never had what I learned from Emett.
Jones controlled horses, dogs, lions, buf-
falo, and even the larger beasts of Africa,
and he did it by sheer brutal mastery.
He made them fear him. But Emett was
a different kind of a man

Whatever it was that he felt for horses,
and it must have been love, they returned.
It was a most remarkable feature about
this most remarkable man. I remember
when we had to pack the three captured
lions back to camp. Jones tried all the
horses except one, and that was Emett’s
gray stallion, one he called Mark. ‘

“Let me pack them on Mark,” said

Emett, when the forceful and irascible
Jones had failed on all the other horses.
T'hey bit, kicked, bucked—it was im-
possible to pack them.

“That stallion!” yelled Jones. “He’ll
kill thelions. He’ll jump into the canyon.”

But, wonderful to relate, Emett some-
how got the spirited stallion to pack those
lions alive to camp.

1 first saw Silvermane, the famous
white-maned stallion, wildest of wild
horses, when I was with Emett. I saw
many others, and once Emett thought
surely he had got me a glimpse of Wild-
fire. How the old gray-headed Westerner
would stand and gaze! To be sure, he
wanted to capture those incomparable
wild stallions, but I believed 1t was
because he loved them. Whatever 1t was,
I absorbed it in addition to my own
thrilling emotion.

ESTLY, and perhaps the most beneficent
thing that Emett taught me,was to en-
dure. I think that of all the qualities of
spirit, I most reverence endurance. Steven-
son wrote that courage and intelligence are
the two qualities of character most worth
developing. I believe they inculcate en-
durance. Fosdick, the best of modern
preachers, calls this the faculty to finish.

I saw manifestations of Emett’s past
endurance. I learned of innumerable feats
beyond comprehension. The desert had
developed him. Like an Indian, if he was
to survive there, he must endure. Loneli-
ness, hunger, thirst, cold, heat, the fierce
sandstorm, the desert blizzard, poverty,
labor without help, illness without medi-
cine, tasks without remuneration, no com-
fort, but little sleep, so few of the joys
commonly yearned for by men, and pain.
pain, always some kind of pain—these
were the things that taught Emett en-
durance.

I had to revere him. I had to love him.
And, in as much as was possible for me, I
eritted my teeth and began the develop-
ment of endurance. It sustained me
through years of defeat, of deferred long-
ing and labor, when otherwise I would
have fallen by the wayside. To seek, to
strive, to find and not to yield, these
bands that forged the strong soul of
Ulysses were assuredly the strength of
Jim Emett.

she’d been playing, and David begged her
to play again. So she did—a gay little
French melody; then she sang—negro
lullabies, a syncopated “Who 1s My
Sweetie” something, then “Mandalay.”

She said Arthur had gone to the village
to get a book she had ordered from Boston
and her father had wandered up to bed.

“Tt was nice of you to come,” she said.

She brought him cigarettes, an ash
tray, and curled up in a big arm chair
under the gentle light.

“T have been waiting for you,” she
smiled, “to tell me about your moun-
tains.”

She said she wanted to know where he
rode—what he saw—what color was

' morning and noon and night, and the
| rivers and trees!

Sunrise .

(Continued from page 33)

“It’s so easy to see the cities and
towns,” she said; “just a lot of brick and
wood put together, and streets and people
scattered around. But mountain and sk¥
is such a big thought—such a wonderful
thing! I've always dreamed Sky Vallex
would be the most beautiful place in the
world!”

So it came to Dave Dakin to tell
Sky Valley he hated, to blind eyes that
wanted it the most beautiful place in’the
world! It came to Dave Dakin to paint
Sky Valley for eyes that would see it only
as he saw it! For the sake of blind eyes, i
came to Dave Dakin to give God and Skx
Valley, for the first time, their due! And
Dave Dakin did it! Told heights, depths,
valleys, dawn, day, dusk, and nights
purple chasms, pine tree forests, that he




