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S Trimypsy Waffles, the horse-
shed man, stamped into
the bunk-house a  whirl
of blinding snow swept in

at the op-a door, sizzling as it
struck toe hot stove and driving
furious.y Into the farther recesses
of the room, A quizk glance into
the thickening gloom of the night
showed the clump of pines over hy
the corral bending in great curves
before the wild gusts and back of
them masses of drifty clouds drive
ing in a jostling race to the wost

Trimpy slammed the door, shook
his slicker and tossed it aside,
Then, snuggling up to the stove, he
gazed a little dubiously at the men
as he observed:

“Plonty of weather, eh?—just the
kind of night that Cal Wesner stole
the Santa Claus!'

There was a light shuffling  of
fect; then Bud Fanning laughed
derisively,

“You're ropin' the wrong steer,
Trimpy. You can't run off any real,
nice, little ol’ made-up yarn  to
bribe an' corrupt us, into puttin’
team when he drives

up the bosy's
fn, It's your trick an' you'll tako
il

Trimpy deftly rolled a cigarette
and touched it to a coal in the ash-
i, Then he continued:

“Likewise an' also 't was Santa
Claus that brought Ittle Buddy
Howland to the Tumbling H
ranch.’”

“Starts off  with  a  mix-up,”
sneered Greaser Pete, “Santa don't
bring no kids; it's a stork ye'r
meanderin’ about!"™

“Which the same may be true,”
agreed Trimpy, ‘——but it wore th’
same gorgeous apparel that's cor-
rect an' fashlonable for Santa
Claus; sheepskin  chaps  hangin’
from th' neck an' cowhide boots
an' a coyote skin cap—an' a big
heard like Shylock's.” The only
book Trimpy ever read was Shake-
speare.

“Shyloelk!”  exclaimed Greaser,
“There was n Shylock on the Triple
G ranch a while back—a pin-head-
ed Dutchman with eyes that looked
north and gouth at the saume time.
But he didn't have no beard.”

“This Shylock wasn't no ‘I'riple
G. man,” reproved Trimpy. “He
was 4 money lender an' his brand
was th' Triangle Three Balls—
which the same you'll get some
familiar with if you continue bet-
tin® on a little pair of queens an'
a two spot.”

Greaser subsided with a guilty
grin and Trimpy smoked on, Bud
Fanning shuffled round uneasily
for several minutes, Then he mut-
tered:

“The boss won't get back fur over
an hour yet, you'll have plenty of
time to prove (o Greaser that it
wity Santa Claus an' not o stork—
¢f yvou're plum wishful fer to."”

“Not so you'd notice 1, drawled
Trimpy.

“AR' I'moonot sayin' but what
I heip with th' bronchos ef the'
yvarn has barb-wire convincement
in it persisted Fanning,

Trimysy rolled another cigarctte
from Panning's proffered tobacco
bag and commenced:

CfPwas eight years ago this win-
ter thiat the trouble happenced that
took the laugh out of  Missus
Howland's volee—an' out of th'
hoss's, too. Not but what it came
into their eyes somo after awhile,
but it was always a sure mournful
Slook it it was a smile, Buddy was
then six=vears-old and the prize
blue-ribhon  Kkid from the Big
Muddy to the Salmon river. e
sure .was! He'd rope his dog—a
knee-sprung  brindle—as  cute as

Fasnning'll vopo i two-year-old;
an' ride his pony similar,

“It was two days betore Christ-
may, siome as this, but good, clear
weather through th' day, an' Bud-
dy had ridden his pony—a flea-
bitten sorrel that Howland hrought
back from Omaha where he'd heen
with two cars of steers-—aver to the
Hinsman ranch at the mouth of
Lariat canyon, Towards night the
clouds banked up as they did this
afternoon and when it got dark
Howland saddled his horse  and
went to look for the boy, Present-
1y T felt some uneasy and [ follow-
ed him;—but we never found the
boy, He'd lert Hinsman's, all right,
an' headed for home—but he nover
got there. We followed his traeks
up to the Seven Troughy Guleh, a
couple of miles east or Larvint, then
the snow came; o driving blizziard
that. coverced evervthing, We found
the pony o littl way ap the guleh
headed back for home and surmis-
ed that he'd heen over some ravine
or 'gulch for the saddlo Wi choloed
with gravel and snow. Bt o throe
days' search up the guleh and the
connectin' canyon didn’t show any
Buddy., Howland an' one of the
Hinsman hoys kept it up for three
days longer, but they never found
the l)n)’.

“I sure didn't think that Howland

Swould keep his owife. She didn't
rave and act frantic but she went
around likke o woman in o dream,

She'q o put to the pump for water
an' forgit it an' look neross at the
mountains 's if she  was  countin'
the scrub pines an' oaks up there,
Once I came 'round the back of th'

horse shed sudden an' ummeanin’
an' she wasg on her knees with her
arms strotehed out towards Hoven
Troughs guleh, an’ [ slinked back,
quick, an’ unobserved. 11 it hadn't
heen fer (' two little glils that
wiag younger than Buddy I'in bettin'
even th't she'd o gone after the boy
—wherever he wiitd, Often when we
were settin' in the big livin® room
after cupper, cogitatin® on our pasts
an' our futureg, an’ tadin® all we
knew *atout ‘em, 1I'd see  Missus
Howland loukin® in th' fire as if she
v things there; her pretty foace
drawn  and  pale and  her ceyes
dreamin’  of  her  boy,  An' like
Howland  would give a
glance at  her, steady, an’ then
there’l come a twinge over him as
if somethin® was eatin' him.  They
weren't fergettin® very hard, either
of 'em,

cnough

“But she wns just as good an'
sweot to the ranch boys as she'd
always been—an' some more so-—
otherwise it would have been sure
peevish Hyin® and workin® here, then,
Howland never showed his trouble
as much as she did, but he rustled
a5 we'd never seen him rustle be-
fore, an' that's goin’ some!

“When spring caume an' the snow
went off, Howland took me an’
Wildeat Pete, the half-breed, up
into Seven Troughs and made an-
other ' search, DBut though we went
down Into every ravine along th'
trail, clear across to th' divide, we
found no remnants.  Th' coyotes
had been pretty plenty that winter.
Then the summer came an' plenty
of cow-punchin' an' things seemed
to get along smoother,'”

Trimpy paused to roll another clg-
arette and Greaser Pete said discon-
tentedly:

“rPears as if this is some  like
vour usual brand of stories; start
on one trail an' 'fore ye git any-
where stampede an' distribute yer-
self all over th' landscape!"

“You've got to round up 'fore you
oan brand!” retorted Trimpy. “Like-
wise and also, there's various an’
several sets of harness out in th'
horge shed that'd nowise object to
oilin’ if you aint interested in this
yiurn,  Furthermore, there aint no
one 'ud raise any peevish objections
to yer doin' th' oilin®."

Greaser  snorted  furiously and
Trimpy went on:

“It was two years after that when
Cal Wesner an' 1 got a few days'
holiday before Christmas an' went
over to Salt Lake City to indulge
in th' diggipations an' frivelousness
of that ol” village., "Pwasn't so casy
then as it is now, fer th' railroad
didn’t come no nearer than Boise;
so we had a 30-mile drive to start
with,  DIdn't use saddles
there was some supplies to freight

‘cnuse

in from Boise, s0 we took & wagon.
We reached Salt Lake early one
morning  an' proceeded  immediate
an' conscientious to paint th' town
—not th' good ol' Cheyenne color,
but o mild  Hitle spatterin® th't
didn't nowise attract any attention
—not g0 you'd notice it. Didn't pull
a gun onee in the whole two days.
We saw it all; from the big taber:
nacle down to the little chile con
carne outfit on IMirst South, where
the yellow-hided spavin-cyed heath-

en tried to charge us as much for
a coyote's lunch as we pald ar th'
IKenyon fer o meal th't would have
lasted a two-man sheep outfit fer a
week—an' then some,

“It was th' stores hit us most;
some of ‘emowith all th' goods they
had right in th' winder, We staved
outside one of ‘em for nearly an
hour an' didn't see o thing taken
out; so we surmised that trade was
pretty dull, At one winder we saw
a doll th't was dressed as plenti-
ful an’ gorgeous as the girls we'd
seen on th' stage the night before
an’ it was nearly as big,  We were
sure disappointed when we couldn’t
seo but one of Ity fer we wanted
two fer th' little girls at home, 1
sadd to Coal th't maybe they had an-
other inside, but  he  grinned in-
credulous, DBat 1 owent in and found
o padr and bought ‘em, along with
some other frivolous an' obtrusive
artlicles which th' keeper sald
would make geod presents,

“Buat it was on tho afternoon of
the seeond day th't we zot our renl

excitin® an' w@hasorbin' oxg
It

Heeond  Southy 1 gues

Jabhed o fist into my ribs  an’

nee,

on Main street, corner of
when cal

sned:
“ULook there, Trimpy!—on th' cross
trail, What d'ver call that??

ST Jooked

th' real,

Santa Claus—

thorough-=hred

soenuine,
article!  'd seen him where 1 was
a kid o in ool Indina, but 'd never
seen him running' loose bhefore. \We
went aeross to got o closer obser-
vitlon, an' it paid!
shecpskin chaps an® rawhide boots,

Hoe was wenrin!

same ag Totold yver, an' he had a
bright red coat with telmmin's an’
a fur cap. e was, sure, th' most
enticing  lookin' creature I'd seen
since that bunch of Shoshone hraves
started  out of Cheyenne to go to
Washington ter tell th' president how
happy an’ contented they were
“He stood alongside o small, red
chimbly th't came up through th'
sidowalk; up which  we  surmised
that he'd climbed from some un-

/17
Lt
# //,/,. 245

f)

IV I vy,

a0 ,,,/atf -v&.,-‘
,,:;;;/’

o g o w "
e~ 007 A T 7%

Mr. George T, Stratton, author of “When Santa Claus Was ‘Stolen,” the winning Christmas

prize story, is 60 vears of age and was born in London, England.’ Coming to America, he worked

for the General Electric company in the east for a number of years, until he decided to retire and

come west.,

e selected Utah as his home and brought his family to Mill Creek eighteen months

ago where he started a fruit and chicken ranch. A couple of months ago he sustained a broken leg

while handling a restive horse.  While lying in bed he wrote the story that captured the $50 prize.

derground duzout,  But when we got
neirer we couldn’t see, nowise, how
he could do that fer he was as big
‘round as a two-year-old, an' th’
chimbly wasn't more'n half as big.

“We stood an' gazed in rapture fer
half an hour or so. KEvery now
an’ then some one 'ud hold a hand
over the chimbly an' drop somethin’
an' Santa  would smile an' wave
his hand, friendly.

“He's got the Diamond @ S. Al
brand,” whispered Cal. ‘Look on his”
cap! D'ye know where that ranch
is?'

YT don't,; says 1. There's a Dia-
mond S, A. south of Boise, but
there ain't no children there, an'
in consequence no Santa Claus,' ™

“We edged up some closer an'
he got his eye on us an' came over
with @ smile on hig face that 'ud
have been cnough to cover th' whole

hide of most men.

YA Merry Christmag, gentlemen!'
says he ‘—a Merry Christimas! Fine
bracing weather; splendid fer those
thitt have homes and plenty and joy-
ful families, Jut it'll be hard on
thoge who haven't.”

“oIt o sure will) agreed. Cal. ‘An'
where's th' Diamoend S, A. Ranch?
That's your brand, 1 surmise.’”

“Santa looked some troubled fer a
minute, then he broke into a hearty
laugh, th't might have been heard
as far as th' depot. He sure could
laugh some!

“Urhat 'S, A means Salvation
Army,' says heo ‘I am i member of
that you know; vou're cattlemen, [
take it.'

“oWe are,! I osndd, feeling some
bothered about th' army,

COur army,' he sadd, ‘is an army
of the Lowrd. \We're striving to do
his work., We do what we can for
the unfortunate. Look at this, for
Instance’

“He pointed to o cavd hanging on
th' chimbly with a printed yarn on

it.  Trimmin' off th' ftringedq it
 that any money dropped down
that chimbly would be spent in giv-
in' Christmus dinners to folks ton
poor to buy any., That struck Cal

an’ [ as a plous idee, an' we con-
tributed a few.

anta clapped us on th' should-
ers an' sodd: ‘You've got big hearts

an'  gooid ones, too, I'm sure! Why
not wo up to our gquarters this eve-
ning and see what we're doing?'
“We take th' back tradl, tonight,’
sudd Cal, “—got to reach th' ranch
hefore Christmas, sure!!

“rGood tor yvou!' langhed Santy,
‘Hlome’s th' place for Christmas, no
matter where or what it is as long
as it's Home!!

“We talked with him for pretty
much half an hour. ‘Then we went
into Tony DBarbrick's  fer supper
an' th' usual eteeterys.  We  got
down to th' depot in plenty o' time
fer our train, an® as we were dis-
cussin' our experiene
ryvin® o big o suit case come up an'

00 man oear-
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CWelll—-bot (s good to seo vou

in, I'm goin® to have pleas-
ant compiany on my trip!'

“The signs were all there, It
Santa Claus, His volee an'

th' jolly grin an' twinklin' oyes were
s plain as a new bhrand on a bron-
cho's flank, But there weren't no

sheepsking nor red eoat, He o wis

wed pretty much s woe

Lewise, It wouldn't have taken
0 hlg o noose  ter rope him as it
would in th' afternoon: although
he'd need o Percheron fredght hors
to corry him after cattle—~he  was

plumb (&
“\Whore are you, goln'?' . asked
Cal, y
o Boise,' he langhed ‘When

I got back to. headgquarters our cap-
tain told me that the lieutenant at
Boise had written for more help, and
I was ordered to go over there to-
night'

“Cal  kicked  the suit ease and
asked, 'Is that Santa Claus?®

Tt 18, he o sadd, ‘Couldn't go
anywhere at Christmas without jt,'

“We got on the train an’ swopped
yarns till 11 o'clock. Then Santy
safid he'd go to bed, an' Cal and [
went forward to the smoker and
Joined in a little game of seven-up
with Has Terryberry, who used to

be on the Tumbling H outfit, but
had gone to Boise an' took to hand-
ling grain,

“We dropped asleep about 2 or
thereabouts an' the next thing I
knew Cal was Kkicking me in the
ribs. I'd been dreamin' th’t T was
ridin' th't wall-eyed brown broncho
—the meanest animal on the ranch
—and 'ud got bucked off, an' I was
howlin' ‘Rope him again, Cal! Rope
him again. I'll bust him or—' and.
then Cal kicked me an' I found my-
self rollin® on the floor stid of over
the praisie. It was sure embarrassin’
with a carload of people grinnin’
free an’ plentiful.  So I meandered
over to the wash room ter cool off.

“Just before we pulled into Boise,
Cal edged up close to me and said:

““Trimpy! I'm goin' to steal that
Santy Claus an' run him out to the
Tumbling H!’

“I thought it over fer a minute,
an' then said:

*“*That's a pilous idee! How you
goin' ter work it?

““You'll see!' he says.
that to me.’

“So T left it to him, an' when we
met Santy on  the platform, Cal
asks him if he knew where his out-
fit was—meanin’ the headquarters,

I do not,' said Santa. ‘But Boise
Isn't a very large town, T believe.
I'll have no trouble in getting up
there.’

“*Your place is a mile and.a half
or two miles from the depot,’ lied
Cal. *‘We're goin’ ter hitch up sgoon
as we've fed, an’ we'll drive you
right to the door, I know just
where it js.’

“‘You're Kkindness itself,” sald
Santy.  ‘This case would be pretty
heavy to carry two miles.’

“We took him into Belden's for
breakfast, and Cal got a chance to
say to me without Santy hearin':

‘Leave

“*You take him ’'round to the
stable (o hiteh up, Trimpy, I'm
roin' up the strect to git a few more
presents, If we're goin' ter have
such o bulky Santy Claus out at
the Tumbling H we sure want his
girft sack to be likewise an’ impres-
sive.’

“So it all went as easy as ropin’
a vearlin',  Cal got back soon after
the team was hitched, carryin' a
meil sack th't looked promisin’, an'
we  started, I held the bronchos
down slow at first, an' spread all
over the old town with all its dips,
spurs, right angles, an' variatlong,
g0 th't Santy would nachully seo
the truth of Cal's two-mile proposi-
tion, but we had ter strike th' home
trail at last, an' th' houses got
pretty casual an’ lonesome lookin'.
Santy asked  serious, ‘Haven't we
missed  the headguarters? It can't
be out as far as this.'

“Just ahead, lied Cal, pointin®
to Hy Sternitt's new barn a half
mile ahead,  “T'hey built it out there
S0 as to have ball grounds an’ gym-
nasivms an' such.’

I never heard of that,! said
santy, some anxious, ‘but I sup-
ou know,' ;

“CWhat  we  don't Nnow!,' said
Cal, ‘wouldn't be enough to outfit
a country lawyer.! Then he kicked
my shing, an’ knowin’' the signaly 1
put those bronchos into o real niee
little ole gallop.  We went past
Sternftt's as if we were followin’

Pose

o cow ftampede, an' Santy thought
they'd got away from me. He was
sure excited, an® some scared, Then
I pulled ‘em down, an' he asked ir
we weren't goin' back at once.  But
ol had pulled his gun, and was
playin® with it on his knee,

“CI's gun to heart talk now,
Santy,' he grinned, ‘although © we
aint lookin' fer nuthin® but the
‘pleasantest sort of argument.  You
ain't goin' back right yet, Santy;
you're goin' out to the Tumbling
H ranch. Thoy're sure needin' you
out there quite wistful.'

“*“What does this mean?' yelled
Santy. ‘You dare not carry me off,
T insist on being taken back to the
headquarters at once, I'm late
now."

“INot so late as you will be be-
fore you get back,! laughed Cal,
‘an' words like ‘dare’ and ‘Insist’
aint got the meanin's out at Tum-
bling H thet they have down to Salt

Lake—not excessive.’

“He was real pecevish for the next
10 miles an' told us some things
about ourselves which we knew be-
fore and some things which we
didn't. DBut by an' by he cooled
down. Buck Turner’s was half way,
same as 'tls now, an' we mostly
stopped there to eat when we went
over to Boise, but we cut it out this
trip, an' run the team past fur
two miles till we struck the pines
at Mulesshoe creek. There we un-
hitched an’ fed the horses an’ our-
selves, an' when we got  started
again, Santy was as  happy an’
cheerful as when we'd seen him
alongside the c¢himney on  Main
street,

“It was just dark as we came
within sight of the ranch house an’
it sure looked welcome with every
window lighted an' a bunch ot
smoke an' gparks comin' from the
big chimney that told of good fires
an' good cookin'. We'd run into a
northeast wind bitin' an’ cuttin’ an®
bringin' snow with it too, just the
same as it's doin' now,

‘“Where our road cuts off from
the: regular trail there used to be
a hay shed, an' we'd agreed with
Santy friendly an' cordial ter drop
him off there so he could put on
his red coat an' sheepskins, eoteet-
ery, an' come up to the house a
half hour after us. He wasg as
plum willin’ an' eager to do what
we wanted as if he had projected
the whole thing himself,

“We reached the house an' found
'em at supper, but the boys turned
out and took care of the team,
while Mis Howland fed us 's if we
hadn't been fed since we went to
Salt Lake, an’ the little girls asked
S0 many questions about omr adven-
tures—they called 'em—that the half
hour was gone hefore we thought
of it, an' there was a poundin' at
the door, Howland opened it an'
Santy stamped In,

“The snow was fallin’ thick, and
he had a erust on him that made
him look as if he'd come clear over
the Washakie range, But the jolly
twinkle was In his eyes, an' the
merry twirl to his mouth, an' the
bulgin' meual sack was over Dhis
shoulder an’ he stamped in laughin®
an' saying':

“*‘Merry Christmas to all. May
happiness and good will abound un-
der this roof.’

“There was some surprise In the
ranch  house. Tt sgread over so
thick that even Pipestem Peters,
so called because he talked so much
th't he couldn't get time to eat, sat
with his mouth wide open but noth-
in’ doin.'  Howland got over it first
an' pulled out th' big arm chalir,
Invitin® Santy to git comfortable.

“Says he: ‘T s'pose your reindeer
are  outside, Mr. Santa  Clause
hadn't th' boys better stable 'om 2’

*‘Those deer are all right, my
good sir,' laughed Santy. ‘They
live on the snow ridges and on the
house-tops,  No stable  has  ever
sheltered them.’

“Then Mrs, Howland took a hand
in—the girvis' were holding on to her
dress, with eyes as big as steers’
an’ pretty much as wild,

“AWelve  just  finfshed  supper,’
she sadd, ‘but there's plenty more
hot, and you must be hungry, after
your long, cold jonrney, How far
have you come?!

ANt very oy osadd Santy;
Hive or six hundreed miles, only,’

“Tle looked lovingly at th' table
but turned away and said, smilin’,
Ul not ent supper, now, thank you,
marm.  It's. pleasure before busi-
s, with - Santy  Claus,
contrary to the maxims of men.’

“He pulled th' meal sack in front
of him, ‘Besides,” he says, ‘I'm
seefn' two palrs of th' brightest,
prettiest eyes Toever saw, an' they
are looking some hungry an' ox-
pectant at this sack, an' so—pleas-
ure befora. busine you know!'

“With that he pulled out the two
dolls an' tossed 'cm over to the
girls, who gasped and gasped--an'
then gasped fome more. Next, he
pulled out a roll of what appeared
to me to be red flannel, an' said it
was for Mrs, Howland., I felt my-
self blushin’ some to think th't Cal

ness alwi

hadn’t more senge than to plck that
for a present to o woman—but T
knew better two weeks later when I
saw th' little girls in red cloth
dresses, as slick an' scrumtious as
the finest we'd seen in Salt ke
City,  Santy dug out the other
gifts—somethin' fer each, includin’
ourselves, fer we didn't want him
to be questioned about us bhein' left
out. At last he shook th' sack up-
side down an' smiled.

“UPhat's empty,”  he
there's something more.’

“I glared at Cal an' Cal glared at
me; both wonderin® what was com-
in' next.

‘‘Santa Claus is only a messen-
ger,’ he went on; ‘he carries gifts
from friends to friends, an' these
gifts he's brought to you are from
loyal and staunch men who love
and honor you. But there's an-
other gift, yet. One that will be
shareq by all in this house ana
will, T know, give more joy, more
delight, and more happiness than
all else I've been entrusted to
bring.’

“Ie'd got every one guessin’,
now, includin' me an' Cal. Ie went
on:

“*Sometimes  distress an’ afflie-
tion, almost too hard to bear, come
.nto families, but the great Father
of us all looks down with pity and
compassion and, often in our deep-
est sorrows—our greatest troubles—
he sends comfort; changes tears to
smiles; despair to joy unspeakable,
Wait!’

“He flung th' door wide open an’,
puttin® two fingers to his mouth,
whistled. He sure was some whis-
tler!

“Boys! you've ‘been out after
moose, an' you've seen the time
when, after followin' a  trail fer
miles, you've heard th' light erackle
of & twig in a thick clump of brush
ahead, an' you've stopped as petri-
fled as one of them rocks on the
Washakie range. Your finger hov-
crs on the trigger of your gun as
light as a butterfly on o gentian
blossom, an' your eyes are fastened
on that dark clump with hope, an'
doubt, an' fear, an' expectation for
the bulgin’ head an’ bright eyes to
break through the brush. That wag
the way every man was staring out
into th' drivin® storm. I heard a
gasp—a sob—an' lookin' round saw
Mrs., Howland drop on her knees an’
stretch her arms out towards the
black night just as I'd scen her that
day back of th' horse shed,

“Then a little figger in Indian
clothes darted  through th' door.
There was a cry of ‘Mama! Mamza!*
and the next instant he was snug-
gled cloze to her heart. Howland
dropped on  hls Kknees, too, an'
crushed 'em both in his arms.

“There's times when  cvery
man—even a4 cow-man—Kknows
that he's better out of sight, We
boys stole out quietly an’  went
over to th' horse shed, Thern
wasn't anythin' said, because thero
didn't seem to be nothin' to say. Wa
squatted around, pullin®  straws
1o picces, an' after a few minutes
Pipestem Petors went out to th'
corral an' came back with the
pony. It hadn’'t been
harnessed since Buddy was  lost.
It acted some peovish, but we tied
him up an’ two of th' hoys got to
work at him with brushes, clearin’
off th' prairie s0 's to get o view
of th' sorrel beneath, Cal an' I
took down th' little
bridle an' worked oil into them.
It was a sure comfort to be doin'
somethin' Buddy was home-—an'
would be lookin' fer his sorrel, to-
morrow!—that waa all,”

There were a few moments of
silence as Trimpy concluded, Then
Greaser Pete howled: That's all!—
you kinky-halred ol' hoss wrang-
ler!—D'ye mean ter say as yer
finishin® th' yarn with scrapin’® aff
o flea-hitten, sorrel pony, an' oilin'
saddles? Where'd that boy come
from?"

Trimpy helped himself again to
the makings of o cigarette from
Bud anning's bag. Then he grin-
ned and safd:

“Seems s U you'd got some ap-
petite fer stories, tonght, Groeaser,
Welle—, scein’ that vou're going' to
hielp me with th' team 1'l] sure
accommodate  you,

“After a while Howland shouted
to ug Lo come up to th!

said, ‘but

sorrel

saddle  an'

house,
When we got there we found Santy
and th! ‘boy at th table \\'llil
dishes enough around them (o have
fod th' whole outfit, IKnnsiy Gossael,
th' sheriff of  Doise, woay there,
lHKewise, a-doin' his share fair an’
impartinl, He'd sUpped in without
our seein' him, Howland and his
wife were rushin® th' trafl from (0
Kitehen to th' table——rustlin® more
chuels, an® st more. It would take
a whale book full o' pictures to
show th' vartous brands of Joy and
happiness she was wearin,'  Now
and then she'd dal away o big
teir th't was tricklin® down her
check-—an' then laugh as though it
wag joy even to do that! And in
th' whole previous two years 1'd
never  seen Ao tear;—women  are
sure elusive an’ puzzlin')

“She insisted on us hoys settin’
down and eatin’ anotherp SUPPOr—
an' we had to oblige her, When
we'd reached a point where weo

couldn't even eat ple th' sherlf
told us his story. Four dayyg Pry.
fore he'd gone over to th’ Shoshona
reservation to get an Indian whyy
been raisin’ ructions an’ actin' sop.
careless with hls gun. While he
wias lookin' fer him he came nopg,
a little white boy, an' soon foung
th't it was Buddy Howland. §g pe
brought him out, with his man,
to Boise,

“It seems th't when Buddy jegy
Hinsman’s he'd  sighted o (eep
an'— kid-like—headed after it
the Soven Troughs Guleh. A yjya
ways in his pony slipped into 4
gully, They weren't hurt any but
Buddy got dazed a bit an’ the pony
got away from him. Then th' spgy
storm came, blindin’ an’ stingln,
an' he got under a big rock, A it
tle bunch of Shoshones who'd heep
on a hunt an’ were makin' back

over th' trall found th' boy an, g).
though he told who he was an’ heg.
ged to be taken back, they capriaq
him along over to their reservation,

“The sherlff had hitched up g
drive out to th' Tumbling H ap
hour after we started an,’ conse.
quently, got to th' hay shed just
as Santy was startin® fer th' housa
I gorgeous in his red and sheep.
skin, an' of course Gossel ag
plum curious to Kknow what he
was doin' out there, Santy tolg
him, an’ Gossel concluded that the
way to restore Buddy to th' bosom
of his family was to let Santy do
it. Which he done, effective,

“Come on, boys!—there's th' boss
drivin' in, now."”

Inclustry Cils For
Man Who Knows

By Martin Owen,

Isvery one is familiar with the
ancient worker's truism to the ef-
feet that there is no labor so crude,
coarge, unskilled or mechanical that
it ¢un not be done bhetter by a man
of trained intelligence than by one
who is & mere muscular machine,
The fathers of the old school why
reared their children  to carn an
“honest living” with  their hands
could not see what algebra and Lat-
in had to do with the handling of a
pick and shovel.

Every branch of industry in this
country has been developed under
the pressure of competition until
the meanest and lowliest jobs avail-
able are the better handled by men
with some sort of 'specinl prepara-
tion. A theoreticil knowledge of the
principles underlying a craft make
a day laborer surer of holding his
job than the man who boasts of the
strength of his hand and no more,

Tho farm hand who knows a clay
soil from a loam, who knows seed
that will  germinate from reed
that will not, who knows what con-
tains phosphate and the kind of
fertilizer that will bring crops out
of a given soil, can outbld any
three lads of the old type who
could pull a plow with their own
strength or lift a load of hay into
position on the barn floor.

The blacksmith who knows how
steel is made and what its propers
ties are, who know In what Nor-
wiy iron differs from cast, and
the reason that borax makes 2
weld possible, will do better work
than the fellow whose only claim
to admiration Is his traditional
blacksmith's biceps.

There was a foeling once among
those to whom was allotted thd
task of tralning our workers tha
anything more than the ap
prentice’s course unfitted the
youngster for his work by instill-
ing foollsh ambitions into him
Fortunately, manual worlk no long:
er Is regarded as i degradation,
and a hand worker with a trained
mind no longer ls the anomaly he
wis in the eyes of the last genert
tion. We do not believe that '™
oretical training, whlich b
a man'’s mind, deprives hn s
practical usefulness; e Wbl
think that it malkes him a fitter
workman, ; ;

Technieal departments In col-
leges, trade schools of the higher
order, and the contact of the pres
pared worker with the unprop:}rf"‘
hive  done a missionary work In
giving  work, practical  work, 4
dignity in the eyes of the worker
and the scholastic man  as well.
The number of men  with  colles?
degrees who are working in shops
Plowing  flelds, cutting  timben
doing practical work in clectrieal
lines, and the ke Is a good indica-
tion that the practical (departments
of big universities do not make
men gnobhish,

Germany, recognizing that all men
nster
workmen, contractors, and ongls
neers, has established n serles of
public training  schools, Hke our
trade schools, which fit men to do
the common day labor of thelr
erafts more inteillgently and effl-
ciently than {f they were r"““‘"’"
turned Joose as untutored hoys
given cumbersome tools with which
to train themselves, | Even the m('r-‘
chants of Goermany suhscribe t‘(
maintain gehools for the training ©
thelr employes.

If 0 man never {g to do more that
shovel out ditches he will doft het-
ter and more suatisfactorlly it h:
has o developed Intelligence and
mind that s taught to act.

cannot be superintendents, m




