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By Henry Wallace Phillips.

'

=2 EDDY and I were alone at the Lake beds.
He sat outside the cabin, braidipg a
leather hat-band—eight strands and the
“repeat” figure—an art I never could
master.

I sat inside, with a one-pound pack-

< age of smoking tobacco beside me and
l&;?) newspapers within reach, relling the day's sup-
:;Q ply of cigaretlies,

Reddy stopped bis story long enough g say:
“Don’t use the ‘Princess’ Slipper,’ Kid—that paper
burns my tongue—take the ‘Granger’; there's plenty
of jt.”

Well, as 1 was saying, I'd met a lot of the boys
up in town this day, and they threw as many-as two
drinks into me. I know that for certajn, because
when we took the parting dose I had a glass of
whisky in both my rigkt hands, and had just twice
as many friends as when 1 started,

When [ pulled out for home 1 felt mighty good
for myself—mot exactly looking for trouble, but 1_mt
a-going to dodge it any, either. I was warbling
“ldaho” for all 1 was worth—you know how pretty I
can sing? Cock-eyed Peterson used to say it made
him forget all his troubled. “‘Because,” said he, “you
don’t notice trifles when a man bats you over the
head with a two-by-four.”

Well, 1 was enjoying everything in sight, even a
little drizzle of rain that was driving by in rags of
wetness, when a flat-faced swatty at Fort Johnson
halted me,

Now, it's a dreadful thing to be butted to death
by a nanny-goat, but for a full-sized cowpuncher to
be held up by a soldier is worse yeét.

To say that I was hot under the collar don’t give
Yyou the right idea of the way I felt.

“Why, you cross between the last rose of summer
and a bob-tailed flush!” says I, “what d'ver mean”
What's got into you? Get out of my dayiight, you
dog-robber, or I'll walk the little horse around your
neck like a three-ringed circus. Come, pyll your
freight!”

It seems that this swatty had been chucked out
of the third story of Frenchy's dance emporium by
Bronc Thompson, which threw a great respect for
our profesh into him. Consequently he wasn't fresh
like most soldiers, but answers me as polite as a tin-
horn gambler on payday.

Says he: “I just wanted to tell you that old
head and forty braves are some'ers between

4 and your outfit, with their war paint on and
blood -in their eyes, cayoodling and whoopin’ fit to
beat hell with the blower on, and if you get tangled
up with them I reckon they'll give you a haireut and
shampoo, to say nothing of other trimmings. They
say they're after the Crows, but it's a ten-dollar bill
against a last year's bird’s nest that they'll .take an
any kind of trouble that comes along. Their hearts
is mighty bad, they state, and when an Injun's heart
gets spoiled, the disease is d—d catching., Yeu’'d bet-
ter stop awhile.”

“Now, cuss old Frosthead, and you, too!” gays I.
“If he com crow-hopping on my reservation I'll kick
his pantalets on top of his scalplock.”

“All right, pardner!” says he. *“It's your own fu-
neral. My orders was to halt everyone going through,
but I ain't a whole company, so you can hayve your
own way, Only if your friends have to take you
homre in a coal scuttle, dofi't blame me. Pass, friend.”

Sc I went through the officers’ quarters forty
miles an hour, letting out a ring of yells you might
have heard to the coast, just to show my respect for
the United States army.

Now, this has always been my luck: Whenever
I made. a band-wagon play, somebody’s sure to strike
me for my license. Or else the team goes into the
ditch a mile further on and T come out about as happy
as a small yaller dog at a bob-cat’s cauncus,

Some fellers can ran in a rhinecaboo that'd make
the hair stand up on a buffeler robe, and get, away
with it just like a mice; but that ain’t me,” If I sing
a little mite too high in the cellar, down comes the
f a-top of me. So it was this day. Old Johnny

roof
Hardluek socked it to me, same as usual.

Gosh a’'mighty! The iliguor-died in me after awhile
and I went sound asleep in the saddle, and woke up
with a ja to find myself right in the middle of old
Frosthead's gang: the drums “boom-blipping,” and
those forty-odd red tigers “hyvah-hyahing” in a style
that made my skin get up and walk all over me with
cold feet.

How in blazes I'd managed to slip through those
Injuns I don’t know. 'Twould have been a wonderful
by our thoroughbred Kentucky horse—and T knew 'if
1 could get to the open them Injuns wouldn't have

piece of scouting if I'd meant it. You can meost al-
ways do any darn thing you don't want to. Well,
there I was, and, oh, Doctor! but wasn't I in a lovely
mess! That warsong put a erimp into me that Jeck
Frost himseif couldn’t take out.

At was as dark as dark by this time. ‘The moon
just stuck one eye over the edge of the prairie, and
the rest of the sky was covered with clouds. A little
light came from the Injuns’ camp fire, but not enough
to ride by, and, besides, I didn’t know which way 1
ovught to go.

Says I to myself, “Billy Sanders, you are the cham-
pion all-around, old-fashioned fool of the district. You
are a jackass from the country where ears less'n three
foot long are curiosities. You sassed that poor swatty
that wanted to keep you out of this, tooting your
bazoo like a man peddling ksoap: but now it's up te
you. What are you going to do about it?” And I
didn’t get any answer, neither.

WeN, it was no use asking myself conundrums
out there in the dark when time was so scarce. So I
wraps my handkercher around Laddy’s nose to keep
him from talking horse to the Injun ponies, and pre-
pared to sneak to where I'd rather be.

Laddy was the quickest thing on legs in that part
of the country—out of a mighty spry little pinto mare

I didn’t like to make for the ranch, as T knew the
boys were short-handed, so I pointed neorth, prayving
to the good Lord that T'd hit some kind of settlement
before 1 struck the North Pole.

Well, we left those Injuns so far behind that thepe
wasn't any fun in it. 1 slacked up, patting myself on
the back:; and, as the trouble seemed all over, I was
just about teo turn for the ranch, when I heard horses
galloping, and as the moon ‘came out a little [ saw a
whole raft of redskins a-beiling up a draw net half

saddle on his arm. “He's a particular kind of cuss,”
I thought: *bareback would suit most people.”

Taking it a little easier for the next couple of
miles, I gave him a chance to pull up.

We pounded along without saying anything for a
spell, when 1 happened to notice that his teeth were
chattering.

“Keep your nerve up, pardner.” says I. “Don’t vou
get scared—we've got a good start on ‘em.”

He looked at me kind of reproachful.

“Scared be derned!” says he. *“I reckon if you
was riding around this nice cold night in your drawers

+
|

|
e
+*

much of a chance to take out my stopper and ex-
amine my works—not much. A half-mile start, and I
could show the whole Sioux nation how I wore my
hair.

I cut for the place where the Injuns seemed thin-
nest, lifting myself up till 1 didn't weigh fifteen
pounds, and breathing only when necessary. We got
along first rate until we reached the edge of ‘em, and
then Laddy had to stick his foot in a gopher hole,
and walloped around there like a whale trying to
climb a tree.

Some darn cuss of an Injun threw a handful of
hay on the fire, and, as it blazed up, the whole gang
spotted me.

I unlimbered my gun, set the irons into Laddy and
we began to walk.

a mile away. That knocked me slab-sided. 1t looked

like T got the wrong ticket  every time the wheel
turned.

I whooped it up again, swearing I wouldn’'t step
this deal short of a dead sure thing. We flew through
space—Laddy pushing a hole in the air like a scart
kiyotée making for home and maother,

A ways down the valley I spotted a little shack
sitting all alone by itself in the moonlight. I headed
for it, hollering murder,

A man came to the door in his under-rigging.

“Hi there! What's eating y::»u'."' he yelis,

“Injuns coming, pardner! The country’s just 0oz-
ing Injuns! Better get a wiggle on you!”

“All right—slide 2long; 1 ketch up to
rays he.

I looked back and saw him hustling out with his

you,”

< + vou teeth 'ud rattie some, too.”
| H I took a look at him, and saw, sure enough, while
| ! he had bat, coat and hoots on, the pants was missing.
| ! Well, if it had been the last act, I'd have had to
| l langh.
i | “Couldn’t find "em, nohow,"” says he; “hunted high
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and lew, jick, Jack and the game—just comes to my
mind now that I had "em rolled up and was sleeping
on 'em. I don't like to go around this way—I feel as
if I was two men, and one of ’em hardly respectable.”

“Did 1 bring a gun with you:

He gave me another stare. “Why, pardner, you
must think 1 have got a light and frivelous disposi-
tion,” says he. And with that he heaves up the great-
granduncle of ail the six-shooters I ever did see. It
made my forty-five look like something for a kid to
cut its teeth on. ““That's the best gun in this coun-
try,” he went on.

“Looks as if it might be,” says 1. “Has the foun-
dry that cast it gone out of busine I'd like to have
one like it, if it’s as dangerous as it looks.”

“When I have trouble with a man,” says he,
don’t want to Zo pecking at him with a putty blov

I

just irritating bim and giving him a little skin com-
plain here and there: I want something that'll touch.”™

He had it, for a broadside from that battery would
scatter an elephant over a township.

We loped along quiet and easy until sun-up. Tha
Grindstone Buttes lay about a mile ahead of us. Look-
ing back, we saw the Injuns coming over a rise of
ground 'way in the distance,

“Now,” says my frien
through these hills thati I z u3 out at Jo
They've got encugh punchers there to do the
States army up, starched and  blued. Shall we
take it?”

“Sure!”
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THE MODERN FABLE OF WHAT IS IN A NAME UNDER
CERTAIN CONDITIONS.

was a well-meaning Soul who
was handicapped by a true and lasting
Friendship,

Sometimes he suspected that if he
could be left to himself, he would struggle
along from one Saturday Night to an-
other and keep out of the Way of the
Cars, and possibly extract some Joy from this

Life in his own simple Rube fashion.

But every time he turned around, Friend was

right there to tell him what to do.

At

Y

Ho Used to Tell the Victim Where to
Have His Clothes Made.

BT o 5 i

Friend was somewhat of a Shell-Fish in the regu-
lation of his own Private Affairs, but he knew just
how to manage for someone eise.

So he used to tell the Victim where to have his
Clothes made, and he would pick out his Shirt Pat-
terns for him, and tell him how often he needed a
Dirink, and in other ways relieve him of all Respon-
sibilities.

If the Poor Mark wanted to remain in his Room
and read something by William Dean Howells, the
Friend would compel him to put on his Low-Front
and go out to a War-Dance and meet a Bunch of
Kioodles who wore No. 6 Hats and talked nothing but
Fiffie. v

The Friend was always making Business Engage-

ments for him and then letting him know about it
later on.

And sometimes Friend would try to choke him
and take his Money away from him and invest it in
some shine Enterpr that was going to pay a 40
per cent Dividend every thirty Days.

Friend always meant well«at that. .When he se-
lected the ( 1 that the Vietim was to marry, he wyas
prompted by the most unedelfish Motives, Notwith-
standing which the Victim did the tall Duck.

A Policeman found him hiding under a Bridge and
asked, “Are you a Fugitive from Justice?” E

“N was the Reply. *“This is merely a case of

Friend.”
MORAL: They never seem to be properly Thank-
ful for all that we do in their Behalf.

THE MODERN FABLE OF THE MAN WHO HAD A TRUE
FRIEND TO STEER HIM ALONG.

Once there was an Estimable Lady named Mrs.
Killjoy, who used to hunt for Trouble with a Search
Warrant

She was not happy unless she was being Insulted.
Before anyone Chirped she knew that she was going
-to have Bricks thrown at her Character.

Mrs. Killjoy held to the obsolete Theory that Man
was put inte this Mundane Trouble Factory to protect
weak and defens s Woman from all Shars, Slights
and Insults. That is why she picked out for her True
Knight an undeveloped Specimen about the size of a
Philadelphia Squab, with four-inch Biceps,

His steady Assignment was to fight her Battles.
Mrs. Killjoy was one of those Sensitive Plants who
could not get intg a Trolley without having someone
rudely Stare at her. She :dlways suspected that the
He-Salesmen in the Stores were trying to make Love
to her, and if any Man happened to be walking be-
hind her on the same side of the Street, she knew
that she was being Pursued.

“Are you going to sit here and allow your Wife
to be Insulted?”

The Teamster Grabbed Mr. XKilljoy
and Dusted the Bin With Him.

That was the Speech she would hand him when
they were out together. Then it “was up to him to
call some 200-pounder, or else be prepared to lis
Awake half the Night and listen to the.Story of her
Wrongs.

Sometimes he suspected that she wanted to realize
on his Life Insurance,

His usudl Play was to promise to be an Aveng
Then he would hunt up the Person who had gro
insulted Mrs. Kilijoy and apologize in her behalf and
say that she was a trifie Dippy. "

What Mrs. Killjoy needed was a Husband in a
full Suit of Armor mounted on a White Horse and
thirsting for Blood. She had read the wrong kind of
Books. Husband knew that she would stack him up
against it sooner or later.

Sure enough, one Day he found her in Tears and
learned that the Man delivering the Coal had been
Impertinent and had failed to remove his Hat while
speaking to her. She wanted to know if Mr. Killjoy
was a Man or a Mouse, and that settied it He went
out to roast the Teamster, and she followed along -to
Gloat. :

The Teamster was a Low-Brow with a
Chest, and he did not know a thing about the Her
of Navarre Business, He grabbed Mr. Killjoy and
dusted the Bin with him,

While the Sufferer was Hospital, waiting
for the Bones to join, Mys. Killjoy sat beside him and
said, “As soon as you are well enough to be around
you must hunt him up and shoot him.”

“I will,” said the brave Knight, “if T can get one
of those Sandy Hook Guns that will carry Six
Miles.”

MORAL: I these Days. Chivalry must wear_a
Tag or it will not be Recognized,

THE MODERN FABLE OF THE NINETY-POUND KNIGHT
ERRANT AND HIS LADY FAIR.

Once there was a Main Squeeze of a Business
Concern who had a faithful Man Friday.
The Understrapper kept the Books and stalled off

.

A Literary Letter

By Richard Le Gallienne.

HAVE just done a venturesome thing. I
have been re-reading an old favorite—a
book loved long since and lost awhile. No
other than Mr. J. H. Shorthouse's “John
inglesant.” 1 came to do it because the

book in a three-volume edition de Iuxe,
J uniform with its library edition of Walter
Pater. The format is so charming that it
would tempt one to read anything, though the
fine sense of artistic fitness which presides over the
Macmillan publications would never permit the error
of taste involved in giving so classical a form to a
book which was not to some extent in the rumning for
classical ‘honors. The Macmillan company has pub-
lished many a successful novel, but I fancy there are

Macmillan company has just reissued the'

few novels on its lists written in regent years that it
would think of promoting to so significant a format.
By presenting “John Inglesant” in such a style the
publishers imply its possession of unusual excellence
and distinetion and a quality of comparative perma-
nency.  And it is likely that this implied opinion of
theirs has not been reached without an intuition that
the world of readers has b ythis time cqme to a like
conclusion. Is the Macmillan company right? Does
“John Inglesant” stand the. test of the honor thus
paid it? Does it bear reading ggain? Is it still a
live hook? For myself 1 answer, “Yes." .

What is it that makes the long-lived book? Tt is
the oft-answered unanswerabie question; for the ulti-
mate secret of life evades us in vital literature as
everywhere else. We may name a do: e
two books may seem to satisfy then:
of the books will live, and the othep’
arrive as near to an answer as we ever shall be say-.

ing that the life of a book depends in the end on some
special vitality in “the man behind the book,” to
borrow a phrase which Mr. Bliss Carman makes the
text of one of his sound illuminating causeries in the
current number of the Literary World, already, I-am
p::;ased to} see, newly under weigh under his editor-
ship. '

The question is brought up te me frem another
quarter -by the handsome prospectus just issued by
the Scott-Thaw company of “The Chiswick Library of
Noble Authors.” “Noble Books in Noble Form™ is
the rallying motto of the publishers, and from the
quality of the prospectus, which in size (folio—the oniy
really “noble” size for a book), paper and type, is &
foretaste of the books themselves,. it is safe to pre-
dict,a series worthy of th: motto. “By Nobie Au-
thors,” the publishers expli n, “is meant those ¥riter;

LContin: .4 an Dag i
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Then the Man Friday Began to Wear
a Tall Hat and Show Up at 10 In- H
stead of 8.

used her Full Name. When anyone came to see him
he had the Office Boy bring in a Cax

In speaking of the Company >
asked to do any regular Office Work, h t uj
Holler, because he did not think that a Business Man-
ager shouild be compelied to mounkey with any small
and cheap Duties,

In short, although his Salary remained the same,
the high-sounding Tifie was too much for him. He
developed a severe ease of Enlargiensis of the Coco,
and in a short time he was breathing the Fresh Air.

MORAL: Many a good Subordinate has been
ruined to make a gilded Figurehead.

——(‘.myrizht, 1903, by Robert Waward Rusesly N
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