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shot off the car and hurried down
the street toward my office. Hear-
ing a man remark as he passed,
“Queer looking customer; looks
like a real Westerner,” 1 glanced
up. Walking ahead of me was a figure
that brought to my mind joyful recol-
lections of the past.
e peculiar walk induced from con-
stant wearing of heavy leather chaps,
he rounded shoulders designated as
he “cowboy hump,” and the wide
hite hat, all bespoke the plains. I
overtook the man and grabbed a big
&rm.

“Is It really you Hank?’ 1
“How did you get so far away
bome?”

A Dbig, weathered, humorous face in
which anxiety struggled looked down
on me.

“If it ain't that cussed little
be cowboy Jim growed
Who'd a-thought

"
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cried
from

good one?" he remark he
wrung my hand ognizing
shake

Come up to yTce, s right

bere, and we w
“lI was just hur

wn at Jink's
Shoes was

el as 1o which
show it

1’ to beat
lig, where
off we git

place an’ we o«
besides us there

crabber

didn’t unt ei So I just asked
the woman over to the saloon porch
and br k some crackers, cheese
and beer

“She » 1 and we all
got qui began amusin’
the kids it but
the little boy was
feller you could ses¢

‘Goody put the idee
by sayin'” to the little
you like to go t0 a rz
grow up to be a cowboy?

‘T'd like it mighty well, mister, but

1 can't leave ma an” Sisgy; they need
me.’

“There was @ heap more to that little
youngster than to his ma—a young,
gilly, helpless kind of being. After a
while 1 got a chai.ce to speak to her
alone. I asked her if she would let me
take the kid and raise it fer her, if I'd

give her fifty dollars and her ticket.
She jumped at the offer.

I never seed such a look in any one’s
face, big or small, as there was on that
boy’'s when she told him. He looked as
if his heart would come clean out'n his
body an’ bust to

pieces i front of
us He made the
5 back

he

pipes up in a queer

little voice: ‘Reck-

on you Kkin do
thout me.’

““It'lli be hard,

she sald

of sniveling,

‘T ma’'s S0 poor
an’ ragged.’

“*All right,” said

the kid, an’ he

: E ern writer.
walked off an' sat

on the station plat-
form tother side of
the building.

“I let him alone,
too, till a train cum
along which e
flagged — tied the
agent an' got out
his flags to do it
Littie feller was so
busy huggin’ and
kissin' little sissy
that he peered not
to_.nptice his ma.
Bhe managed to
kisse him on the
cheek, and we hus-
tigd her aboard. He
stood close by me
an’ mnever looked

nine months to a year.

at his ma wavin’ from the window.

“*“When we goin’ home. Hank?” said
he, puttin’ his little paw in mine.

“‘Now. Come on fellers, let's dig
out,” said I to the boys that was stand-
in' by lookin’ feolish. Only Goody hung
back, said he wan't drunk enough fer
Sunday, said it would make him lone-
me to go home half full,

“The little chap eyed him with his
black look-through-you eyes, then he
walked up in front of Goody.

“‘That's what killed pa and put me
and ma on the tramp. Let’s go home,’
he said, coaxing like, and held out his
little paw. M

“Goody looked silly fer a minit. Then
he grabbed the ycungster and put him
on his shoulder.

“*Come on, boys, I was only fooling.
Git your hosses and see who gits home
fust.’ -

“We sure kept that kid from being
lonesome, gittin’ home. One would grab
him and ride him awhile, then another
one; so all of us had a turn at holdin’
the gritty little feller. Time we got
home there wan’'t one of us men that
wasn’t a willin’ slave to that boy. Why!
we couldn’'t eat much supper cus he
couldn’t!
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“ *‘Little feller’s got to go to bed, We’s

beat out,” I sald, and stood firm that he
had to bunk with me.
“After he got to sleep we set up and
lked about how we'd make him
y and chirky.
Ain't we got a cow critter we can
break to milk? I heer coffee ain't good
little folks,’ Cracky growled as he
chawed hard on his pipe,
"'l seed one yesterday that I'l intro-

fer

duce myself to,” said Goody, spittin’
vigorous. ‘I know how to make good
molasses candy,” chimes in Jiggers—
he's the kid there, cum from the East

to get teached the ranchin’ trade same
as you.” The cowman's face looked at
me with Kindly humor an instant, then
he wer

‘We had to plan to have one stay at
home and see that nothing happened to

t on:

the little kid. It was mostly Jiggers.
He kic , sed he cum out to ride an’
not to tend kindergarten. I asked him

vhat he was going to do.

“‘I might fan the breeze,’ sez he.

“*What about that saddle you owe
me fer?" And Jiggers stayed.
night we cum home hungry as
>s and I slammed in an’ opened

n door to see if biscuit was done.
lot of round brown things.
h-11,” sez L
* sez the little feller,
les that Jiggers made me
clay and they's bakin’. You ain't
be you?
laughed 'stead o' cussin’, and went
out to tell the boys the joke, an’ we all
waited good-natured till Jiggers got
supper ready.

“Our boss heerd of our new family
member and he cum out from town red.-
eyed an’ foamin’. Sed he wan’t runnin’
no baby farm. ‘How could the men

j nd play nurse too. Anyhow the
ne Society wouldn’t stand fer it,
urthermore, he used to think there
was bigger fools than cowboys, but he
was mistook.’

“I held myself in, but itched to kick
the old man. I only asked him to git
into the rig, as the horse was oneasy,
and we'd best dust. He looked at me
with eyes wide and mouth open, struck

umb. Finally ke cum to his breath:
be blasted! Here it's Sunday
you ain’t drunk nor actin’ like you
d to be.” Then he says short,
ng round, ‘Where’'s the rest of the
boys? I don’t see any of my horses
tied up at the saloon.’

“*Home,’ sez I, laughin’ inside.

“‘I'll be teetotally chawed up and
spit out again!’ he sez, and clumb into
the cart, never even sayin’ howdy to
Jink’'s place.

“He didn’t say nothin’ more 'bout the
boy until we got most home, then he
turns quick like and sez: ‘What are
you going to do with him?’

“ ‘Keep him,” sed 1.

“ “What if I say you shan’'t?

“““Then you kin get new men to work
you d-d old ranch,” sez I, and whipped
up Buttons.

“The boy was ready fer us and open-
ed the gate. ‘Good evening, Mr. Boss,’
sed he as he come up manly like, ‘want
a new hand?

““The boss looked him all over and I
sée the twinkle come into his eye. I
don’t know if it was us old stagers
quitting fer a mite of a baby you might
say, or if it was the funny figger he
looked with his pleading eyves and soft,
round face with black curils flapping a
little in the wind to~ of my old shirt

and overalls I'd cut down best I
could; any way the boss laughed.
Then he sez. ‘Want a job bad?’

“The kid busts out joyful, ‘Oh, you're
going to let me stay!’ and he ran up
and grabbed Boss’' hand, shook it and

sez, ‘T'll work good.’

“ “What's your name?’ sez Boss, all
gentle. 5 4

“ ‘Roy, sir.’

“‘Roy! Why that means king! That's
what you are, and here's your prime
minister and there's your cabinet,’
pointing to the other three that were
coming out of the shack, all grins when
they see the little man run up to Boss.

ANNOUNCEMENT.

For the purpose of encouraging California and Western writers,
by offering a consideration for short stories equal to that paid by the
best magazines, and for the purpose of bringing young and unknown
writers to the front, the Sunday Call announces a weekly fiction con-
test in which a cash prize of $50 will be paid each week for the best
story submitted. There is no section of i
terial for fiction or more prolific in
material at hand than is California anJ the
day Call offers $50 for the best story submitted each week by a
Storigs of Western life and Western characters will, as a
rule, be given the preference, but all strong stories, and especially
strong stories by new writers, will receive careful consideration.

Each story will be judged strictly upon its literary merit. Type-
written copy is the easiest to read and will receive the first consider-
ation from the editor. but do not hesitate to send a story in hand-
writing if you cannot afford to have it typewritten.

Fifty dollars in cash for a story of not less than 2500 words and
not more than 3500 words is approximately $17 per thousand words,
or 1.7 cents per word. The highest price p.iyd
for the work of any but the very best writers is
two cents a word, more often one cent and a half, and generally one
cent. With the majority of magazines the writer, after his story is ac-
cepted, is compelled to wait until the publication of his story before
he is paid, a period of seldom less than six months. and usually from
The stories accepted in this
paid for immediately upon publication, and will be published on the

z firet Sunday following the judeing of the manuscripts.
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“That's how King got his name. We
alluz called him that.

“ *What you going to do come round-
up time?’ sed Boss when we was smok-
ing after supper. )

“‘Take him with us,’ I spoke quick
and settled.

“‘H'm! What you going to give him
to eat? Xids can’t live on beans and
sow belly same as you boys does.’

“ “We just thought that mebbe you'd
send us out some garden seeds,” 1 sug-
gested mild like. Boss stared.

“ ‘“You blooming locoed cow puncher!
Don’t you know a garden takes time
and water?’

““We've got Sundays and ‘bits of
extra time,’ I put in, ‘and there's a well
full of water that the windmill draws
up.’

**“You kin punch cows all right, but
you bloody cuss, you'd look well pack-
ing water in buckets over to a garden.’

*“‘You send the seeds, never mind
how I look.’

“And the seeds come.

“We teached King to cuss beautiful.

“Onct 1 ketched him whimpering over
a hard bump he got falling off a hoss
he was practicing up on. I set right
down and telled him that men don't cry
at anything, but just cuss to relieve
their feelings; he mustn’'t cuss at
hosses, cuz mostly the man is the wust

and ornariest fool of the two; and he-

mustn’'t cuss at men onless he had a
gun to back him; but he could cuss at
cow critters, fer they was plumb or-
nary; and he could break loose and cuss
at stoves and firewood and sich like;
but onless he was hurt awful bad he
mustn’t cuss, fer it wan’'t being game.

“He remembered all we told him to.
Onect I met old Benson on the road and
he wanted to borrow my razor, being
as a new gal was in the country. I
told him he could go up to the house
and shave there, that he couldn't lug
the razor off, fer we all cleaned up
Sundays. Benson waltzed in, went to
my bunk and was just drawing the
razor out from the mattress, when a
child’s voice behind him piped up:

‘““*Put that razor down.’

“Being in a hurry Benson said, ‘Mind
your own business, kid,” without turn-
ing round. Then a string of cusses
broke loose that startled old-timer Ben-
son and he whirled round to see King
standing in the doorway pinting the
little gun I give him right at him. Old
Benson was too ’sprised and scairt to
explain, and I don't know what ’'ud a
happened if Jiggers hadn’t cum in just
then and fixed things up.

“We teeched King everything we
knew, even to poker; but we stuck at
book larnin’. One night I winked at
the boys and sez: ‘If I only knew some
one that could write letters fer me and
kind o' look after accounts I'd be
happy.’

*“‘And if I had some one to read the
news to me once in a while I'd feel
better when I went out in company,’
put in Goody.

“‘And if I had somebody to tell me
abcut gogerfy when I wants to go
places it ud cum in mighty: handy,”
added Cracky. Jiggers spoke up then:

“‘I know all that, cause I went to
school,” but I get too tired to help you
out evenings.’
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“King never sed a word, but kept up
a hull lot o' thinking. Next day I
heerd him coaxing, ‘Larn me, won't
you, Jiggers? 1 won't worry you mor'n
I kin help.’

“Fust thing I knowed they was
savin’ all the wrappin’ paper that cum
round the groceries and smoothin’ it
out and figgering all over it. King
saved every scrap of reading that cum
to 1> ranch, even to advertisements
and soap wrappers. Bless his baby
heart! saved everything ’'gainst the
time when he could read 'em to us. He
learned fast, too. Jiggerg did wonders
with him. They was both proud.

““Once I cum home kinder early from
ridin’ and found King peelin’ spuds. He
looked up and sed onconsarned as you
please:

“*‘Milk cow’s got a new calf—Jiggers
went to fetch it, so I tho't I'd get sup-
per, mebbe you'd be hungry.’

“Why every one of us locoed cow
punchers would have rid the wildest
hoss that pitched just to please King.
He wags home, he was love, he was,
he was the hull world fer us boys.

“One day when Jiggers brought in the
malil he looked mighty queer and sed,
‘Here’s a letter for Roy McPherson—
that's you, King.’

“King shakes his head: “Ust to be,
but 'm King Crater now’—the last is
my name, you know—'

“‘Guess you’d better read it, King,” I
sed in a weak voice.

-

“The King was eight then and could
read most anhything. Never was a
smarter kid. We all quit smokin’ quick
and set quiet while King read this here
letter.”

The cowboy paused and, fumbling in
his pocket, produced a folded, soiled
scrap of paper which he handed me. I
opened and read: 3

14 Bolton st.

Dear Roy: Come and live with me
again. ' Sissy and me wants to see you;
it’s vacation and you cud sell Papers
and run Errents and help out,. you
ought to be a big boy now; we are aw-
ful poor, cuz your granma Died and I
cant work mutch. Your loving MA.

I handed back the letter and my
friend resumed his story.

‘“When King finished readin’ we were
all still and gone white at the cold
cussedness of that letter and from fear
of its consequences,

“King bust out and cussed awful—I
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didn’t know it was in him! Then he
sed:

* ‘Sissy!’

“We didn't say a word, fer somehow
we knowed it wouldn't be no use. He
didn’'t let a whimper out'n him that we
could hear, but us fellers was sneakin’
round corners swallowin’ hard. King
must a cried to himself in the night,

.~tho', cuz in the mornin’ his eyes was

half shut. ¥

“When that train pulled out with
our King aboard us fellers just blub-
bered.

“That was.six months ago, and now
Boss says that King was wuth ten dol-
lars a month to him on the ranch, and
if I'd go and fetch him he'd pay my ex-
penses, and we cud arrange fer King to

-send his ten every month to his ma—it

would be mor’n he cud make here prob-
ably, anyhow it would be cheaper fer
her, fer she wouldn’'t have him to feed.

“I got here this mornin’ and went
straight to 14 Boiton street, but they
ain’'t there—haven’'t been fer months,
and no one seems to know where they
cud be.”

The cow puncher looked so miserable
when he ceased speaking that I in-
stinctively went over and patted him
on the back.

“We will find him!"” I cried with de-
termination in my voice.

Hank and I swung around the even-
ing paper office all that afternoon. We
questioned every newsboy that came to
buy papers for the evening sale. Many
knew Roy McPherson, but had not seen
him lately. We were beginning to de-
spair when at last we came upon a
little shaver who said he knew Roy and
had seen him only yesterday buying a
nickel's worth of tea at a corner gro-
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cery store. We got the address and hur-
ried to the place.

Yes, the grocer knew Mrs. McPher-
son. She was sick and the boy was
taking care of her and doing a little
janitor- work on the floor where they
lived above the store.

We went up a rickety outside flight
of stairs and knocked at a shattered
door opening in the narrow landing.
‘We heard whispers, then little feet trot.
ted across the room, the door opened &
bit and the shy, dimpling face of a
very little girl peeped out at us.

“Hello, Sissy!” cried Hank, reachimg
in and catching the child up, “Where's
brother?"”

A smothered ery of joyful recognition
came from within. With a warning
little hand lifted, a thin, sad little fel-
low hastened to the door and whis-
pered, “She’'s asleep, don’t wake her.
I'll come outside.”

Hank dropped Sissy and gathered the
little man to his bosom exactly as a
longing mother would have done. The
light of yearning love was so intense
on the man’s face that I turned aside.
“My boy! my boy!” he murmured and
smoothed the head again and again.

The boy hid his face in the man's
coat and his little body shook comvul-
sively, but no sound came. After a bit
we three sat on the stairs.

“You must go back with me,” urged
Hank, his hand gripping the boy's arm
so hard that he winced.

“Ma can't spare me this time,” sald
a voice struggling to be firm.

“We will send her money.”

Roy’s face shone an instant, then his
lips came together hard.

“There is Sissy. Ma ain’'t able to
bring her up alone. I've got to do it.™

Hank's face was a study between
admiration and de-
spair. Nothing was
said for a ‘while.
The pitiful but firm
little face with its
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reached wup and
pulled Sissy down
into his lap.

“We will take
them, too,” he said
so quietly and with
such firmness that
I knew he would
have his way and
that the King of

the “Crooked H”
would come. to his
own.



