
"The King was eight then and could .
read most anything. Never was a
smarter kid. We all quit smokin' quick
and set quiet while Kingread 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:

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. Tour loving MA.
Ihanded back the letter and my

friend resumed his story.
"When Kingfinished readin' we were

all still and gone white at the cold
cussedness of that letter and from fear
of its consequences.

"King-fcust out and cussed awful
—
I

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

"Igot here this mornin' and went
straight to 14 Bolton 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!" Icried with de-
termination in my voice.

Hank and Iswung 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-

"Kingnever sed a word, but kept up
a hull lot o' thinking. Next day I
heerd him coaxing. 'Lara me, won't
you, Jiggers? Iwon't worry you morn
Ikin help.'

"Fust thing Iknowed they was
savin" all the wrappin' paper that cum
round the groceries and smoothin' it
out and flggering all over it. King
saved every scrap of reading that cum
to i' 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. Jigger* did wonders
with him. They was both proud.

"Once Icum home kinder early from
ridin' and found Kingpeelin' spuds. He
looked up and sed onconsarned as you
please:"

'Milk cow's got a new calf—Jiggers
went to fetch It, so Itho't I'dget 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 was home, he was love, he was,
he was the hull world fer us boys.

"One day when Jiggers brought in the
mail 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 I'm King Crater now'— the last is
my name, you know

—'
"

'Guess you'd better read it,King,1I
sed in a weak voice.

x
-

0 -~'

1»hot
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," Iglanced

up. Walking ahead of me was a figure

that brought to my mind joyful recol-
lections of the past. ?>-*.:

The peculiar walk induced from con-
stant wearing of heavy leather chaps,
the rounded shoulders designated as
the "cowboy hump," and the wide
\u25a0white hat, all bespoke the plains. I
overtook the man and grabbed a big

tmn.'
"Is Itreally you, Hank?" Icried.

"How did you get so far away from
home?"

A big, weathered, humorous face In
which anxiety struggled looked down
on me.

"Ifitain't that cussed little would-
be cowboy Jim growed to a man!
Who'd a-thought he'd made such a
food one?" he remarked as he nearly

•wrung my hand off in his recognizing
shake.

"Come up to my office, it's right
here, and we will talk."
"Iwas Just huntin' you. I've got a

hull corral full of trouble on hand."
Seated in my private office, Isent the

'boy for whisky and told him that Iwas
engaged on important business and to

allow no one to disturb me.
"Now, Hank.' said 1 to my silent

old-time comrade of vacation days,

"tellme what up. Killed a man and
vant a lawyer?"

•.Naw!" and a contemptuous look
overspread his worried face. "I'm
on a kidnaping trip and Iwant you to
help me."

A girl?" 1ventured. He looked more
tlisgristed than ever. ,

"Naw. It's the kins of the Crooked
H I'm-after. Ever heered of him?"
1shook my head, puzzled, and, pour-

ing out a big drink of whisky« offered s
it to him. His eye brightened, but he
shock his head slowly.

".N'aw. Ifwe don't rind the king you
owe it to me. While we ma find him
I'llplay fair. Itain't allowe? at court
and I'm his prime minister: leastways
that's what my boss says."
iwas debating whether Hank. had a

screw Joose or. was playing some intri- ,
cate practical jc-ke, when icaught the
sound of a sob as he cleared his throat.

"Kid,I'llspit the hull thingout right
now, so's you kin get to work on the
"\u25a0ail

- '
~;.£, .... ..

••Two~Vt-axs ago- 1 \u25a0as down at Jink's
place. Ian' Goody Twer Shoes was
each aiming to win a bet as to which
could drink the most and not show it
before- the bound train cum in. We
augered and augered tillthe train slides
in before we knowed it,and Ionly had
tix drinks in me.
"Iseed from the door a woman and

two kids git put off. The train went on
and left 'em standing lookin' all over
for a town that wasn't there.

"They hadn't no luggage, and she and
the kids hadn't enough hull clothes on
to flag a handcar. She had a purty
face, tho. So when Iseed her makin*
for the. section house that was full of
Russians that chewed up Uncle Sam's
language Ishied over. Isays: Madam,
kinIdo anything fer you?'

"She began to cry, then the little kid
Inher arms begun to squall. The little
feller bout six at her side grabs it and
rets itquiet.

"Then the woman says: 'I'm cryin'
because there ain't more people here. I
thought this was a bigger place. My
old man got killed up in Cripple, an'
me an' the children are tryin* to beat
our way home to Indianapolis, where
ma lives. When we git put off we git
& collection took up to go a ways fur-
ther.' Then she bust out cryin' harder.

"Ididn't know what to do, butIcon-
sidered us cowboys as kings of that
place an" we couldn't do no wrong, cur
besides us there was only the Russians
and the crabbed old station agent that
didn't count either. So Ijust asked
the woman over to the saloon porch
and brought her some crackers, cheese
and beer.

"She was mighty grateful and we all
rot quite friendly and began amusin'
the kids. The little girl was cross, but
the little boy was the manliest little
feller you could see in a ten days' ride.

"Goody put the idee int my noggin*
by savin 1 to the little feller: 'How'd
you like to go to a ranch and live and
grow up to be a cowboy?'-"

'I'd like it mighty well, mister, but
._'1can't leave ma an1

"
Sissy; they need

me.'
"There was a. heap more to that little

youngster than to his ma
—

a young,
Billy, helpless kind of being. After a
•while Igot a chance to speak to her
alone. Iasked 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.
"Inever seed such a look inany one's

face, bigor small, as there was on that
boy's when she told him. He looked as
Ifhis heart would come clean out'n his
body en' bust to
pieces In front of
us. He made the
tears stay back
somehow, an' he
pipes up in a queer
little voice: Reck-
on : you kin do
'thout me.'
"fIt'll be hard.*

Roy/ she said
kind of sniveling,

'but ma's so poor
an' ragged/

"'Allright,' said
the kid. an' he
walked off an* sat
on the station plat-
form tother side of
the building.
"I let him alone,

too, tilla train cum
along, which #K'e
flagged

—
tied the .;

agent an' got out
his flags to do it.
Lrfttle feller was so .
busy huggin' and
kissin'- little sissy

t that ;he peered not
to .notice his

'
ma.

Ebe , managed to -"
kiss him on the
cheek, and we hus-
tled her aboard. He
ftood close by me
an*

'never looked
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at his ma wavin' from the window."
"When we goin' home. Hank?' said

he, puttin' his little paw in mine.
\u25a0 Now. Come on fellers, let's dig

out,' said Ito the boys that was stand-
in" by lookin" foolish. Only Goody hung
back, said he want drunk enough fer
Sunday, said it would make him lone-
some 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.

\u25a0' 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. ,

"Goody looked silly fer a mlnit. Then
he grabbed the youngster and put him
on his shoulder."

'Come on, boys, Iwas 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 want one of us men that
wasn't a willin' slave to that boy. Why!
we couldn't eat much supper cus he
couldn't!"

'Little feller's got to go to bed. He's
beat out,' 1said, and stood firm that he
had to bunk with me.

"After he got to sleep we set up and
talked about how we'd make him
comfy and chirky."

'Ain't we got a cow critter we can
break to milk? Iheer coffee ain't good
fer little folks,' Cracky growled as he
chawed hard on his pipe."

*Iseed one yesterday that I'llintro-
duce myself to,' said Goody, spittin'
vigorous. 'Iknow 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 went on:

'We had to plan to have one stay at
home and see that nothing happened to
The little kid. Itwas mostly Jiggers.

He kicked, sed he cum out to ride an'
not to tend kindergarten. Iasked him
what he was going to do."

'1 might fan th^ breeze,' sez he."
"What about that saddle you owe

me fer?' And Jiggers stayed.
"One night we cum home hungry as

coyotes and Islammed in an' opened
ihe oven door 10 see ifbiscuit was done.
Isee only a lot of round brown things.

\u25a0

What the h-ll," sez I.
\u25a0 \u25a0<jh, Hank:' sez the little feller.

'them's marbles that Jiggers made me
out'n clay and they's bakin'. You ain't
mad, be you?'
"Ilaugbed stead o' cussin', and went

out to tell the boys the joke, an' we all
waited good-natured till Jiggers got
fcupper ready.

"Oar boss heerd of our new family
member and he cum out from town red-
eyed an' foamin*. Sed he want runnin*
no baby farm. "How could the men
ride and play nurse too. Anyhow the
Humane Society wouldn't stand fer it.
Furthermore, he used to think there
was bigger fools than cowboys, but he
was mistook.'
"Iheld myself in, but itched to kick

the old man. Ionly 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
dumb. Finally he cum to his breath:

"'l'll be blasted: Here it's Sunday
and you ain't drunk nor actin' like you
wanted to be.' Then he says short,
looking round, 'Where's the rest of the
boys? Idon'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 dumb 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 Roing to do with him?""'Keep him,' sed I."

'What IfIsay 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,'
Fed he as he come up manly like, 'want
a new hand?'

"The boss looked him all over and I
see 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 flgger he
looked with his pleading eyes and soft,
round face with black curl3flapping 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, 'I'll work good.*'

'What's your name?' sez Boss, all
gentle. k U"

'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.

"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. I

11 'Take him with us,' Ispoke quick
and settled."

'H'm! What you going to give him
to eat? Kids can't live on beans and
bow 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,' Iput 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 Ilook.'

"And the seeds come.
"We teached King to cuss beautiful.
"Onct Iketched him whimperingover

a hard bump he got falling off a hoss
he was practicing up on. Iset 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 ornarieet 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 slch like;
but onless he was hurt awful bad he
mustn't cuss, fer it want being game.

"He remembered all we told him to.
Onct Imet 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 ina 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 Igive him right at him. Old
Benson was too 'sprised and scairt to
explain, and Idon'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 larnln'. One night Iwinked at
the boys and sez: 'IfIonly knew some
one that could write letters fer me and
kind o' look after accounts I'd be
happy.'"

'And ifIhad some one to read the
news to me once in a while I'd feel
better when Iwent out in company,'
put in Goody."

'And if Ihad somebody to tell me
about gogerfy when Iwants to go
places it ud cum in mighty, handy,"
added Cracky. Jiggers spoke up then:"

'I know all that, cause Iwent toschool, but Iget too tired to help you
out evenings.'

cery 9tore. We got the address and hur-
ried to the place.

Yes, the grocer knew Mrs. McPher-
son. She was sick and the boy waa
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 kno-ked at a shattered,

door opening in the narrow landing.
We heard whispers, then little feet trot-
ted across the room, the door opened a
bit and the any. dimpling face of a
very little girl peeped out at us.

"Hello, Sissy:" cried Hank, reachinw.
in and catching the child up, "Where*
brother?"

A smothered cry 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
10-nging mother would have done. The
light of yearning love was so Intense
on the man's face that Iturned 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 convul-
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," said
a voice struggling to be firm.

"We willsend her money."
Roy's face shone an Instant, then his

lipscame together hard.
"There Is Sissy. Ma ain't able to

bring her up alone. I've got to- do It."
Hank's face waa a study between

admiration and de-
spair. Nothing waa
said for a while.
The pitifulbut Qrm
little face with its
longing eyes nearly

overcame me, so I
looked at Hank.
The fierce hunger
of the eye* was)

startling, but the
lines of strength,

about his mouth
wer* encouraging.

Just then a baby

voice from the
landing above us
softly walled:

"Woy, I's hungry.
Why don't you
tend to your
Sissy?"

Hank suddenly,
as if insolred.
reached up and
pulled Sissy down
into his lap.

We wtll take
them, too." he said
so quietly and with
such firmness that
Iknew he would
have his way and
that the Kin* of
the "Crooked H"
would come to his
own.
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