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parkling Gem In Short Fiction Selected From the Literary Qqt
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pui of One of the World’s Most Forceful Story Tellers.

Vivid Picture of a Stirring Lower Texas Episode

¢ upon the Iapd, ond Deuble moun

HE sup wan I
witlle Double Mountaln

tain daneed In thi
fork, which amptied
the porthward, steamed between fta hanks [ha
thelr eamps about the scanty wmes
anks of the ereek nnd under a

It wan the

haze

It=elf Into the Bearos miles to

slisep n ¥ n

gquite and the ent b

{ - . goting In the siow
ronple of cottonwoods TO0LNE , 1 .
timme of day to do nothing, o SAY nothing and te fake Irfng down
41t the hammering that the sun and wind cotld give. Jeff said

on, find he lay Aown onder his cottonwond, near which the shesp
nanted, w hile he piayed Inzlly upon o rickety old mouth "m"“’
And he knew just about as mush of his tunés as tl:r!(liu'l Man f‘;
\rkansaw 414, Like him. Joff brake off in the !.“"Mh" .\:l .
unlike bim, no steanger rofle by to eke ont fhe tale end of the
Hix father came along instead, for the oid man roused
hed In the old shack hy the creak and siared
king haud over his eyea

waters

musie
litmaelf from his
into the radinnes of the day W ith ane sha
“Jelrl"
“Yep, paw,” sald Jeff ns |
He was A long, lean and lank son ©
kled. hard and fifteen years of age
“Get up the pinto,” sald old Jeffarson Dexter,

o serambled to his feet,
¢ the prairle, sandy, frec

“T'm almin’ to

go Into the elty.”

Young Jeff was respactfnl bacause he had been so all hia lite.

1t pover occurred to him ta he ansthing else, for the l-h‘l rnlﬂ‘h
had & henvy hand, & flarce eye and the temper \\-.T:i-'h c-l\--n L]
cntting ofge to an American. But now he “renred” a ‘1‘1'1.1:‘ n!tllll..
pecording to his own notlon thers was reason for fibing i ”“
scrntehnd hin shock head and put his mouth Organ nWay hl'“.;
his shirt before he spoke, When he did sponk he uttered a fac
without the least sense of reproach behind It

“Yaou wan fall las' night when you come h

“1 wns" snld his father

“And mobbe you don't v klee’

Iextor shook hix head

“A+¢ son, ] dan't reklec’ ono word
kinkle | was speschiess,”

Young Jeff shook his head fp turn

“Far from It, paw, for yon sat on the table n good while,
you yanked me onter bed to hear”
I "i'»\'h:!l A1 1 disconrse of 7" nsked his father “1 Ao hope [ sald
pothing unhecomin' yonr father, Jeff. But alnce your poor mother

passed away Ioto the eterr a1 beyond T've tad loas sense than !

shoald have, DA T biaspheme any ?
I nodded
“Oh, my, paw'
“"an vom repeat any of ‘e,
“A Jot T ean.,” replied Jeff promptly
hits hand
“My curieaity s sinful” be =ald agnd I enrb 1t Ul offer
: the stiffness goes onter my
utek or 1I'Il fay vou

ome, prw.” he sald

what yon told me™

DIA T speak? 1'd n sort of

and

You &nid offul things—most offul.™
Jefr?* asked his father anxiously
But old Dexter '

np & genernl repentance scheame when

knee And yon forget what T sald mights
some, | will  Get up the pinto, Jeff.™

Jeff showed reluctanee (o move

“aw, von mewtly cuased one puseoen

Dexier o had tarned to go back
eol o ftlx

o A .

s i . And =0 far ez | conld enther o)
confusl any shomtin', yom appenrsd to hoy Widl siostne Bart of
a diffcull ‘inowith Mr. Walker.”

hentd

Destor's face was ns black nx a thupderelond when he
wivil Jeff sald  He podded and stared at the boy from under his
heary evehrows, wiilel drooped ke bent thateh over his bursing
oves

“] do rekiec
Know —had
i held o
prop’ly loeate In iy mind what it was

“Him and me bnd words |
down

he =uld at Inst
ind "ve a notlon the bhovs

I knes, Joft. 1 hnd business in town and couldn't
That man sure Insulied

wiorrdle puiled me

' brand maver-

me in somwe way, having done it before. sayin
) ang a8 ent ple And e wont on to throw out hints s
' mrnin’, Jeff, my son, a maverick t nothin': there's
w redkan 8 man sbhouldn't brand any beast ax his awper ain't
keerful to put a mask on. But brand bur f nnaott
olor., and the fosult hit Into me. 1 feel in Lo e up nnd
anld things, Get up the pinto, Jeff.”

There wng vigible distress In the | NI X a4
the ald mar wto the house

“Paw, don't you reckon 1t would he w oo wndt o Any? Afler
vour inmboree your hand will shnke sou 1 thiat
Mr. Walker shoots ke denth o l E

n don®t use your gun oneel o v

“Got up the pinto, boy,” sald Dextes | t ! te

rn whit be sald to me In the Aue Hom

When Jeff opened his mouth ngo et | hrrw

1 himg til his eves wore almost invisil
(3ot up the pinto, JeNarson,” he sl {1 Jelf ran out of
the shnck into the barnlng sun as the tears ralled down hi
choevlks

“There's no one but me, and sis »he old Virginny, and Mn
Walker will X1l him for sure If they 1 the trewlh of bhim |
now paw's mad; he's mad, nnd mebbe his hond won't sabake.”

He bhirought np the pinto nnd tehind the skewbnld o (1
rattiing old wagon which was o enrrrall for everythin
Dooble Mountain fork, And when it was ready old Dextor wa
ready, too

“I'l be bacrk by midnight.” sald Dexier Gt un, thar!™ And
he struck t) orse over the flank with the double lines, nnd so
far as Jeff could mee the old mnn uever turned bis hegd after t
pinto ones got sturted Bur 1t | tared nevoss the pralr
down the track which Texans ¢ ond 1111 e comaid w nothing
Lut the brown gmesas Of s linneer the 4 N I
day heal.

“Like espough.” sald JofT, “1'I) never gee the old @ } I MOre
He's st and rheumoaticks j i aya't gel outl bo pun f

migh for Walker 1 W ¥ that Wal would ran
pome one llke Ben Thompsor Ben Thowmy n would bave wnd
him ook ke 8 Mexican's hlunket 1 t Wi ot
Walkor don't tuk o chauces that 'V T N ware 1l
poor fool Killer nd paw I

Jofl pedl away n tear and o bl f

i 1 '8 breas I It w 1
' 1 T ! t | | | ) i
i 1Mm r V1 ] ¥ f { I | i
¥ i £ A th t far | | i
wis hin v i e wonds
| i I ! 1 f | th
" it il ] (] A il
1 e f Al ! '
i\ 1ofy 1 q
of . I I
n th ’ e much f \ ;
* i § ' | '
wl i i i
st by the | f b i od § ' e
11 annll w1 " te nt shiado
U auits il 11 | Urney u e s 4
' from I ] il | welhyg Jeff whist 1
is dog, n whetel with a bilg hes 8 wisttul o3 .
nFleg lonf the w the | ’ i e plaved an
fiked  OUn more young 'an plped, and the haz ¢ L
i 1. Bt b rt was hoa
1 ] \ 1 " 1 lg . -
‘8 ' ’ el I He ap
1 f ik Y pute | i ' 2 i
v i L w hlin |
VoW, tgh | iped i i o
Liw u\ ni
8 derund sory; thie ald - bl son, “fie

't b s of & Ule. Things w Loukh % assl

W L L0 Wl on, siid Lerg thins . \ ¢ dind
He alu’t bl tl ®d L wi %, Lttt o grew i 'a and b
ety Dudl three (0 one 1o what be done whon maw W alive 1

|
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doew wish I'd hed the savyy to go in with him. DBut he'd never
ha' let me™
At sundown he corralled the shicep and their Ismbs In o strag

gling mesquite corral ngnicst the ralds of coyvotes and went hack
He eooked n mess of flour and a bit of bacon and

to the shanty

nte his supper, washing 1t down with a drink from the creck

Then he sut ontslde on an upturned keg which had once held

nifls and played a little more as the night camo on.  1The

wias blue at last as the moon rose In the east. The
!-ru'f wus apon bim, and for a lttle while his heart was easler,
“The boys won't let Walker shoot hitm up any,” he said bope
fully
day they'll make Wulker ke n siove.™
the house he took down his father's ol shotgun and looked ot it

“T'll be the only one left.” suid Joff as he put 1t back in Its

place, “the only one but sis.”

* But vevertheless lie slopt soundly whea he was once | the
bankets, sod he never woke til It was past midoight and the
When he

"-':Ih maoon made the prairle almost as Hght ns day.
wake he sat up suddenly

“Paw.” be ealled. “Paw, ex that you ™

Hut there was po answer, and he eame to himself

“1 thot T heard the old man” be sald. and even as he spoke
he bheard the mound of a borse coming across the prairie at o lope
He sprang out of bed and ran to the Joor,

“Thot nin't paw unloss he's left the wagon to Lhe clly.” he

‘r]:lli" “There's times e will, when be alu't sober snd sin’t rightly
mni

'.t.-r he knew how anlikels it was that the old mao should do
‘_‘ now Fhere was seldom n time that poor old Dexter wagn't
rizghtly full" wheo be me hack home. And the sound ecame
bearel. nearer yet In another minaote the borseman pulled up

ontside the shack

2 that you, Jer ¥ he naked

“Why, cortalnly, Bl Davies,” said Jeff with a sinking hesrt
W hint's . M g
Vhat's brot vou 11 way? Hev you come from the eity, and
v you saen my dad ¥
Davies got off his pony and. leaving it with the bridle
Fedns on the ground. cnme ap to Joff Fle was a cowbay from
FEuots Croek il was nor often that way
“I'vo at to tell about him.” sald BN aglot)s
o id Juff, “T know. he's dend. 1
H e, Jefll ™
Aind Walker shot hir
He's the third Windy Wall ¢ hat and In two
Fare™ sald Davie A “twl) ! f Your «
D staried to el « I andd v 1 ing out his gu
M turtle on i il d Wa & down on him
1 sliot |} ough th times bofors he t o the groeund
' i 1t i% ddend N rlim oAl
Hlut Jefd Wl )
I t ork now. Bl 1 I'll Nodd tiime whe Walker'a
ML" he sald y Z Y
il Travies she s hend
T w “r TosfT: 1t for night they had
tof dimeal and we held vour old wan down, and he
be'd shoor W 1 And Walker InfTwd Al we
ur dad oot o 1ow f t And be pullin
I i i I"hore foure ¢ ! T pad | sfiv & I' "
won't be no tronble for Walkes e s he'll do the thilug
1 ey the old man o styl
Yot threw un Lis head
¥om 1"t delfendin® Walker 1 1
he cowhey shruesed | .
le def H the I t i I
i s nud 1§ 1 11
) ] ' heefy ! T {
I ‘ an % f ‘ i ) ] L] |
[ i ) ' the «
I him™ sald Jofr Wil » § I
' Uur (vmy f ] b g 1 1 ]
i enrly
V' o i 11 T
, d Y ” 1 W
\ } J | i f t
; I P e wo ‘
b ¥ TIRIT,
' ooty i N, | \ 7
] i
i . ! But pec
i | \
I | I g
i frer it
ot i’ | O aald Jofr
1 rodle 1) E i 'y 11 ]
pony back an so as he found Lis fat ) 4
) ' of the man they usunlly &y vt A il fu .
X W v a4id pay for f JurfY i h |.
- .
i he 1 v 1
o b npisered Walker *“You enn el hin to keep oy f
W ) o
Walker felt an tndured man
] Chaad I sl Woeilkier Shall | bnve i kil & 1
Bat Jeff weur back 1o bis lace on Phoible Mowatain cres
the mewatios of mwen in the wesd bis ng short F dwilh ©
bl Iellorson Dexter wan a thiug forgoites in & W ek Bt bhae

J0ug oue dida’t forgel, Ap0 perliaps Walker did wot, fur the

slArs
broke out In the east. and then they shone over him. and the west
solace of the

“Thexre a fine 1ol of boys to the ¢ ity, and 1 reckon some
But when he went futo

The Dfficulzy Wy Wady Vilkey,

Horiley Raberis

ek ¥
‘J""‘-\__f'
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“Ohb,” said Jeff, “1 knotw, he's dead,
Bil”

pride of n map who kills and is npot tried or who s tried and ae-
quitted I8 something strange to see, He glorles in his strepgth
nod his quickness and takes up attitudes fo the Httle world in
which he shipes. And gulet men sald to themselves that Windy
Walker would not die tn bed. Rut the trouble |s that qulet men do
not kil unless they are obllged to, and sotme men who looked
lenge found bilwm loath to

Walker In the eyes with a savage ch
ta ke offerige
“1 put vp with a

my red

mightr lot now,” sald Walker. “A wman with

wrd shonld
He =till held bis

vith old Dexter hud begun

e gnmblers who

| want pesce™
own at the Amerlean Hotse, where the troulile
ind he lost o fow dolinrs reguiarly to

nnd keno tnbles I'hey aneersd

If he gnased n

ran the faro

him. but found hiw 8 paying streq v bad times

little they e him gas. Aund the eltlzens of the elty endured bim
Thete were sotge {quiet men whe did not tally who wondered
en biis ond would come, for Bill Davies sajd a thing or 1wao

v Trlends of bis

F'lie hoy hez n vlghit to kI Wm.” sald B d the right 1
zel the, drop unseen, He's a boy!™
et imes etoe Inta town, bt e eame In mostly hy
2bt, and o oue knew of bils belog theee at all. fle used to tle
1P the old pinta outslde the town anil soige o quirtly e mentiy
v ahout the empdy town lots thnt were nt the back of the
i Heonse and the CGroe Frout, the chlef saloons i Cala
) ir ' T'he gamlling &n I nf hinth houses woere at the
1 the wilndow vliedd 1pe s waste of old bools. old
ahe  Cur and emple g to e it The Bliinds wers
iy drawie  In saed Iy even thoug faod order wirs
and with great Hieulty esiahlishing (hemwelves, thore
) ! hind ey rontey] obhjection to staniding
i \ e to thwse who were In darkm I hvre
koowing wi wileghit be outside
A ol fie loff was ooislde Eamet e i hedrd 10
' TR " B Pavies was In ther it ifast anee 3@
I hened S) i Reat ti v wo wlore his father's holy
1 b ke f - 1 thin PEeshin bili taprekeopwer Ly
(T [ b for faro, whieh Woonuwd nfter sundown A
rthmes e beard Walker But the window wos shiat nod the
! ilowt
| P hiapnenl. Bepiember apened witly o Dl 4
L t 1l i lwirdened ald tloer felt Tl skyY wns bra
d thn o e ot of e galf, growlng botler nn thi
f u of ‘ [ nlahit | oine frain the pit
h pinieiins acroms which the Tesas Pacltie ralirosd runs
iriling Blowel died] of deougii e gwralrle wis Bred Ly the
loianment [ ves in the ity E between wand IR thi
len vl the serves af wun give Wi by ontive
. ' | then tln * el
i bt el D wha led been tuking thred
fiy ol 1178 1y Nam, don't you reckon it mis=ht
. that window was npien
hartender, down whose faoe the moistore ran In sireams
thini i periment wiehit be worth mnking
I whiel haeer I1°w ey bare or outsid rin hell §} cany
]
Whao afraid of bell | werlier?' avked Windy Walkes
Iy Chpern the winddow nd st e have 8 John Caol
al i R RIS R i lire wos rogiu” dowy way 1l
lupue what foolishiness brought roen 1o Tesas "
Buwm weil (o the window avd pulled te Hhe LFUTT By a eur
fustioet, tor It wis Lnedl clous, Walker aad two ar thres
livrs wodl out of the direat ¢ betwaen It ned the hig jar
that ligbted thee ponn Bt B Duvies woved farther than any
L Lhion Bam opeved the window top nod bettom and U
P Wiodd down agslin. But I bad been wp bong suoagh Yo show
i outwide that the window wis open

‘Thnt's better,” sal Walker. and he

i 1ald do
“1 dun'y window." said Linvies ()
Wbl 1 dof't Flrew tues this month P've seep young Jeld rulin
alvig W lowe at suodowy, snd if be gives Waller u chance he's

went to the fare tahie
wh n dollar

o Dt wesh bbin and s

lii

- ws e W W e W = =

afor] If 1 was s hop nnd had (e enme heninse Wiateas i

ook ont, Windy!” when e was dend 0wy
But the room wis erovded, and the Mgy weoit

Adidu't play. Hix perves wors on (e stevteh. N shail l"'ﬂq

toll bim thot Walker's (fme was comdug. He 1ot - Thiisg) g

thunder i brewlng 1 o great aod bheavy o) . Wiing

went enclously white Ly by

“Ibat Wlind's higher than i was”™ e s o

saw It. They faced the tables, The tnik of the far .

ot, A lueky mab eried “Keno™ They swore ane ha Ill“"l

And then Davies saw flngers ot the Wind cord=aply ¢ e
4 ™ Tin

blind went up three inchos. He drew bnck fa
fgalnst the wall with ar extingulsbed elgur |
and his cow hat over bis eyes, Hqe
a crowd

“Darn my luck,” snid Walker

lovked at Walk vho was g

“"Thuat's 5

He made a motlon to get out from those whi ] with his
and Bill Davies nlmost called out to. blm,
“It's not my funeral” he sald grimly as he rest e blinselp

And he looked again at the window
ner he saw something move a Htlle
“That lets me out.” sald Walker. cursing as b

Ouv the sl el (o the con

clear of Lls coupanions, Awd as he did so there w fentng
report. Bl saw flame leap from the muzzle of n & Walkn
threw up his bhamnds apd gasped borribly Fhen 1 upes

the floor aud Iay there. A dozen men hnd thelr “guns” in they
hands at the soupd

"By - ' wald one of them, “that wns from (e winder!™

Oue man, quicker than the rest, put up bis baod, potled th
string of the lamp, and the room was 1n darknes Bill Davie
jumped 1o the window aand through It and come Iaff Lexte
with his shotgun In his band The boy was erying dreadfully
Before fhl‘_\' could speak other wwn followed Davies
came round the houze from the froot,

“It's Jeif Dexter has done It.” said Bill

There was a curious gasp of rellef from those who stood 3]
him and Jefr. Old Simon Kents waxs the first to

“Boye, he had a right to™ bhe sald. “Waolker killed bis dsd
and he's a boy. He had oo call to speak to Windy Orst under thy
circumstances ™

But Jeif still sobbed

“What'tl we de, boys™ nsked BRIl Davies

“We'll save the boy trouble,” arld Keats
Jeff ain't done oo harm In killing Windy ¥

“That's s0." sald the bystandors

“I'en send him back to Vieginia to his sister,” sald Keata
“There's the eastbound express due in less'n twenty minutes. Wil
you go. bub®™

"Of course he'll go,” sald Davies,

Jefl bad nobe on him
sllver,

“Aud I'll bny you out. stock and all, Jeff," &
a price that al here will ssy |s falr.”

“Hear, hear!™ sald the crowd

“And, what's move, I'll go with yon to Fort Worth 11d Reaty,

And SR

“It's allowed young

“Hev you any mopey, JeA?
A dozen wmen offered Lim bills and

il ol Ketls, "of

‘Come nlong, sonny; there's no time to lose.
I'hey walked toward the rallroad depot,
“Ope of us “|l go to the «lty marshal and say Winde's gope o

the fome” sald Sam, the barteader. “And we'll d¢ int the
by Lus rode back o his ranch.™
Auvd as they walked Jelf held B Davies' hnpd Irembied
vielently
Mr. Keats, I'd Hke to glve Bill my dog Hob i 3 i pintg
¥, be sakd. “WIll you take them, B
“1Tu be sure,” snid BIN
“The pluto’s tied 1o 8 mesquite t'other slde of Wolt creok?
I g He's g mighty good pony for slow work
of bustle bim" sald Bill, and they reacbed o lepl
nat os the eastbound oxpross enme (o
Buck up. d BRill. “You dove right, Jer.”
i 1Y asked JolY
“Sure oull,” said Bl Windy's dead."

AUTUMN IS HERE.

L T
By JOHN KEATS
" L ]

srason of mists and mellow fruitfulness
Close bosom friend of the maturing sun,
Conspiring with him how to load and blese
With fruit the vines thiat round the thateh saves i<
To bend with apples the mossed cottage Lrees
And fill all fruit with riponess to the core
To swell *he gourd and plumn the hazel shells
With & aweet kernel—to set budding, more
And still wore, Ilnter flowers for the bees,
Until they think warm days will never coase,
For summer has o'erbrimmed their elammy cf

Who heth not seen thee oft amid thy store!
Scmetimes whoever serks sbroad may fin
Thee sitting careless on a granary fioor,
Thy hair soft lifted by the winnowing wind
Or on n half reaped furrow sound asleep,

Drowsed with the fume of noppies. while 1 o0k
Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers,
And some time like » wleaner thon dost keej
Steady thy ladea head acrcss a brook
Or by a cider nress. with pationt |
Thou watchest the last oozings, houre by houtd
L HP'

Where are the sougs of spring? Aye, whets &
Think not of them-—thon hast thy munxic
While ll.liﬂ.‘"l alogds bhinom the snlt dying day
And toneh the stabble plains with roay h
Then in & wailful ehoir the small
Among the viver sallows borupe aloft

Or siuking, s the Light wind lives ar ¢ :
Aud full grown lambe loud hleay fram hilly bourh
Hedge orickels sing, and now with treble soft

The redbreast whistles from » garden oreft.
And gathering swallows twitter ia the akies

rnats

Aigs




