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Those in a position to know what they are talking about say that the trade-mark name
“Royal”’ owned by the Royal Baking Powder Co. is worth eight millions of dollars.

If some tremendous catastrophe should utterly destroy all the property and assets of this
company, all it would have to do would be to scurry around and provide new means for
turning out the baking powder—which would be easy enough. The value of the trade-mark
would not be impaired one penny’s worth.

Under the order of the Supreme Court the American Tobacco Company was recently
dissolved into separate corporations. During the proceedings it transpired that the big item in
their assets was their trade-marks. These . were valued at forty-five millions.

If trade-marks are worth such enormous sums to the manufacturer, surely they are
worth something to you.

Why? Because advertised trade-marks stand in your mind for certain important qualities
and characteristics that guarantee to you reliability, honesty and satisfaction.

In these days of trade-marked goods, the one asset that easily overshadows all others is
the favorable attitude of the public toward this or that brand.

How is this favorable attitude created in your mind? How can a trade-mark be im-
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value unless it is Honest, Believable Advertising backed by honestly made goods.
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A continuance of advertised brands is in itself a guarantee of quality and reliability.

Advertising makes neighbors of us all. It en-
ables you to really know your manufacturer and his
goods; to have confidence in him, to fecl that you
can place a neighborly dependence on him, to ask
for his goods and to insist on getting them.

Business Manager.
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E Capital City of British Columbia is des-

tired .. be the front door of Canada. Write
us t~dzy for Booklet and full information of our
hxgh classlow price lots (55x110) in Hillside Addi-
tion. Guaranteed profits of $400in 2 years. Write
today for folder “A.”

A.D.MALET & COMPANY
Suites 403-404 Central Building
Real Estate and Investments, Mortzages and Insurance

VICTORIA, B. C

REAL ESTATE—Montana

CONRAD, MONTANA, a city of about 1,200 people, is
in the heart of the very best farming land in the great treas-
ure state. The man who wants to farm at a real proﬂt, may
purchase land in this section, at prices that are within the
reach of all. These lands are both irrigated and non-irri-
gated; all of it is of the finest ?uauw as to the productivity
of the soll. We are not selll d but we have a gresr, desl
to tell you about Montana In general an

ticular. Kindly send your to the und

fuil information will be furnished you. James E M'uny.
Secy., The Conrad Commercial Club, Conrad, Montana.

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on pueT_
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Send your girls to

ST. MARY'S

ACADEMY AND COLLEGE

PORTLAND, OREGON
FIFTY-FOURTH YEAR

Conducted for girls by the Sisters of the Holy
Nnmuof .loau and M-ry Refined moral,

£ JMA"J = M(‘II .
C ic sck and elocution de-
partments. Music and Art given careful attention.
Portland climate is very healthful. School sur-

roundings are delightful. No interference in
matters of religion. D.yndmdentmndem.
Write for i

school and outlining studies.

ADDRESS

.Sister Superior, St. Mary’s Academy
345 FOURTH ST., PORTLAND, OREGON

Your boy needs Western training to widen his
scope of practical knowledge to develop broad
ideas of business and life.

New Mexico Military Institute

offers this training. Located in the
beautiful Pecos Valley, where the sun
shines every dn; where the dry, health-
'ul climato and the cool,

bracing air produco
robust men. Classed as’'Distin-
guished Institution'’ by U. S,
War Dept., which ranks it
among 10 best Military Acade-
mies of America. One year
of college work. Eloctive busi-
ness course. Graduates pre-
red to serve as second lieutenants in
armyand forany university. Allareon plane
of equality. 11 modern buildings. Owned
and supported by New Moxico. Moderato

terms. Financisl main no object. Send for catalogue

ovl- JAMES W. WILLSON, ﬁnpl., Box A., Roswell. N. M,

With * Westem School, chart®ed by
of California, Ten years

ot success' thousands of students en-

Bookk Emllll?lll, High de 1nstructlo(r:1 in Basnek-
Ing. ee] n tenogra iv r-
plni‘ 5 AT Normal, lgmderganen En-

51.11 hw nd lege preparatory studies. * Write to-
y for 60 page catalog.
MODERN SCHOOL OF CORRESPONDENCE

28
U‘hﬂnodldl‘lu. .:-Mlmm

Mills Collede

Suburbe of Oakland, California

‘The only Woman's College on the
Pacific Coast. Chartered 1885. Near two
great universitics. Idea climate through-
out the year. Entrance and graduation
requirements equivalent to those of Stan-
ford University and University of Cali-
lomh. labomorlet for science with

for home economics, library ltudy. music
and art. Modern gymnasium, Special
care for bealth of uudenm out-doorli!e.
Christian infl

President Luclla Clay Carson, A.M.,LL.D.
For catalogue address Registrar,
Dept.A, Mills College P. O., California.

BELMONT SCHOOL

BELMONT, CALIFORNIA

Belmont School does for its bcg's what thoughtful and
careful parents most wish to have done. Its location beyond
the diversions and temptations of town or city, the fineness

of its climate, the e of its eq the spirit
of its faculty combine to make tlns ible. It prepares
boys for the best colleges and schooll: of engineenng and

offers in addition such elective courses as
who are pot planning for University work later. Wnte for
catalogue lgivmg detailed information. Fall semester opens
August 18th, 1913.
W. T. REID, Heidmaster
GILBERT N. BRINK, Assistant Headmaster
Address ch:strar, Belmont

25 MILES SOUTH OF SAN FRANCISCO

Mount Tamalpais Military Academy

San Rafael, California. Fully accredited. U. S. Army Officer. Cavalry and
Mounted Artillery. Open-air Gym. and Swimming Pool. Twenty-third year
began Aug. 14, 1912. Boys accepted for Summer Vacation.

ARTHUR CROSBY, A. M., DD., Head Master

ANDERSON ACADEMY

n, Californ
Fully accredited by tern and Westarn Universities.
Military instructor is Lieutenant in U. S. A, Best equipment.
Surroundings conducive to development of manly boy
Excellent location and unsurpassed climate. Write for
ticulars. WrLLiAM WALKER ANDERSON, M. A., Prin pnl.

MISS HARKER’S SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

PALO ALTO, CALIFORNIA

Home and Da S School, Music, Arts and Crafts, Domestio
Science, Out-of-Door Lite. Catalogue.

DISTRICT OF COLUNBIA, Washington,

Chevy Ch“e minary A home school, preparatory

snd finishing, for youngladies.
Literature, Music, Art, Flocution and Domestic Sci.nce. Campus of eleven
aeres for outdoor sports. Healthful l>cation in Washington's ‘'Suburb

Beautiful.'”  Artesian water.
Mr. an Hrs. S. K. BARKER, Principals.

Broulmoor School, Colorado Springs, Colorado

ex:f and Day Sc.hool for Gurls. Intermediate and
c

Depnrtmenu 8] l, G , and College Pre-

Courses. Nstlvo oac) ofc Frenlta :l.nd German.
n-urra-ed location 6500 above sea-! Fall term

Sept. 17, 1013, Catalogue. fev. Nurrioon fwing, A. 8., B, l.lﬂv

I writing te sdvectisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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Staunton Military Academy

An Ideal Home School for Manly Boys

380 Boys from 45 States last session. Largest Private Academy in United States.
Boys from I{l‘) to 20 years old fn_pand Bfor the Univerasities,

or
1,600 feet above sea-level; pure, dry, bracing mountain air of the famous proverbially healthful
and beautiful Valley‘of the Shenandoah. Pure mineral spring waters. igh moral tone. Pa-

rental discipline. ilitary training develops obedience, health, manly carriage. Fine, shady
lawns, expensively c?uipped gymnasium, swimming pool, athletic park. All manly sports en-
couraged. Daily drills and exercises in opem air. Boys from homes of culture and refinement
only desired. Personal, individual instruction by our tutorial ‘ﬁdc-. Standards and traditions
high. Academy fifty-three years old. New $150,000 barracks, full equipment, absolutely fireproof.
Charges $360. Handsome catalogue free. Address

CAPTAIN WM. G. KABLE, Ph. D., Principal, Staunton, Va.

SHATTUCK SCHOOL

1867 MILITARY 1913

27 per cent enrolled are related to Alumni. Write
for Catalogue and Athletic Book. Boys 8 to 12 in
separate School.

Rev. James DoBBIN, D. D., Rector; Rev. Epwarp T.
MaATHISON, Associate Rector; Faribault, Minnesota.

St. Helens Hall

PORTLAND, OREGON

Resident and Day School for Girls
In charge of Sisters of 8t.John Baptist (Episcopsal)
Collegiate, Academic and Elementary Departments,
Music, Art, Elocution, D ic Art, D ic Bcienoe,
@ymnasium.  For catalog address—

THE SISTER SUPERIOR, Office 1

. St. Helens Hall

Santa Barbars

The Gamble School *&&=

g..nh Barbara School for Girls. Preparatory and Advanced Classes, College
D ic 8ci Art, Music, Travel Classes. Outdoor sleep-

P
ing and study. Camping, tennis. surf bathing, riding., Separate college for
younger girls. Address SECRETARY, Box B.

My book “How to
Stop Stammering’’
—atreatise on’* Sci-
. entific Tualking''—

direct to the point.
Write M. L NATELD, 1918 Grave Street, OAKIAND, CALIFORNIA

I

&

SMEN WANTED

serience required. Earn
u learn Practical Sales-
Hundreds of positions
aying $1,000.00 to $5,000.00
a/rite today for particulars
to secure one of them, also

WANTED 1 openings. Address (nearest
so N G Po E M We pay hundreds t.117.

ofdollarsa yearto . » '.m oclation
successful song writers. Send us YOUR WORK today, with or with- alesmen’s T Ass
out music. Acceptance guaranteed if available. Largebook FREE, M_Y:rk . Kansas City
DUGDALE CO., Derr. 183, WASHINGTON, D. C. - San F

CINCINNAT! CONSERVATORY of MUSIC. ESTABLISHED 1867

Instructs, trains and educates after the best methods of Foremest
European Conservatories. Facuity unsurpassed.
eocution MUSIC Lancuaces
Location ideal, Day and resident students may euter at any
time, Catalogue FREE,
BI38 BERTHA BAUR, DIRECTRESS
Osk Streetand Bumet Avenus,  Clnoinnati, Ohle

ST'NSET Advertisements sre indexed on page 4
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Yy oosver Uo., rnelan s5iag., San Francisco.

Los Angel Write nearest office.

COMING TO LOS ANGELES? Send for free illustrated
booklet on Hollywood, the favorite foot-hill suburb over-
looking clty and sea. Exceptlouallr fine schools. Lippincott
Co., Dept. 8., Fay Bldg., Los Angeles.

THE FAMOUS SANTA CLARA VALLEY. “WE SELL
It.”  Write for list of places and literature. E. D. Crawford
& Co., 415 Bankers Investment Bldﬁ 742 Market St., San
Francisco, Oal. Branches: San Jose, Mt. View and Gilroy.

REAL ESTATE—Oregon

FOR SALE OR EXCHANGE. Rogue River Valley
fruit lands; dairy, stock and poultry ranches. Homes in
Ashland, best ali-the-year-round climate on the Coast.
Address Beaver Realty Co., Ashland, Oregon.

EVERY GRAIN, GRASS, FRUIT AND VEGETABLE
grown in northern latitudes successfully ralsed in the Ump-
qua Valley. Finest climate In America. Lands cheap, crops
certaln, markets . *The Best in the West.’”” For informa-
tlon. address Roseburg Commerclal Club, Roseburg, Oregon.

REAL ESTATE—Montana

RANCH, 1464 ACRES—AIl fenced. Coplous spring, with
plenty of water; soil, deep black loam, underlaid with
coal; uildings; house, two barns, several granaries; 100
acres Alfalfa; 500 acres plowed; acres more can be
plowed; balance splendid pasture land; 6 miles from Stockett
on R. R. where there is good market for products and a grain
Price $30.00 per acre; $15,000.00 cash, balance
This is in the agricultural section of

tana. We are the owners of this
ranch and it will bear close investigation. We will be glad
to send you full aﬁ:ttlculars on request. Address, C. H.
McLean, Great Falls, Montana.

REAL ESTATE—British Columbia

WILLOW RIVER—the coming manufact! and com-
mercial capital of Central British Columbia. Junction of
Fraser and Willow rivers. Main line of Grand Trunk Pacific,

Pacific & Hudson Bay, and other railways prospective and
building. Centre of a thousand miles of nmél&mble waterways.
Hub and heart of a region richer in varied natural wealth
than any new town in British Columbia. Gateway to rich
Peace River country. Lots and suburban {gacts in Willow
River are the best investment in Western Canada. Write to-
day for information. Pacific Land & Townsites Company,
Ltd., 599 Rlchards Street, Vancouver, B. C. Agents wanted.

REAL ESTATE—Miscellaneous

A BOOK WORTH 250, beautifully fllustrated. 36 9x12
inch pages will be sent free on request. State whether inter-
ested as h ker, healthseeker, Investor or tourist. Ad-
dress Board of Trade, Tampa, Fla. *““The 143.2 per cent city.’*

PATENTS

PATENTS THAT PROTECT AND PAY. Advice and
books free. Ighest references. Best results. Promptness
assured. Send sketch or model for free search. atson
E. Coleman, Patent Lawyer, 624 F Street, Washington, D. C.

" PROTECTIVE PATENTS procured promptly. Our
books telling how to obtain and realize therefrom sent on

uest. Wsrlte today. Trade Marks Registered. Beeler
& hobb. 243-247 Southern Bldg., Washington, D. C.

MISCELLANEOUS

SPECIAL. Cairngorm, historic gem of the Scots, $1.00 per
carat, cut llke dlamond. Large assorted stock preclous
stones. Gems cut to order also. Tllustrated book free. The
Gem Shop, 923 Phelan Blde., San Francisco, Cal.

SONG POEMS WANTED. Big money writing Songs.
Past experlence unnecessary. Send us poems or music.
Illus. Book free. Hayworth Muslc Pub. Co., 639 G, Wash,,D.C.

$4.256 EACH d for U. 8. Flying Eagle Cents'dated 1856.
$2 to $600 paid for hundreds of coins dated before 1895.
Send ten cents at once for New Iilustrated Coin Value Book,
size 4x7. Get posted—it may mean your good fortune.
Clarke & Co., Coin Dealers. Box 130, Le Roy, N. Y.

“BLACK" OPALS—Australia’s most beautiful gem. Ex-
gulslw colors—deep red, blue, green, gold, violet. Order
Irect from Australla at Australian prices. Write for illus-
trated catalogue. Norman Seward, 455 Bourke St., Mel-
bourne, Australla.

50c Offer for 10c. 8end 10c and film, any size, six or
twelve exposure, and we will furnish six prints from good
negatives as trial order. Beautiful work. Roanoke Cycle
Company, Roanoke, Va.

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS WANTED. You can write
them. We teach you by mall. No experience needed.
Blg demand: good pay. Detalls A clated Motion
Picture Schools, 686 Sherldan Road, Chicago.

WRITE MOVING PICTURE PLAYS: $10 to $100 each:
constant demand: devote all or spare time; experience or
correspondence course unnecessary. Details free. Atlas
Pubﬂsﬁns Co., 321 Atlas Bank Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio.

HELP WANTED

WANTED—Progressive, clean-cut, fresh-from-the-mint
man ev town to manage sales districts for steady roPeat
articles; big sources of profit; cash sales; new selling

plan; no experience needed: small capital; can make $2000
"1\(1) 85030 la:nnually. Bethlehem Utilitles Co., 65-H Pine St.,
ew York.

AGENTS' PRICES. One Machine at Wholesale price
to introduce our g . Bargains in every make. ype-
writers for $5.00 up. Standard Typewriter Exchange, 23
Park Row, New York.

SELL HOISERY; guaranteed against holes or new hose
: build a permanent_trade; big profits: experience un-
necessary. International Millls, Dept. Z., West Phila., Pa.

YOUNG MAN, would you accept and wear a fine tailor-
made suit _just for showing it to your friends? Or a Slip-on
Raincoat Free? Could you use $5 a day for a little spare
time? Perhaps we can offer you a steady job? If you live
in a town smaller than 10,000 write at once and get beautiful
samples, styles and this wonderful offer. Banner Talloring
Company, Dept. 326, Chicago.

FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOK tells of about 300,000
protected positions in U. S. Service. Thousands of vacan-
cies every year. There is a big chance here for you, sure
and generous pay, lifetime employment. Just ask for book-
let 8-914. No obligation. Earl Hopkins, Washington, D. C.

28838828888 EARN $100 MONTHLY REPORTING
nformation, Names, etc. to us. We control valuable markcts.
No canvassing. Confidential. Lifetime opportunity. Send
(s:iamp.l National Information Sales Company, BCS, Cin-
nnati.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES
SONG POEMS WANTED—Send us your song

s or
melodies. They may become big hits and bring thousands

of dollars. Exxerlen(‘e unnccessary. Proposition positively
unequalled. vailable work accepted for publication.
‘Write for free instructive pooklet. 1arks-Goldsmith Co.,

Dept. 41, Washington, D. (

SONG_POEMS WANTED.—Big money in successful
Songs. Entirely new and unequalled Plan.” Send us your
poems or melodies. You may be able to write a Hit. Past
experience unnecessary. Publication guaranteed, if accept-
able, by the world's largest, reliable Song Publishers. L)

ay 50 I_{)er cent. Free Illus. Book cxplains our clear-cut

lan. ayworth Music Co., 639 G, Wash., D. C.

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly



European Mortgage Bank Methods Applied to the Pacific Coast

BY J. E. PATRICK
Vice-President Davis & Struve Bond Co., Seatile

Much has been written and said recently concerning
the operations of the European Mortgage Loan Banks.

Delegates appointed by the President and many of
the governors are now in Europe making an exhaustive
investigation into their methods.

These investigations have disclosed the fact that a
bond predicated upon city and farm mortgages is the
most popular and regarded as the most safe investment
upon she .European market. Also that the methods
pursued by the European Mortgage Loan Banks are
practically the same as those used for many years by
the principal mortgage loan dealers in America, the
differences being such as are rendered necessary by
local conditions.

All European Mortgage Banks issue bonds or deben-
tures, which, though technically unsecured, are pred-
icated upon the aggregate amount of mortgages owned
by the bank.

American Mortgage Dealers have improved upon
this form of bond by depositing their mortgages with a
disinterested and responsible trust company, as trustee,
to secure an issue of Collateral Trust Bonds. They are
the unconditional obligation of the issuing company,
and a charge against its entire capital and surplus, as
well as the mortgages which are actually deposited with
the trustee.

Every person schooled in finance admits that first
mortgages upon improved city and farm properties,
when made by experts and handled by experts until
maturity, constitute a very stable, safe and satisfactory
form of investment.

The only valid objections to such mortgages as an
investment for individual funds are the inconvenient
denominations, and the detail work attending the own-
ership of a considerable number of them. Collateral
Trust Bonds overcome these objections. They are in
convenient denominations, usually $100, $500 and
$1000. .

The holder of such a bond does not in any manner
come into contact with the mortgage debtor, the issuing
company and the trustee both stand between them,
taking upon themselves all detail devolving upon the
owner of the mortgage, such as the collection of princi-
pal and interest, attention to taxes and insurance, and

10

seeing that the property is kept in good repair.
Property owners when borrowing money upon
mortgage generally want privileges which the indi-
vidual lender dislikes to grant; such as the option to
make partial payments, the release of a portion of the
property when the debt is reduced, etc. These priv-
tleges are an added safeguard to the holder of Collateral
Trust Bonds, as they make the collateral more liquid.

Such bonds are generally to be obtaiged in various
maturities; one house permits the purchaser to name
the maturity, which may be anywhere from one to ten
years.

A bond of the type under discussion is in itself a
diversified investment, as the mortgages forming the
trust fund cover city and farm property scattered over
a wide scope of territory. Such a bond is particularly
well protected, as the mortgage debtors are of many
classes, and the property, which is the basic security
for the bond, is in many different localities and of many
different types, but all improved, so as to produce
income sufficient to take care of the debt.

Such bonds are not subject to violent fluctuation at
the whim of the stock-jobber or because of a political
speech. One whose funds are invested in such secur-
ities may sleep soundly on election night, or go to
Europe with both the legislature and Congress in
session.

The bonds of the European Mortgage Banks yield
3 and 4 per cent and those yielding 4 per cent issued by
some of the New York Companies are a legal invest-
ment for savings banks in New York and the New
England States, and are especially attractive as an in-
vestment for life insurance and trust funds.

The conservative investor before purchasing any
security will, of course, thoroughly investigate the
house offering or issuing the bonds. One should use
the same care in selecting an investment banker as in
choosing a lawyer, physician or bank with which to
carry a check account. Having selected an investment
banker who is responsible and worthy of every confi-
dence, you can purchase collateral trust bonds predi-
cated upon first mortgages upon city and farm property
deposited with a responsible and disinterested trust
company with every feeling of safety.

|
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Collateral Trust Bonds

Secured by First Mortgages Upon Improved City and
Farm Properties. Deposited with Responsible, Dis-
interested Trust Company as Trustee. Combine
Safety, Convertibility and Attractive Interest Yield.
We permit the Purchaser to name: The Maturity —
from one to ten years; The Denomination—from $100
up; The place of Payment—Our Office or Bankers
Trust Co., New York. Interest payable semi-annually.

We Unconditionally Guarantee Their Payment.

Davis & Struve Bond Co.

54 %
Collateral Trust Bonds

are secured by

Municipal Bonds and Warrants Deposited with the Same
Trustee and Issued upon Same Conditions as Our 6’s.

We Also Offer at All Times
Municipal, Timber, Corporation and Real Estate
Mortgage Bonds, Originating on the Pacific Coast, and
City and Farm Mortgages Upon Improved Properties

in Washington and Oregon.

Yielding 695, and Occasionally 7%.

Our Securities Are Backed by 25 Years
Experience Without Loss to Any Client.

Write for lllustrated Booklet and Circular S7.
Jacos FurtH JorN Davis

J. E. PATRICK
F. K. STRUVE V. D. MILLER

Davis & Struve Bond Co.

Investment Bankers
807 Second Avenue, Seattle

o e o o o e o e e )
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Davis & Struve Bond Co.

(Y o o o e o o o o o o e o e o o )
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( Bungalow Book, 50c¢

"Your Bungalow Book is simply in a class by
itself!” exclalmed a prominent loc f al architect re-
cently. “Not a smgle design but that’s new-fresh-
original. The book's a veritable inspiration.”
Contains 34 half-tone views, both exterior and in-
terior, of nearly a score of charming Southern Cali-
fornia homes; ndapted to any climate. Prices
range from $1250 to Sss00. Complete working
plans and specifications can be purchased from us
at from $3t0 86. soc, stamps or coin, brings this to
your home—postage free.

Standard Building-Investment Co.

340 So. Hill St. Los Angeles, Calif.

The McConway & Torley Co.
Pittsburgh, Pa.

SOLE MANUFACTURERS OF THE

JANNEY COUPLER

Used exclusively on the passenger equipment of
the Southern Pacific Company and its allied lines

Paciric CoAsT REPRESENTATIVES

McMULLIN & EYRE, Flood Building, San Frascisco

Make the Move to
California-RIGHT NOW!

Thousands of home-seekers and tourists will pour into

“Land of Sunshine” this year. Are YOU com-

mg? We want everybody coming West to have a copy
of nur

FREE MAP irtiosa

and Los Angeles
This is the latest map issued, prmtrd in three colors.
Scparate enlarged map of Los Angeles district, show-
ing the new car lines course of thec great $23,000,000

Los Angeles Aquedv. ¢, etc. Write for a copy today.
sent to any address absolutely free.

LOS ANGELES TRUST
ND SAVINGS BANK

6th and Spring Streets, LOS ANGELES, California

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on page 4
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July Investments
Meeting the General Demand for

6% and Safety

Unquestionable safety is the first requirement of the cautious

and prudent investor. At the same time, confronting an increased cost of living,
investment buyers justly insist on the highest interest rate consistent with perfect security.

For the investment of July funds in conformance with these requirements, we :
suggest First Mortgage Serial Bonds secured by downtown Chicago property of the highest -
class, whose safety is unquestionable, and which bear 6%, interest.

From our list of July offerings we have selected the following 69, loans which
we especially recommend as sound investments for income:

Fort Dearborn Hotel Building First Mortgage Bonds, total issue $650,000; value of
property ¥1,370,000. Building 17 stories in height, entirely leased for 99
years. Net rental, $97,000, two and one-half times interest charges.

La Salle Building First Mortgage Bonds, total issue $550,000; value of property
$1,200,000. 12-story office building. Net rental nearly three times the
interest charges.

Lombard Annex Building First Mortgage Bonds, total issue $150,000; value of
property $300,000. 11-stoty building, entirely leased. Net annual earnings
three times interest charges.

Ravenswood Court First Mortgage Bonds, total issue $105,000; value of property
$225,000. Net rental more than two and one-half times interest charges.

Denominations: $100, $500, $1,000, $5,000

We have purchased these bonds after careful investigation.
They represent a type of security which we have sold for 31 years,
during which time no investor has ever lost a dollar of principal or
interest on any investment sold by us.

Call or write for our July Circular No.1334 and for the Investors Magasine

S.W. STRAUS & CO.

ORPORATED

MORTGAGE »® BOND BANKERS

ESTABLISHED 1802

I O A

STRAUS BUILDING ONE WALL STREET
CHICAGO NEW YORK
1078 =

A

California—Land of Oil Gushers

The California National

Supply Ceo.

Dealers in Oil Well Supplies, Ajax Dirillin
Engines, National Special Boilers, Diamon
B)g‘ Casing, Upset End Rotary Drill Pipe

75 per cent of all the oil gushers in California
were drilled with our outfits

MAIN OFFICE: LOS ANGELES, CAL.

+ San Francisco, Bakersfield, Maricopa, Moron, Shale,
Bm"lsl,::.kimick‘, C::l‘x:: Santa Maria, Or‘cun, Sisquoc, Brea

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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= Share in the Earnings |

Of this Great Fireproof Office Building soon to be erected in
Los Angeles

The city of wonderful development and destined to have 1,000,000 population sooner than 1920

Right in the heart of the business center and overlooking beautiful Central Park, The Los Angeles Fireproof
Building Co. plans to erect a mammoth 13-story office building to be one of the finest in the West.

The company has secured a -year lease involving a total rental of $4.950,000. This lease is considered one of
the most advantageous and desirable in Los Angeles. .

The building will be of class A" construction and occupy 11,500 sq. ft., with two frontages—11s ft. on Hill
and roo ft. on Fifth St. This is one of the busiest corners in the city. Close by are the Security, Title
Insurance, Title Guaranty, New Commercial and Metropolitan Bldgs., famous Hotel Alexandria, the Fifth St.
Store and California Clui. Half a block away is the Pacific Electric Railway's Hill St. Station which handles
the traffic to the principal beach resorts and is also the terminus of the projected subway for which right of
way has been secured. . 3

This new building will contain 360 offices, 10 store rooms and basement. A conservative estimate places the
rearly net earnings at over 12 per cent. The company has no bonded indebtedness. -The entire net carnings,
ess a certain amount set aside to Reserve Fund, will be applied to Dividends on Stock of the Company.

A limited amount of stock can now be purchased at par, 20c

The Los A.n%&les Fireproof Building Co. is a California corporation, capital stock $2,000.000, par value 20 cents
per share. No preferred stock. All common stock shares participate equally in company’s profits. Your
Investment here will give you the greater earnings afforded on common stock issued against what is frequently
used as, and considered, safe security for bonds. i ) .

The company is organized to do a general building business with operations confined chiefly to centrally located
business property.” Why not identily yourself with a young company and each year get your share of Los
Angeles building profits?

\This Company is managed by representative men of Los Angeles

\ Officers: A. E. Boqua, President, Retired, formerly Vice President Pan Telephone Company, Arkansas.
WARREN GILLELEN, Vice President, Vice President California Savings Bank,
E. A. FEATHERSTONE, Vice President, E. A. Featherstone Automobile Supplies.
T. R. LauB, Secretary and Treasurer, Richardson, Holmes, Lamb Co.
B.L. \ MiLtoN Pray, Director, Manager Pacific Hardware and Steel Co.

For a short time only a limited amount of stock will be sold at par, 20 cents.
L. A. Fizeproof N\ Satisfactory terms of payment can be arranged
Los Angeles, Cal. This is a safe, sure and extraordinary opportunity to identify yourself with the

) rowth of Los Angeles, the metropolis of the Southwest. Send your subscrip-
Send turther information to \ € tion now, or use the coupon for furtherinformation. Make checks payable to

Bt oo \_ LOS ANGELES FIREPROOF BUILDING (0.

Address. ..o \ 306-7-8 Black Bl.lilding

Gitreeenerannnannenns State.eoouenn. \ LOS ANGELES

\

_________I

S | | I

-
I

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on page 4
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DIVIDENDS!

The next quarterly dividend
of 3149, will be declared

SHOWCASES, SODA FOUNTAINS
BANK, STORE AND OFFICE FIXTURES
COMMERCIAL FURNITURE

FACTORY AND GENERAL OFFICES
SEND For caTaoa LOS ANGELES,CAL.

July 1st at the rate of 149,
net on your investment. Be-
come one of us before books
Subdividing close for making up this
and improv- dividend. You will then
ing acreage participate in it.
and_building Make Safe Money!
capital to good
’ advantage.
Diego’s OF ] $1.75 the
fast growing SAN DIEGO growth of our
i hare b
profitable business. $3 a s . y
We have paid quarterly 191.?' Highest
CASH dividends since 1909 rererenc Cli
advancing from 29, a quarter, given. Loo
89, a year, to 3159, a quarter us up.
or 149, a year. This allotment
of stock at $1.75 will soon be ex-
where the security is growing to-
gether with your invested capi-
“Builders of San Diecgo.”
SAN DIEGO CONSTRUCTION CO.

on par, or more than 89,
We can use more
San “BUILDERS
But now at
population is a business means
hausted. Invest your money
tal. Send for our frece magazine,
Cor. 2nd and D St., San Diego, Cal.

WE MANUFACTURE

The famous IMPERIAL PUMPS for Oilor | |
Water Wells

R. H. HERRON CO.
Affiliated with
OIL WELL SUPPLY CO.
OF PITTSBURGH, PA.

Main Office and Shop, Los Angeles, Cal. Brasches in all California OH Fields

CINDER IN YOUR EYE?

Foughs, colds, catarrh, pneumonia, pleurisy, rhcumatism,
f;c;:y nothing of Burns, bruises, fractures, amputations,
appendicitis—
ALL are Compensated for IF you
INSURE YOUR INCOME
The LARGEST Health and Accident
Insurance Company in the World— -

@ontinental @esualty @ompanp .

H. G. B. ALEXANDER, Presldent
Has Pald $10,000,000 to 400,000 Policyholders
Costs nothing to learn how little “Income Insurance” costs.

J. E. BETTS, Resident Manager
Mutual Savinygs Bank Bldg,, San Francisco
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We own and offer for
Conservative Investment

Sacramento Valiey Irrigation Company

First Mortgage 6% Gold Bonds

GUARANTEED by the American Water Works
& Guarantee Company, Pittsburgh, Pa.
Denominations $100, $500 and $1,000 Interchangeable.
Interest payable June 1st and December 1st, at the

itable Trust C. of New York, Trustee.

The bonds are secured by a first lien on the canal system,
the valuable water rights, and purchase money mortgages
ited with the Trustee at a ratio of 125 % of mortg
to 100% of bonds issued. No bonds can be issued under
the provisions of the Trust Deed until purchase money

mortgages are so deposited with the Trustee.

81,050,000 05 and i et o o151 IO Ne

part of the original ity was rel 1

reloased until the entire mortgage is satis:
Descriptive Circular No. 43 2, mailed on request.

J. S. & W. S. KUHN, Inc.

345 Fourth Avenue Pittsburgh, Pa.
Chicago—Pirst National Bank Bldg.
Philadelphia—Real Estate Trust Bldg.

New York—37 Wall Street.
Boston—Kuhn, Fisher & Co., Inc.

London, Eng.—J. S. & W. S. Kuhn
(European Agency), Ltd,, Pinners Hall, Austin Friars

payments or will be

2, TS, - —— <
Per®o—— %0 ——————cTa(

O Fome Fuilders

e NSNS

Last Chance to Buy
Stock at $3

Before the next issue of Sunset ‘“Home Builders”
will have probably advanced the price of its
stock to $3.15—limited number of shares
only are on hands at this writing. Get your
application_in at once.

e next allotment will close the sale and this
company will be a closed corporation. It
will then declare an extra 107 stock dividend—
this is in addition to regular quarterly cash
distributions.

Extra 109% Dividend Will
Be Paid Soon

Just as soon as the balance of the common

stock is sold the company will give each

stockholder free, one share on each ten shares

held at that time. This with the regular cash

dividends will make you 1614% in dividends

first year your money is with the company.
Buy your stoek now.

Write for Literature

“Home Builders General Agry.”
Ground Floor Mason Opera House Bldg.
129 SOUTH BROADWAY

LL“ Angeles

California
y

Imperial Valley
Hog Raising

No district in the United States is more
adaptable to Hog raising than Imperial Valley.
We have established at MELOLAND, a herd
of Registered Hogs and are increasing our herds
and land holdings.

Now is your opportunity for investment in
Hog profits.

The present issue of stock is selling at 12c
per share. Our capitalization is only $100,000,
consequently the distribution of dividends will
be larger to the investor.

Ask for our weekly, IMPERIAL VALLEY
BIG OPPORTUNITIES, devotcd to Hog rais-

CALIFORNIA LAND AND HOG COMPANY
Suite 523, Los Angeles Investment Building, Los Angeles, Califoraia

] In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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you are looking for, ask us. Address your inquiries to

SUNSET INFORMATION BUREAU, 460 Fourth Street, San Francisco, Cal.




Sunset, the Pacific Monthly 19
D S —

In writing to advertisers please mentinn SU'NSET, The Pacific Monthly



20

Sunset, the Pacific Monthly

LOW ROUND TRIP
HOMESEEKERS’ FARES

WESTERN PACIFIC

FROM

- CHICAGO, OMAHA, ST. LOUIS, KANSAS CITY
AND MANY OTHER EASTERN CITIES

ALL POINTS IN CALIFORNIA ON LINE
WESTERN PACIFIC

TICKETS ON SALE FIRST AND THIRD TUESDAYS EACH MONTH DURING YEAR 1913
FINAL LIMIT 25 DAYS FROM DATE OF SALE
LIBERAL STOPOVER PRIVILEGES
WRITE FOR PARTICULARS AND LITERATURE

E. L. LOMAX

PASSENGER TRAFFIC MANAGER
SAN FRANCISCO

‘Mt. Tamalpais

over ‘“The Crookedest
Railroad in the World”

is a trip no visitor to San Francisco can over-
look, and one that no native Californian interested
in scenic effects, or the geography of this part
of the country, should fail to take.

The Trip to Mt. Tamalpais
Consists of

a boat ride along the wharves and shipping of
San Francisco; a sail across the Golden Gate,
the entrance to the Golden West; an electric car
ride, third-rail system, along the shore of the
Bay; a railroad ride through the big redwood
trees of Mill Valley; the mountain railroad trip,
not a cog road and no steep inclines; an un-
surpassed panorama of mountains, valleys and
ocean. You see it all from Mt. Tamalpais and
want to go again.

For full information inquire at
any railroad passenger office, or

Ticket Office

874 Market Street, San Francisco

Sausalito Ferry, San Francisco Double bewknot and San Francisco Bay as sem
Srom top of M1. Tamalpais

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on page 4
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LITTLE FOLDERS

we would be more
than pleased to send
you, tell much you
would know of the
“Land of Heart’s Desire”

To get the direct view

T~See

Southern
California
tl:rouglz the

Pacific
Electric

PACIFIC ELECTRIC RAILWAY

D. W. PONTIUS, Traffic Manager

LOS ANGELES, CAL.

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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THIS MAP GIVES AN IDEA OF THE GREAT WONDERLAND

Yosemite
National
Park

The one wonderland
which you cannot afford
tomiss. The summer sea-
son is open. Thousands
of people are pouring into
this vast Wonderland.
They are exploring the
gigantic chasm from its
mouth at El Portal to
Nevada Falls and Tenaya
Canyon. Thereisnoplace
like it. This topograph-
ical map will give an idea
of the location of the
various points of interest.
Every one of them is a
revelation, an inspiration.
The trip into the valley
is as comfortable a jaunt
as the world can furnish.
Rates at the Hotel Del
Portal are $4 per day; at
the Sentinel Hotel in the
Valley $4 per day, and at
the various camps $2.50
per day. :
Mail and express are de-
livered to all hotels and
camps. Telephones con-
nect Yosemite with the
outside world.

Take few extras when you
visit the camp. Over-
coats and wraps will be
needed according to the
season. Wear rough cloth-
ing and strong shoes. The
summer climate of
Yosemite is pleasantly
warm during the day
and cool after sundown.
Write to the Yosemite
Valley Railroad, Merced,
California, for folder or
send one dollar for beauti-
ful souvenir booklet, 32
pages in full colors, gem
of the printer’s art; con-
tains no advertisements.
Or for further information
and folder call on any
Southern Pacific repre-
sentative or agent.

In writing to advertisers please meption SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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HoTEL PERRY

Madison Street and Boren Avenue

SEATTLE

With its superb situation, overlooking Puget
Sound, the Cascades and Olympic Mountains,
affords every convenience of appointment,
cuisine and service for its guests.

Rooms with bath $2.00 per day upward.

B. H. BROBST

Manager

Hotel Savoy~

SEATTLE

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on page 4
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Hotel Washington Annex—Seattle

An abeolutely fireproof hotel, ideally arranged, richly furnished and centrally situated, whose pride

is in the comfort of its guests. ~ Large suites for tourist parties—rates low for the service.

e J. H. DAVIS, Proprietor

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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SOL DUC HOT SPRINGS HOTEL

“In the Heart of the Olympics”
The Carlsbad of America

N the midst of the grandest scenery in all

America, at an elevation of 1760 feet above

sea level in the Olympic Mountains, rests

serenely this peerless health and pleasure resort.

The hot mineral ,

water of Sol Duc

Springs, 130 degrees

Fahrenheit, possesses magical curative powers in restoring

the human system to a normal condition. The hotel,

modern in every respect, affords first class accommodations

for 500 guests. Sanatorium in connection with capacity
for 100 patients.

Mountain climbing, visiting the great glaciers of Mount
Olympus, hunting; trout fishing, etc., are among the
attractions to pleasure seekers. Cottages, a dancing §
pavilion, orchestra, theatre, out-of-doors dining hall, etc.,
are also features of the institution.

For fuall information and descriptive literature address

Manager, Sol Duc, Clallam County, Washington

Ideal Sumundlm for Oul-door Sports

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on page 4

~



Sunset, the Pacific Monthly

27

Inside Passage

$66=

Beautiful Scenery

kan, Wrangel,

$100

St. Elias.
Cordova, Valdez and Seward.

fishing districts. Illustrated folders on request.

ALASKA TOURS

Season 1913. Regular Sailings from Seattle
No Rough Sea

For round trip including berth and meals.
Ten days, stopping at Metlahkatla, Ketchi-
Petersburg, Taku Glacier,
Sitka, Juneau, Douglas, Treadwell, Haines and Skagway.

For round trip including berth and meals
and side trip on Copper River Route to
Miles and Childs glaciers. Two weeks
in wonderland. In view of Muir and Columbia glaciers, Mt.
Stopping at Ketchikan, Treadwell,

The Steamship Your Hotel. No additional expenses. Write
for detailed information on tourist trips or hunting and

Alaska Steamship Co.

Juneau,

Lowman Building
Seattle, Wash.

THE

SEATTLE

European Plan Rates $1.00 and Up

RAINIER-GRAND HOTEL

Corner First Avenue and Madison Street

225 Rooms - 188 With Bath, Single and En Suite

CHAS. PERRY, Manager

. The Fnrst 200 LOTS In Thxs New
Ocean Front Sub-Division Will Sell

at practically the cost of delivering the deed and abstract to you. Ponuvely one
of the finest Pacific Ocean properties on the Orczon and “uhinxton

" Ensily accessiblo to all the great citics of the Northwest.

,. $50 Brings Your Deed:

Lots 40x100 right on the great Pacific Ocoan.
Surf bathing, Grand Auto Boulevard, Salt Air, \
Hard, Level Sand Beach Froe to Property Owners,
Send §5 to reservo lots until you may sclect from °.
plat. 6 per cent discount for cash with order,
Ioney refunded if you are not satisfled.

sRAYS u/mnou’ 9«*"-

0. & W.
— BULLETINS

Write today and get our BULLETINS
and facts concerning big profits that
have been made in our latest develop-
ments.

“" . gives full in-
B etin No- formation on
OCEANVIEW. This bullctin is now

on tho press. Reservo your lot today
and cancel your order later if you
so choose. The compauny will spend
thousands of dollars in development
work on this beach.

A new town

Bq“etill No. e witha great
big future, now reaclied by railroads,
Bulletin No. 3 &0 4

improved farms and farm lands with-
in a radius of 100 miles from Secattle.

OREGON & WASHINGTON
Devel t C , (Inc.)

HOGE BUILDING,
Seattle, U. S. A,

REFERENCES: Publishers of this
magazine or any bank in Seattle.

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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Send for This Interesting
Instructive
Book on
‘RAVEL
Is Entirely FREE

Te expect agreaterdemand

this 40 page illustrated

booklet on travel, than has ever been

known for any other ever published for freedistribution.

Mothersill’s Travel Book tells you what to take on a journey
and what not to take —how to pack and how to best care for your
baggage and gives exactinformation as to checking facilities, weights,
etc., in foreign countrics—gives tables of money values--distances
from New York —tells when, who and how much to “tip.” In
fact this booklet will be found invaluable to all who travel or are
contemplating taking a trip in this country or abroad.

Published by the proprietors of the famous Mothersill’s
Seasick Remedy as a practical hand book for travelers.

This edition is limited so we suggest that you send your name
and address at once, and receive a copy. (A postal will bring it).
Please address our Detroit office for this booklet.

MOTHERSILL REMEDY CO.
397 Henry Smith Bldg., Detroit, Mich.
Also at 19 St. Bride Street, London, England.

Branches in Montreal, New York, Paris, Milan and Hamburg.

In all the World ne Waters like these

Wilbur Hot Sulphur Springs

COLUSA COUNTY, CALIFORNIA
Hot Mud Baths naturally heated and medicated
Hot and Cold Sulphur Baths
Malaria, S h, Liver and Kidney Troubles
Open all year.
Address J. W. Cathbert, Wilbur Springs, Cal., vis Williams, or
Information Bureau 8. P. Co., 884 Market St., San Francisco

ARROWHEAD HOT SPRINGS
Hottest and most curative sprin%f in
the world. Modern hotel waters. Mud
highly radioactive. Rheumatism, kid-
ney and stomach troubles successfully
treated. Resident physician. Altitude
2000 feet. Home grown vegetables.
Dairy and chicken ranch. American
plan table. California’s ideal resort.
ARROWHEAD HOT SPRINGS CO.
Arrowhead Springs. Calif.

Cure Rh

THE BEST PLACE IN THE WORLD

is the mountain region in the spring.

WALMOND

the Sierra Resort, Placer County, offers al acc -cot:
tages, with or without private ‘baths; modern plumbing : comfortable
rooms ; wood fires when required, at no extra cost.  The table is plain,
but bountiful and wholesome, being supplied with milk, eggs, etc., from
the home ranch. Elevation, 2,000 feet.

NO TUBERCULARS— Rates £10 to $14 per week.
Reservations may be made at the Soulhcmll':aciﬁc Ir;forma!lion Bureau,
A

James Flood Building, SanFranci L.A. I

s, TulareCounty

Cle

{ S Reached by S. P. Trains to Ducor,
thence auto-stage. Best medicinal waters
in the State. Elevation 3200 feet. Hotel
Del Venada; good service. Write for des-

L .
criptive booklet and analysis of waters.
T SPRINGS. S L. S. WINGROVE, Mgr., Hot Springs, Cal.

INCORPORATED
European Plan Phone Sutter 960

Hotel Turpin

F. L. and A. W. TURPIN, Proprietors
17 Powell St., at Market, San Francisco, Cal.
Rooms without Bath $1.50 Per Day—Rooms with Private Bath
$2.00 Per Day Up. All Market St. cars with a single exception
(Sutter St.) pass the door; Fourth and Ellis Street line to Powell
Street within half a block. Auto-Bus meets trains and steamers.

“FUSCAN SPRINGS'

30 Minutes by Stage to Springs dally. New concrete
Bath house ns:d plunge; Bo%klest.’ for asking, entitled
LET OTHERS TELL THE STORY
We cure others, Whl not {ou 1 Address
ED. B. WALBRIDGE, Tuscan, Cal.
‘Walbridge's Garage. the best in the State, Red Bluft, Cal.

Complete information and folders at Southern c
Information Bureau, Flood Building, San Francisco, Cal.

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on page 4
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Skagit Valley | :
—-Washington |

PUGET SOUND =
COUNTRY il

Offers a Home For You with Steady, "
Pleasant Work and Big Profits &

This is a Solid Business Proposition— _
Backed by Substantial People i

T IO

pusases

T

Soil of Quality
This land i llent ks—al
35::&,. o o beawiful. Lakesdoon richs mockow oo
eally ¢tow. bxc crops.

Splendid Cheap Transportation

On Main Line of Northern Pacific Railway foux miles
to Great Northern Railway—close to Seattle,
lun:‘ Mt. Vemon and Everett—No better location coufd

Delightful All Year Climate
The Puget Sound Country is renowned for its health-
ful, invigorating climate—pure water—grand scenery—
absolutely no insect pests—no storms—no oppressive
heat—no cold winters.

Congenial Surroundings
We have been very particular to select a high c!m of
settlers for our lands, thus good
good schools—churches on the property, and every other
antage a man wants for his family.

Steady Work and Good Pay For
My Land Buyers

If you are a sober, industrious worker, 1 can assure you
work c\lrery in the year for the gfxt 25 y.etn. and
p you in every way possible to m.
hmnlyecomfgmble and happy. € your

$100 Starts You On To Success and
A Splendid Home

I sell this land in small tracts from 10 acres up to suit
each individual buyer—prices are low and e ten
ears time—if you don't want to pay all cash. o other
nd owner is, or can ever offer such a very attractive
roposition. ‘n'no is surely the chance of a life nme
for the man of small to e

Get My Literature
‘““High Cost of Living Solved’’
I have just published an authentic circular giving com-
plete facts in detail about location, prices and terms—
which also contains 17 pictures taken on my property—
Be sure to write today. Tell me all about younelf and
your plans. State what you plan to raisc and how much
cash you can invest, so that 1 will be in position to
write you a personal letter which will solve your wants.

H. C. PETERS, Owner

Homes For Workingmen

SEATTLE, - - WASHINGTON
800 3rd Avenue

RO 000 AU A

e S T T T T T T T T I

-
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HOTEL TALLAC

ON LAKE TAHOE

Forty acres of the best Mountain Hotel -
in the world

All modern improvements, electric lights, private
baths, etc. Cuisine unexcelled. Abundance of
E:Ime in season, Tahoe and other trout, and its own

iry. Every convenience for the business man.
A richly Jurnished and sumptuous casino, compar-
ing favefably with any other in California.

the true of mountain sl ith all the comforts
e e o g s

Write for information

FOLLOWS CAMP

ITUATED in a wildly picturesque spot in the heart
S of San Gabriel Canyon, four hours from Los An-
geles. Entirely removed from civilization in the heart
of nature's scenic wonderland. A real mountain
camp without formalities. Fishing and hunting, ten-
nis, croquet and evening camp fires. Accommoda-
tions home like and comfortable. Either tents or
homes, modern baths, showers and plun, Liberal
table. Tents for one and two people $5.00 and $6.00
up. Board and room, one person, $12.00. For
illustrated booklet address

R. L. FOLLOWS, AZUSA, CALIFORNIA

Hotel Stewart

GEARY STREET, ABOVE UNION SQUARE
San Francisco

Motorbus meets all trains and steamers.
European Plan $1.50a day up, American Plan $3.50adayup.

SHOIBEHQI!I APARTMENTS

The S Home of Comfort at
BEAUTIFUL LONG BEACH, CAL.

Everything New and Modern. Suites tosuit your tastes.
One block from beach. Just west of Virginia Hotel.

A postal will bring you a guide and map of our beautifud city, free.
Write today. Address: Mrs. H. A. Fanslow, Prop.,

Shoreham Apartments Long Beach, Cal.

One season’s cottage rent pays for one of these handsome Brown Bungalows, then it's yours,
rent free for many summers’ use, winters’ too if you wish. Eight sizes from a one-room
sort at $45 to a seven-room home at $300.

Complete with Floor, Awnings, Windows, Screens and Ceiling.
Buy direct from the Maker and get an Oak-Framed Bungalow at less than asked for the

}1 C/G Oak-Framed Portable Bungalow

" &.] pine frame houses sold through Department Stores.
|

<@8 This five-room
Bungalow $175.

PR N

Carnie-Goudie Mfg. Co., Kansas City, U. S. A.

Alfalfa Land

Antelope Valley

OnS.P.R.R.
70 Miles north of Los Angeles

Southern Pacific

Lands

Sold in tracts from 40 to 640 acres
Prices $20 to $45 per acre

Ten years time, one-tenth cash
Alfalfa, pears, apples, etc.
Good land, good climate

Good water supply
Good markets

C. E. WANTLAND, General Sales Agent

410 Groese Building, Los Angeles, Cal.
702 Market Street, San Francisco, Cal.

B. A. McCALLASTER, Land Commissioner
801 Flood Building, San Francisco, Cal.

ALMONDS

Goodnoe Hills Almond Groves, near Portland, produce $100
to $300 net per acre. We will plant and care for a 1o acre
grove for $300 cash and easy terms, and will guarantee you an
income of not less than $1000 after the fourth year. Write for
attractive illustrated booklet.

DABNEY & DABNEY, 307 Railway Exchange, Portland, Oregen

s

Employer
we can furnish you with all the help you
may need.

Employee
we can furnish you with the position you
are looking for.

That’s All
MURRAY & READY

LEADING EMPLOYMENT AND LABOR AGENTS

782, 784 and 786 Howard Street
Between 3rd and 4th Streets

SAN FRANCISCO, CAL.

BRANCHES:
2nd and Main Streets............. Los Angeles, Cal.
7th Street and Broadway Oakland. Cal.
2nd and H Streets.......... .... Sacramento, Cal.
528 Jackson Street.......... San Francisco, Cal.

121 Marchesault St. (Mexican Office)
Los Angeles, Cal.

SUNSET Advertisements ar¢ indexed on page 4
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What Wéét Sacramento
Offers the City Man

q Model Farms of the
Richest Land in Califor-
nia, which Represent the
Best Land Investment in
the West.

¢ The young man just
looking life in the face,
the office man, the me-
chanic—any man who
believes in himself will
find more enjoyment,
more profit, more real
satisfaction —he will
meet with greater suc-
cess on a farm at

West Sacra

than is possible with th

under any other circumsta

g And here are the reas

is the most productive i

anything you plant will g

upon it. Our organized service bureau

takesthe inexperienced man in hand and directs his every move, thereby elim-
inating the possibility of crop failure. The city man, under the guidance of the
agricultural department, is just as certain of success as the experienced farmer.

q And think how many and how desirable are the advantages of living only
a few minutes ride from the heart of a metropolitan city like Sacramento.

What West Sacramento
Offers the Investor

€ “Buyon the fringe and hang on”—for generations, this has been the policy of the famous Astor
family —recognized asthe greatest and most successful realty operators America has ever known.
€ No better “fringe” opportunity than that which West Sacramento offers, has ever
been announced. Nor could more advantageous conditions exist anywhere. Sacramento—
a city of 80,000 people—must grow in this direction. The splendid improvements now
being installed at West Sacramento must increase the value of this land. And itisn'ta
matter of years either—this increase in value must materialize almost immediately.

€ [nvestigate West Sacramento. Analyze it from every point of view. It will pay you.

Mail Us This C 'od
Wesga?)cgahr?:g;g Co. [ _FmrrE e
. ., ir: Kindly mail me a copy your illustrated |
Manager Land Sales Depart[nent mcc‘:.m:tyc.ul: li:mz;d t?\nif:irlengoc:nﬁol:l:zn:ed ﬂ:'y‘::.';.w

Nicolaus Building @~ [Name ...
SACRAMENTO,CALIFORNIA |4ddress ... ... . . O.Box.............. ...

SAN FRANCISCO OFFICE: LOS ANGELES OFFICE: CHICAGO OFFICE:
Pine and Kearny Sts. 204 Hibernian Building 222 N. State St.

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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Grow Anything You Like

in Sacramento County

It doesn’t make any difference what you wish to grow in an agricultural way, you
can grow it profitably in Sacramento County, California. You can farm under the

most delightful conditions imaginable.

You can have a chunk of the finest soil

in the United States. You can have all the water you wish for irrigating purposes.
You will find a tremendous market for the products of your orchard, vineyard,

dairy, chicken ranch, truck garden.

Sacramento, the State Capital, is

within the county, offering a market of 80,000. San Francisco and the San

Francisco Bay cities are but three hours away by rail, a market of a million people.

RICE GROWING IN THE DELTA LANDS OF SACRAMENTO COUNTY

Sacramento products include cereals, alfalfa,
hops, beans, celery, asparagus, garden truck of
all kinds, rice, potatoes, apples, apricots,
Feacha, nectarines, prunes, cherries, oranges,
emons, strawberries—we could go on and on
naming the products grown successfully in this
county and when we had finished there would be
mighty few of the known products of the Tem-
perate Zone left.

Sacramento County needs more settlers. That
is why we are advertising. California needs
more settlers. This state has every favorable
element for successful agricultural pursuits and
all it needs to make it the richest state in the
union is more workers. The workers will ind
ample reward for their labor. Send for our
booklet. It tells of some of the opportunitics
in Sacramento County. Address

Immigration Committee
Board of Supervisors

SACRAMENTO

Sacramento County

CALIFORNIA

w

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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Just as a quiet tip—

We advise you to invest right now in Shasta County farm land. We don’t ask you to come
to us to buy it, for we have nothing to sell. We are citizens of Shasta County and we believe
in Shasta nty and we know ':gat you would believe in Shasta County if you knew the

county as we do. It is a bi nty, a resourceful Y resourceful that the slogan
Diversified Shasta™ fits it like & glove. eounty, so resou ©
SHASTA COUNTY appeals to the fruit farmer. The foothill lands are the very finest for
apples, grapes and olives.

SHASTA COUNTY appeals to the f . No county in the United States has more
water power at its disposal. Few ies have as much raw material. The hills are full of
useful and preci tals. Almost six billion feet of timber covers the hills.

SHASTA COUNTY appeals to the stock raiser. The valleys and hill lands are unusually
ric_:tlilin natura"l’ﬁfotqe. Alfalfa is easily and profitably grown. Stock of all kinds are raised
wi great p t.

SHASTA COUNTY appeals to the general farmer. Barley and wheat, stock raising, and all
the various b hes of g | farm products are su y grown.

SHASTA COUNTY a ls to the h and fish The are well stocked
with game fish. The hills afford endl delight to the h , for big game still abounds.
Nature lovers find a satisfaction for the craving for the sublime and beautiful, in the natural
wonders of the county. There are i i ] springs, mini ps, f , lakes.
Each summer finds a great influx of recreationists who find great delight in the beauty spots
of the county. Health is contagious here.

We are just issuing a splendid new booklet. It is different. It is chock full of information
about the county and you should have it. 1f you are a h ker, a prospective settler, a
health secker, a manufacturer, a merchant seeking a location, whatever your inclinations
and our desires, you should have this booklet. Wnite for it. Addrese either of the organiza-

tions listed herewith:

Redding Chamber of Commerce - Redding, California
Anderson Chamber of Commerce - Anderson, California
or, Clerk of the Board of Supervisors, Redding, California

T 'helover of the beauts)ub and msftmu 195 nature finds ms dreams Jsufuiied sn e WONACTs 0] DNASIG LOounsy.
tis “home” for the hunter and fisherman

SUNSET Advcrtisements are indexed on page 4
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Home of the Ladd & Tilton Bank

Portland, Oregon

The Ladd & Tilton Bank
is one of Portland’s oldest
and most conservative bank-
ing institutions. Its capital is
$1,000,000, its surplus and
profits $1,000,000. It accepts
commercial and savings ac-
counts.

Officers:
W.M. Lapp . . . President
Ebpw. CookINGHAM, Vice-Pres.
W. H. DunckLey . Cashier
RoBT.S.HOWARD, Asst. Cashier
J. W.Labp . . Asst. Cashier
WaALTER M. Cooxk, Asst. Cashier

Directors:
EpwArRD COOKINGHAM
HEeNRY L. CORBETT
WrLLiaM M. Lapbp
CHARLES E. LAaDD
J. WEsLEY LapD
FRrREDERIC B. PRATT
TaEODORE B. WiLcox

FadtsAboutPortland,Oregon

Portland has a trade territory aggregating 240,281 square miles. It includes all of the Columbia
Valley within the United States and portions of Oregon and Washington, draining direct into the
Pacific Ocean.

There are 136,768 square miles of territory in Portland’s natural jobbing territory. Over 8o per
cent of all goods sold in this territory by Coast jobbing cities are sold by Portland merchants and
Portland has a controlling advantage in distributing freight rates.

There are 103,513 square miles of territory in which Portland merchants compete for business.
Portland enjoys equal distributing freight rates with other coast cities and Portland merchants
sell from 40 to 8o per cent of all the goods sold in this territory by merchants located in coast jobbing
cities.

The Portland Clearing House was organized in 1889. The clearings in 1890 were $50,000,000.
The clearings in 1912 were $550,000,000. ’
Portland leads all cities in the United States in wheat exports. Portland is the leading manufac-
turing city of the Pacific Northwest. Portland has the finest water supply of any city its size in
the United States. The building permits for 1g1o-19rr aggregated $40,829,389.

Portland and Oregon Fr&ent wonderful opportunities for the investment of capital and for the
production of wealth from agricultural pursuits.

If you would like to learn more about the State, the Ladd & Tilton Bank will

be glad to assist you. It is not within the aim of this bank lo advise as to in-

vestments or to make of ilself a Burcau of Information. We will, hwcver, see
your inquiries reack responsible awthority.

For information address

THE LADD & TILTON BANK

Department A
PORTLAND, OREGON

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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Up a tree after ripe cherries

The big red and white, juicy kind that bring such
fancy prices in the market. That is the kind they
raise in the Lodi country—Bings, Royal Anns,
Black Tartarians—big luscious fellows that make
two bites to the cherry. Some orchards net the
owners $100 per acre. Others net $225 per acre
and in some instances growers have taken as much
as $1,000 per acre from cherry orchards. The
fruit is picked and packed and shipped to eastern
markets in fast express trains.

Cherries are but one of the many varieties of profit-
able fruit raised in the Lodi country. Grapes, apri-
cots, nectarines, peaches, plums, prunes, olives, figs
are others.

The Lodi country is the most diversified fruit sec-
tion in the San Joaquin Valley. You ought to see it.

Write for our booklet. It tells about opportunities here and
also how we do things, Lodi has a Welcome Arch under
which you should walk, For literature address the Secretary

Lodi Merchants Association

LO D I

CALIFORNIA

Did you ever see such
Cabbages?

A crop worth $800 to the acre

- They are as good as they look, too. And
they get the big prices. All vegetables in
this section command high prices because
of hitting the market “right.”” The won-
derfully rich soil of the Mesa country ac-
counts for it. A superb climate makes life
worth while. Sunshine and pure air are
worth a lot to the agriculturist. Water is
worth a lot.

Mesa, Arizona

“‘Gateway to the Roosevelt Dam’’

That tells the story. You know something
of the Roosevelt Dam, the great U. S.
Reclamation Project. When you think of
the Roosevelt Dam you think of Mesa.
They are synonymous.

For full particulars and illustrated book
address

Secretary Commercial Club, Mesa, Arizona

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on vage 4



Sunset, the Pacific Monthly

37

- =

California
Peaches

the most delicious of all deciduous
fruits, the fruit par excellence of the
superb climatic conditions found only
in California. Here they average
almost twice the size of Eastern
peaches, have a far more delicate col-
oring, a more fragrant aroma and a
saccharine sweetness that only long
cloudless summer weather can give.
Note the fruit in the box. Now note
that in the bucket. Big, round,
juicy peaches that make the mouth
water just to look at them.

Now take careful note
of this statement:

California Peaches
to be Classed as

Perfect Must Come
Up to San ]oaquin

— County Standard

Get a Line on San Joaquin

We have been telling you in our recent advertising about the four chief divisions of San Joaquin
County: The Delta Lands, the Lodi Section, the South San Joaquin Irrigation District and the
Grain country. We have made some statements relative to these sections that are worthy of
consideration. If you haven’t been watching our advertisements write at once and get in
touch with what we have to claim and what we can prove.

Our new booklets are ready. They go into detail about our county. Send for one at once and
get posted before you go farther. You can’t afford, not for one instant, to pass up San Joaquin’s
claim to your attention. If you do you miss a lifetime opportunity to get in right.

For further information and illusirated literature address either of the undersigned commercial organizations:
Secretary, Chamber of Commerce. . .Stockton Secretary, Ripon Board of Trade. .. ... Ripon
Secretary, Lodi Merchants Association. .Lodi Secretary, Tracy Board of Trade. ..... Tracy
Secretary, Manteca Board of Trade. . Manteca Or Board of Supervisors........... Stockton

San Joaquin County

CALIFORNIA

In writing vo advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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This Man is one of 1500

who have found homes in

Madera County

California
within the past eight months -

That many we have personal knowledge of. How many
more we do not know. Fifteen hundred have settled on
two of the big ranches but recently thrown open to settle-
ment. New houses dot the valley everywhere. The
sound of the gasoline engine and the purr of the electric
motor can be heard in every direction—pumping, pumping,
ﬁumping from the inexhaustible underground water supply.

eservoirs are filling and the water is trickling out over
new seeded alfalfa fields, over freshly planted orchards
and vineyards. The new-comers are leveling, checking,
seeding, planting, building new homes and new barns.
It is an inspiring sight to see the home makers at work.
Every one 1s busy.

Three things account for it—land is still
selling at a reasonable figure; cheap electrical power is avail-
able; water is easily reached at low cost and is pumped at
a cost insignificant in comparison to its value to the land.

Madera County will soon be the banner
alfalfa field of California.

Better come out now and see Madera County. Tomorrow
ou may wish you had come.

rite for booklet and further information. Ask all the
questions you wish. It is our business to answer them.

Address

SecretaryMaderaChamberof Commerce

MADERA, CALIFORNIA

Where Almonds

GI‘OW

BRANCH OF ALMONDS

Are you aware of the fact that California has a monopoly
of the production of almonds in the United States? Are
you aware of th urther fact that there is no possibility
of an overprodu.don? Are you aware of the still further
fact that only favored sections of even diversified Califor-
nia are adapted to almond culture?

Dixon 1s one of such sections. Dixon is favored in a lot of
ways. It has as glorious a share of that famous California
climate as any section in the whole state. Surrounding
Dixon is some of the richest soil in the Sacramento
Valley. Water? Plenty of it. No problem at all for
the Dixon farmer.

Dixon has a slogan. It is a slogan that means some-
thing, that is backed up by results. “DIXON, THE
| DAIRY CITY.” The prize dairies of California are in
the vicinity of Dixon. You ought to see the cream cans
that go out each day to the nearby markets—San Fran-
cisco and the San Francisco Bay cities. Write for our
booklet. It tells about the advantages of Dixon and
the Dixon Country.

Address

Secretary Chamber of Commerce

DIXON

‘“The Dairy City’’

Solano County
California

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on page 4
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COOS BAY

OREGON

Coos Bay has the only safe deep-sea harbor between. San
Francisco and the Columbia River.

Coos Bay is spending $300,000 this year in harbor im-
provements.

Coos Bay section ranks second in Oregon in dairy products.

Coo0s Bay has the largest belt of standing timber tributary
}:o any port in the world, estxmated at 110,000,000,000
eet.

Coos Bay has four hundred square miles underlaid with
coal. Four coal mines now in operation.

Coos Bay has five lumber mills, one of which is the largest
on the Pacific Coast.

Coos Bay is one of the ideal vacation spots in the north-
west; with miles of beautiful ocean beach; all kinds of
ﬁlshing, river and ocean; all kinds of game; perfect
climate.

Coos anlEl.y has a newly constructed modern pulp and paper

Coos Bay is a wonderful berry region, strawberries being
ripe from May to December.

Coos Bay’s cities are modern and up to date in all re-
spects, buildings, electricity, gas and water systems.

Coos Bay is the logical distributing port for a vast territory.

Coos Bay 8 tributary country is ideal for dairying, stock-
raising, fruit and garden products.

Coos Bay is 24 hours from Portland by boat, 28 hours
from San Francisco.

Coos Bay offers remarkable inducements to tourists, home-
seekers, and investors hecause of its being the livest
section of the Pacific Northwest.

Coos Bay wants to tell you more about it. Send for illus-
trated booklet. Just address

Marshfield Chamber of Commerce, Marshfield, Oregon
North Bend Commercial Club, North Bend, Oregon

Tn writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET. The Pacific Montlly
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THE RUGGED COAST OF MONTEREY, A FAVORITE CALIFORNIAN VACATION SPOT

FARMING AND RESORTS
THE TWO CHIEF INTERESTS OF

Monterey County

CALIFORNIA

Monterey County has many famous resorts, not only l:otel,. but cities where life is taken
Thomandndhomeomdtueutmue I?' ple who have been won by o
re‘wn- charm. Monterey Peninsula forms a disti home Its feature
of Collformn s best. The famous Seventeen-Mile-Drive is known the world

m are some of the worldo famous hotels. Three of the remaining nineteen
mucwnl. established by the Fi i in M y County and two more are barel
beyond its limits. Tbemnnoendofthmgotooee. ng p to visit, deli ofl.ﬁ
sorts.

BUT MONTEREY OFFERS OPPORTUNITIES TO THE AGRICULTURIST, TOO.
This Coun? is one of the oldest .etded regnon. |n California. It lies along the Coast, its nor-
thernb y being ap d miles south of S-n Funcuco It is 125 miles
long and has nn .ven‘e width o( fotty-ﬁve miles. Much of th
But there are some splendid valleys that have brought wealth and contentment to the dwellers.
The Salinas Valley runs through the heart of the County—a famous farming section known
far and wide for its production of Salinas Burbank potatoes and for its sugar beets. The
Pajaro Valley is the largest apple-producing region in America—some of the finest apples
come from this section. re are other rich valleys, smaller in extent but just as

ertile.

Mon! County. prod five leadi t beets, barley and live
.tock‘;"'én:h dtghe.a staples brings in upwnd. of a m\lllon Jollnn annually.

AND THE CHIEFEST ASSET OF THE COUNTY IS CLIMATE. IT CAN'T BE BEAT
ANYWHERE IN THE WHOLE WORLD.

For further inf. ion and ill d booklet add! either of the undersigned izations:
M Chamber of C Fort Romie Grange
Monteuy. California Soledad, California
Pacific Grove Board of Trade Greenfield Grange
Pacific Grove, California Greenfield, California
Kings City Board of Trade Monterey County Chamber of Commerce
Kings City, California Salinas, California

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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We Talk Dairying Because-==-

the biggest profit from the alfalfa ranch is obtained by marketing thgr?‘roduct as cream and butter. The alfalfa ranch will
retumgﬁig money by merely disposing of the product as baled hay. e profit can be doubled by feeding to dairy cattle
and hogs. One of these days the great interior valley of California will become famous for its live stock and dairying. The
alfalfa acreage is increasing constantly. There will never be an over-production. Rich cream and good butter always
command top-notch prices. 3 .

With us this is no idle speculation—this marketm% of alfalfa in cream cans and pork. It is being done here all the time,
by men who are making big money. It has made Turlock a city from a siding; has turned waste to riches in the surround-
ing country. fV}’e speak authoritatively because we know. We make the statement as an acceptable truth, for truth is but
a statement of fact.

The Turlock Irrigation District—

was one of the first in California organized and perfected  Alfalfa is but one of the crops grown here. There are peaches
under the Wright irrigation law. It is a success. Ask any  and grapes, and nectarines, and melons, and garden truck.
man who has studied irrigation development. Ask any In fact anything that grows in rich soil, grows here and the
man who knows about the development of San Joaquin mnrke(snealwnysgoof

Valley irrigated tracts. He'll tell you that the Turlock

Irrigation District is the criterion.

We would like to talk with you about the Turlock Irrigation District. ) we can’t meet you face to face
we will gladly open a correspondence with you. Write at once for our illustrated booklet. Address

Secretary Board of Trade, Turlock, Stanislaus County, California

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on page 4
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When Water is Worth 51000 a Miner's Inch
A Stream Like This is a Fortune

In this country, where the summers are all sunshine, water is worth something. In some arid
regions water is most difficult to obtain. High prices are charged for it. A constant tax is levied
for its use. Irrigating systems are an investment for the sake of the revenue by the sale of water;
or they include the sale of land or water; or again they are provided for by forming districts and
issuing bonds. This latter method is the favorite one in California. These irrigation districts
are formed under the Wright Act. This California irrigation law has a provision which MAKES
THE LAND OWN THE WATER. That is the big favorable feature. The people who own the
land own the water. It is their water; they control it; they manage the affairs of the irrigation
district just as they manage their school districts.

That’s the Kind of Irrigation System We Have in

Sunny tanislaus

It is, to our way of thinking, the only kind of an irrigation system. It has increased our population
over 1,000 per cent. It has made towns grow where were railroad switches and cities grow where
were towns. It is sending loaded cream cans and loaded butter cars, and loaded fruit cars from
our railroad sidings.

Stanislaus County has room for many more settlers, however. Write for information. Write for
our booklet. Ask us all the questions you wish. It is our business to answer them.

Address your letters to

Secretary Stanislaus County Board of Trade
Modesto, California

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Mouthly
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Come on
You Fishermen

YouLovers of Out-(]oot Life!

Come Get a Taste
of the Real Sport!

You didn’t know that New Mexico was a fisher-
men’'s and camper’s paradise, did you? Didn't
know that the Gila National Forest is the ideal
camp-ground, did you? Didn’t know that there

is unsu fishing and hunting tied riﬂ\t up
with that delightful year round New exico
climate?

Along the Gila and its branches the best fishing
in America is to be found. Nearly every ogecle.
of game to be found in Continental United States
roams the trackless forests. Quail, turkey, deer,
bear, in lions, in goats—are found
cither on the low mesas near the streams or high
up in the pine clad heights of the Black Range.

Dry, cool. bracing air and absence of heavy under-
growth, even along the streams, makes hunting
and fishing pleasant and healthful.

Incidentally—when you come take a look around
ming. ou will see an agricultural country
that will open your eyes.

You will see a valley—the Mimbres—surrounded
by vast mining districts entirely dependent upon
the products of this valley, for farm products.
And with it goes a hedthfu{ climate, an abundant
water supply, an insatiable market.

More informati lied upon req Write

R. BEDICHEK

Secretary Chamber of Commerce

DEMING, NEW MEXICO

Ashland Creek Falls

ASHLAND, OREGON

AN IDEAL HOME CITY

Claims your attention. High altitude, nearby mountains,
fKOOd interurban motor service to points of interest in. the
ogue River Valley, splendid educational advantages, model
high school, Polytechnic Business College, fine public library,
hospital, mineral springs—an ideal place to rest, recuperate,
enjoy mountain scenery, breathe pure air and still have all
the advantages of a modern city.
All around Ashland are beautiful orchards—the Rogue
River kind. It's worth a visit to Ashland just to see the
country round about.
Write for our illustrated booklet. Just off the press. Yours
for the asking.

Secretary Commercial Club, Ashland, Oregon

UNION LUMBER CO.

REDWOOD AND PINE

LUMBER

RAILROAD TIES, TELEGRAPH POLES
SHINGLES, SPLIT SHAKES, ETC.

Office: 1014 Crocker Bldg.
San Francisco, California
Telephone Kearny 2260

SAWMILLS
Fort Bragg, Mendocino County

On the California Western Railroad
and Navigation Co.

FORT BRAGG TO WILLITS

In connection with the Northwestern
Pacific Railroad Co.

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on page 4
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CALIFORNIA~_—

ANY things have trans-
pired in the past few
months which mean the

opening of a new era of prosper-
ity for Fresno County.

The construction of interurban
roads, the opening of new
tracts of undeveloped lands,
the surveying of rivers with a
view to ing them navi-
gable, the securing of terminal
railroad rates, and last, but
most important of all, the
organizing of growers.

A $1,000,000 Raisin Growers’
Association has already been
perfected and is now in opera-
tion; the peach growers are
organizing; the producers of
table grapes are also realizing
the value of “getting together”
and will soon have an organiza-
tion of their own.

All of this means better prices and
assured markets for products
There are big profits in the
growing of grapes, peaches,
and other fruits. The de-
mand for California fruits is
unlimited. @~ Now that the
growers are organized to main-
tain good prices prosperity is
assured. Crop failures are
unknown in Fresno County.
An acre of land in Fresno
County will produce 8 to 12 or
more tons of alfalfa a year.
The price just at present is $12
and upwards. The general
price averages anywhere from
$8 to $12. Raisins are a
certain crop and a profitable
one at the price of 3c a pound.

The newly formed Growers’

iation makes this price
assured, with a strong pro-
bability of an even better one.
Peaches for canning command
%ood prices and are also an un-
ailing crop. Fresno County
produces some of the finest
dried peaches in the world.
Fruit growing is a very profit-
able proposition in Fresno
County.

Great for Dairying
With its mild, equable climate,
the abundance of water for ir-
rigating, and the prolific pro-
duction of alfalfa, Fresno
County offers unique advan-
tages for dairying. Already
this is a most important indus-
try, but it is not developed to
anything like its possibilities.
It is not necessary to give
dairy stock a great deal of
housing, due to the mildness
of the climate. The market
for dairy products is unlimited,
practically, as many millions
of pounds of butter are shipped
into California each year.

“Some day,” you say

y not now?

You have probably said many
a time that you should some
day see California. All eyes
are turned toward this land of
promise.  California looms
large in the immediate future,
and larger still as the Panama
Canal nears completion. No
State has more to offer the
homeseeker than California
has, and no part of the State

can offer such unsurpassed ad-
vantages as Fresno County.
Conditions for farming are
ideal. The climate is mild,
being just warm enough in the
summer to ripen thoroughly
the fruits and develop them
perfectly. There are many
varieties of rich soil in Fresno
County, making a great diver-
sity of crops an accomplished
fact.

Now is the best time to come
west. Come before the com-
pletion of the Panama Canal.
Come before the commence-
ment of the big celebration of
this event, the Panama-Pacific
Exposition at San Francisco
in 1913, so that you may be on
the ground before the greater
development begins.

Fresno County has a popula-
tion of over 70,000 and while
the country is well settled up,
yet there remains thousands
of acres of land awaiting the
homeseekers, land that can be
obtained on the easy payment
plan, either developed or un-
developed and which is con-
stantly increasing in value and
will make the purchasers
wealthy.

Find out more about

Fresno County

WILLIAM ROBERTSON
Secretary Chamber of C ce
FRESNO, CALIFORNIA

In writing to advertisers pleasc mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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The Chicken Center of the Weorld!

A pretty strong statement, but we can make good on it. Sonoma County is the first in
California in the production of eggs and poultry, the city of Petaluma and the county
forming the largest chicken center in the world. Why? Because the business pays here.
Everything- is favorable, climate, feed, markets, shipping facilities.

A Leader in General Farming

Sonoma County is right in the front rank when it comes to general farming. It is first
in California in the production of dry wines. That means splendid grape production.
It is the largest dry wine district in America. It is one of the principal hop producers of
the United States and leads in quality and output of prunes. It is one of the most im-
portant dairy counties and is first in the supply of berries in California.

Not all the land is in cultivation by many acres. We want you to come and help us
make Sonoma County a leader in other things. Write for booklet. Address either of
the undersigned.

Sonoma County Development Association, Santa Rosa.  Guerneville Improvement Club, Guerneville.
Santa Rosa Chamber of Commerce, Santa Rosa. Healdsburg Chamber of Commerce, Healdsburg.
Petaluma Chamber of Commerce, Petaluma. Windsor Chamber of Commerce, Windsor.
Sebastopol Chamber of Commerce, Sebastopol. Cloverdale Chamber of Commerce, Cloverdale.
Sonoma Chamber of Commerce, Sonoma.

SONOMA COUNTY, CALIFORNIA

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on page 4
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The Government has spent $10,000 per year for eleven years to prove that
DATES CAN BE RAISED
on a commercial basis

IN THE COACHELLA VALLEY

You can be one of the fortunate few who can own a date grove in the_United States, as choice
date land is limited. So take advantage of your opportunity, NOW.

Fruiting Palm at Governmens Station, Mecca, Coachella Valley, Calijornia

NOW is the accepted time, and we have made it possible for this to be the accepted time for YOU
to own a date grove that will make you thousands yearly and will be worth a fortune in ten years. Do
you want to make a fortune and in the meantime live in the best spot in the world where the climate
is fine, where the water is 99.9859% pure?  Where Doctors have no patients? Where cemeteries are
practically unknown? Where you can clear five hundred to one thousand dollars per acre from early
vegetables, while your date grove is maturing, that when matured will be worth from $5000 to $10,000
per acre, and will produce from $1000 to $3000 per acre, with less care than you would give to any other
fruit orchard, where you will be close to the Ocean-to-Ocean Highway, on the main line of the Southern
Pacific Railroad, r30 miles from Los Angeles, surrounded by neighbors of culture and refinement?
If you want all this and can pay $50 to $200 down, and $10 to $50 per month, send us your name and
address and we will send you full data. Also magazine articles, etc., on date culture.

Coachella Valley Land & Products Company

620 S. Spring Street Los Angeles, Cal. A1447, Main 5115

Harbor Citles are the Great Citles

NEWPORT HARBOR, California

Is one of the Best of the Five Harbor Citles on the Pacific Coast

It is landlocked and has a natural breakwater. The U. S. Government survey of the harbor is com-
pleted and the comparative small amount of dredging to be done is w>" under way.

A vast, rich, productive country is tributary to Newport Harbor. This wonderful combination will
make Newport a commercial city in a few years.

50 trains a day in and out of Newport via the Pacific Electric Railroad and the Southern Pacific
Railroad. A splendid harbor, a wonderful “Back Country,” plenty of room for Railroads and Steam-
ships. The opening of the Panama Canal will demand every foot of wharfage to accommodate the
enormous increase in shipping to come to the Pacific Coast. All these assure a commercial center.
Choice lots near the Ocean, $650 to $1000. Acres with fertile soil under irrigation, $500 per acre.
Lots and acres are selling rapidly. Prices will soon advance. Send at once for literature.

John H. Watts, 311 Central Building, Los Angeles, California

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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Three hours’ ride

from
Los Angeles

brings you to

the great

200 inches of pure water raised 25 feet

ANTELOPE VALLEY

THE INVESTOR’S
OPPORTUNITY

to acquire close-in farm land
at low prices in touch with
Los Angeles markets and on
main line of transcontinental
railroad.

Compare prices of land
here and elsewhere in South-
ern California so situated.

‘We have no land for sale.
Our duty is to tell you of this
big chance in our valley right
now. Six months or one year
later will be TOO late.

Special Train Excursions
from Los Angeles to Lan-

caster.

Pears have brought $2000 per acre

LOOK-—
THIS VALLEY IS

70 miles long by 20 wide
2400 feet above the sea
65 miles north of Los Angeles

IT HAS

Good Soil

‘Wonderful Climate
Plenty of Pure Water
Splendid Auto Roads
Virgin Soil Undeveloped

200,000 Deciduous Fruit
Trees were imported this
season.

Ideal for dairy cattle and
fine horses

Hogs and alfalfa make big profits

MAIL THIS
COUPON
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We are proprietors of extensive ranch
properties here which are NOT FOR SALE.

WE KNOW THE COUNTRY, THE SOIL
AND THE POSSIBILITIES OF THIS, THE
COMING VALLEY OF SOUTHERN CALI-
FORNIA,

We have listed with for sale choice pro
ties in RAW, PARTIALLY AND FULLY I
VELOPED lands, 40 acres and up, at prices
that can not be bettered.

Alfalfa, hog, dairy, stock, turkey, chicken and fruit
land (culu citrus fruit) m-y ﬁ had cat prices nr:;-

from $3 per acre up, d dist f
r:iro.d. wnter eond:hono. ehnnctern& soil an ut‘l‘:: u‘m

nowmproeeumeveryuchondthevauey

ANTELOPE VALLEY, CALIFORNIA

Our own propetit:i: The Portland Ranch, are ample evndence of results obtained through modem

ent me
We want to encourage the sale of income producing or possible income producing property;—in

other words, the plain, unvarnished truth about the country

in which wehave invested and made our homes and are get-

:T reaultsu good enough for purpoees of publicity am
elopers.  You can make money by investing in an

developing Antelope Valley lancls Write us today.

We invite personal i mspecuon y special appointment only.

WHIDDEN & TAYLOR

(Proprietors The Portland Ranch)
Lancaster, California

‘““Out-of=-Season?”
Products

You know what “out of season’ products mean, vegetables
ready for consumption at the very time when the market
ls lean. That is the highest price period. Cantaloupes
are no cantaloupes on the market, are boun
to bring high prices. Grape fruit, when other trees have
been stripped, mean big profits for the grower, Cucum-
bers, onions, summer squash, green corm, string beans,
tomatoes, sweet potatoes—ready for the market before
similar vegetables from other sections—the grower sets
his own price.

Thatis why the Coachella Valley
appeals

Here is a_ wonderful California garden, protected on all
sides, underlain with an inexhaustible artesian belt of
purest water, with soil of marvelous fertility. Besides
vegetables. this land produces grape fruit, figs, cotton,
dates, alfalfa, grapes and other valuable crops.

United States Experimental
Stations show how dates pay

Unimproved land may be purchased from $75 to $100
per acre. Improved comes a little higher.

For detailed information and illustrated folder write to

J. C. RISLEY, Secretary Board of Trade
Thermal, California

4 In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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Homesthatpay
for themselves

California is the paradise of the small farmer.
We build your farm to order.

Plant your trees, vines or crops.

Build your house when you are ready for it.
Why not start your

California home
today

Only a few dollars required.
Or buy our stock as a good investment—always
exchangeable for land.

Write for our plan today.

California Farm and Home Builders

909 Van Nuys Building
Los Angeles, California
(Dept. C)

Yes, She Milks
a Cow

You can milk twenty!
Just to make money,
that’s all!

The time is NOW, the
lace is ANTELOPE
ALLEY, California, and

the price is $175 and $200

Fer acre. Every piece of

and has its own pumping
plant.

The Newest and Best of
California’s Great Al-
falfa Districts is

Antelope
Valley

The terms are easy—} cash and the balance in 2, 3, 4, and
5 yoars at 6%. This land is in a_beautiful mountain
¥, on the railroad 75 miles from Los Angeles.
In this valley ALFALFA REACHES ITS GREATEST
PERFECTION. The land is CALIFORNIA’S BEST.
- ‘WE SELL IT.

If you can’t call, write

CENTINELA LAND COMPANY

1009 Title Insurance Bldg., Los Angeles

YOU want a Fortune! Every normal in-
dividual wants one—if the fortune can be had
honestly and without sacrificing the other factors
that make life worth while. Real fortune, to every
right thinking man or woman, isn’t measured solely
in dollars. A generous competence, combined with
health, independence and ideal environment in which
to live and be happy, make up the sum total.

FiveThousand Dollars aYear

net income from ten acres of matured le and cher
orchard in the frostless and wormless Bitter Root Valley wi

a home and six months vacation annually in one of the most
mia}m.ﬁcently endowed natural environments on the Crea-
tor's footstool, with golf links, hunting, fishing and mountain
climbing and with neighbors of culture, education and refine-
ment—is the opportunity we offer you.

. We believe you will investigate this rtunity because
this a?peal for investigation is directed to broad-minded and
sensible readers, living in an age of scientific progress which
has made the impossible of yesterday the reality of foday.
;l‘hlp is ;uota.n oﬁg of something for noltlnng.ﬁ tl.tbtis an oppocr;

unity for you to make an immensely pro: e compa
baseg_on mankind’s partnership with nature. We are now

growing more than three acres of fruit trees, one to
three years old, for satisfied customers who would not consider
selling their at a large advance over their cost.

$5,000 Yearly For Life From Ten Acres

A Bitter Root Valley apPle orchard bears commercially in
its fifth year. Ten acres, fully developed, should be capable
of returning you during early maturity, strictly net, a profit of

000 ,000 e‘reaﬂy. Beginning with the 10th year from
planting, judged by experience of others, 10 acres should net
you an sncome of $5,000 yearly and employ only half your time.

If you have a fair-sized income now and are willi'ns to
improve your condition, you do mot need much capital to
possess one of these big-paying orchards.

Our Proposition and Plan
briefly stated is this: We will sell a CHOICE 10-ACRE
PLANTED and GROWING ORC] D,best standard varieties
apples and cherries—with the Company’s definite written con-
tract to care for and develop your orchard under expert hor-
ticultural supervision for five full wing seasons from
date of planting, including all land taxes and irrigation
charges. You may, if desired, assume personal charge of
your orchard at any time and secure a refund.

The land should easily become worth, conservatively
stated, in fair comparison with other improved land, $1,000 an
acre. There is a clean profit to you of 100 per cent on a
5-year investment to count on at the outset. Only a $300 cash

yment required now to secure your orchard tract—balance
n easy })ayments divided over a ten year period. Your pay-
ments for the first few years are practically ALL the cash
outlay you will have, as your orchard tract should meet all
payments falling due while in commercial bearing period and
yield you a handsome profit besides, Our reservation plan
m;iqu.for inspection of the land by you, and your money
if dissatisfied.
INVESTIGATE by asing this TODAY
BITTER ROOT VALLEY IRRIGATION CO.
044851 First Nations! Bank Building, Ciesye, U. 8.4
Robert 8. Lemon, General Sales Manager:
Please send me full information concerning your Riverview
Orchard Tracts in Bitter Root Valley.
Write your name and complete address
on the margin below

(PRINY
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In Beautiful San Diego—
The Harbor of the Sun

ERE'S only one POINT LOMA and it's the
choicest residential spot of all the land. Stand-
ing as the majestic guardian of San Diego and

her grand harbor overloolnng views that are un-
surpassed in the world, Point Loma offers to
mankind a home and with that home an all-the-time
climate that varies at noonday not more than ten
degrees throughout the year.

The sunshine of sunny Southern California carries
with it glorious warmth without discomfort, and at
night your blanketed bed leads to dreamless slumber.
About you the beautiful view of mountam. of ocean
and of bay, with flowers and citrus fruits in endless
profusion. For pleasure the finest of sunlit beaches
with murmuring surf.

In this earthly paradise is to be found home,
health and happiness. And yet it is not alone the
haven of the rich. On Point Loma you may pur-
chase fine building sites, 50x140, from $850 up.

A postcard will bring our booklet.

D. C. COLLIER & CO.

Point Loma at Sunset 1141 D Street San Diego, Calif.

NYE BEACH

One of the
numberless
attractions
tkat make

NEWPORT

the ideal
vacation
resort
of the
Northwest.

Newport, located at the mouth of the beautiful Yaquina Bay and on the ocean beaches, offers a perfect vacation, com-
bining the many attractions of the Northwest.

At Newgrrt you can enjoy boating; surf or bath house bathing; deep-sea, surf, bay and trout fishing; bear, wildcat,
mountain lion, deer and small game hunting; clambakea, gathering rock oysters; hunting agates, etc.

You can spend a ect month at Newport this summer, and can go to a different point of interest every day, The
Devil’s Punch Bowl, Agate Beach, The Spouting Horn. The Lnght House, etc.

Newport has fme hotels and cottages.

Commercially, rt has a bright future. Its harbor is excellent, has a 22 foot bu, with 28 billion feet of lh.nding timber
within 20 es. e adjoining country offers matchless opportunities for small farm m. dairying, poultry raising, etc.

Send for illustrated booklet
Newport Commercial Club, Newport, Oregon

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on page 4
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Plain Talk

Two men started business in Portland, November, 1910, and prospered—

so much so, the two men were joined by seventeen others.

The nineteen men organized a company, each man’s dollar buying just as
much as the other fellow’s—no promotion shares, no bonds, no preferred shares.

The larger business has been profitable from the start, a dividend of 12149,

was paid for the first year with a surplus remaining.

In the meantime, 120 men and women of Portland, representative of all walks
of life, joined the 19. All invested because of absolute security and certainty of

large dividends.

15 Business Men

2 Presidents
10 Salesmen

6 Real Estate Men

1 Government Employee
5 Railroad Officers

4 Stenographers

1 Science Practitioner
1 Judge

1 Auto Dealer

1 City Employee

1 Laborer

1 Paymaster

1 Bank President

6 Attorneys

8 Managers

1 Plasterer

Here is the List:

1 Farmer

4 Insurance Men
5 Bookkeepers

1 Furniture Mfg.
1 Car Man

. 2 Grocers

2 Bakers

1 Hardware Dealer
3 Bankers
17 Business Women
5 Doctors

1 Fireman

1 Collar Maker

1 Contractor

2 Barbers

1 Restaurant Man
3 Mechanics

2 Printers

1 Advertising Writer
1 Dressmaker

1 Paint Dealer

4 Newspaper Men

2 Jewelers

1 Theatrical Man

2 Agents

1 Tailor

1 Shoe Dealer

1 Building Sup. Dealer
1 Foreman

1 Superintendent

1 Chauffeur

1 Painter

1 Engineer

The two-men effort of two years ago has grown to a 139-man company, the
most important company of its kind in the northwest—a Portland institution.

The business is clean in conception, clean in plan, clean in methods, one that
will stand the strictest investigation.

If absolute security, increasing value, large returns for small or large sums,
interest you, investigate without obligation.

On request, I will forward full information, also the names of those asso-

ciated in the company.

286 Oak St.,

Portland, Ore.

W. M. Umbdenstock,

Treasurer.

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly



54 . Sunset, the Pacific Monthly

“Homes Not Hou,nes" . ARE YOU
' |Building a Home ?
|18 1t to be an attractive,

artistio ! Are you

‘| inclading all the balt-in

cosveniences whioh we

- m__._,.i have devised to make house-

s IS [ coping and home-building

i 22! 2 pleasare?! Your carpenter

can do all if you have our
_ plans

New edition ‘‘Bungalow Craft’’ just ready. 128 es showing

artistic and convenient bungalows (running mostly JP::I $1,000 to

$2.500) inside and out. Valuahle suggestions are to be gotten from this

book, completely illustrated. $1.00 post paid, which amount will be re-

funded when plans are purchased. Smaller book showing 83 small

A 20,000 Acre Farm

of beautiful land in Northern California.
Railway station on property. Ideal for
subdivision or a high class investment
as a ranch to farm as a whole.

10,000 level acres under irrigation Bangulow Homss. lnaide sud oul 3 cants post paid. Addres
507 Chamber of Commerce Los Angeles, Cal.
Rented now for $24,000 per year
Investigate this at once. It will help you--get it --read it

—It is brim full of live facts—
PRICE, $35.00 PER ACRE POULTRY LIFE
‘The magazine of the Pacific Coast
. FIFTY CENTS A YEAR
For full particulars call on POULTRY LIFE PUBLISHING CO.

JOHN F. SULLIVAN Spiig B, Forind, O
Suite snsL:/N.:sN:T,.w:s?m C A L I F O R N I A

GELES, And if you are looking for a home in California, do not
LOS AN » CAL. fail to get a copy of our Realty Catalogue, mailed free

to any address, Contains valuable information. and
extensive list of properties from all parts of the State.

JOS. H. RUCKER & CO., 79-81-83 Post St., San Francisco

Ros !ﬂo“j'. l(::[g:: J Asb(_:v? 'ﬁ‘fﬁﬁmu Gal s l 0 il C
ena-Jdigna ompany
ROBERT W. HK;NRETA:OSO" ENGINEERS FRANKLIN, PENNSYLVANIA

INSPECTION, TESTS & CONSULTATION

Sole manufacturers of the celebrated GALENA COACH. ENGINE
and CAR OILS and SIBLEY'S PERFECTION VALVE and SIGNAL

CEMENT—STRUCTURAL STEEL olLs.
ALL ENGINEERING MATERIALS G CUARANTEE COST per thousmnd mles for from one 1o fre yeas,
CHEMICAL & PHYSICAL TESTING .kutlvle:lnnllla I!XPBK; DEPART:IENT. vl;ﬂ: is an organization :'1
railway ics of wide and var experience. Services
SAN FRANCISCO experts furniahed free of charge to patrons interested In the economical
418 MONTGOMERY ST. use of oils.

CHICAGO NEWYORK  PITISBURGH  LONDON  ST. LOUIS .
MONTREAL TORONTO SEATTLE VANCOUVER MEXICO CITY S. A. Megeath’ Presldent

LUITWIELER PUMPS for
Irrigation and Water Works

For Use in Drilled or Open Wells

No pit, no noise, no bother. Least operating and maintenance expense.

There is a reason. ) .
The cam mechanism is balanced and has a constant and uniform application
of power, which makes it run smoothly. )

uilt for use for any kind of driving power,
electricity, windmill or line shaft. .
Luitwicler Pumps have built a reputation for economy and dumblhtg:°
ff:rour ble illustrated booklet, “‘Irrigation”, just from the
B ihed tn Los Angeles 1877.

LUITWIELER PUMPING ENGINE COMPANY

707-713 North Main St. Los Angeles, Cal.

Tndi

steam, gasoline, oil,

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on page 4
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(Government
Farming Experts

are stationed here, ready to show
you how to successfully till the
rich soil and how to irrigate and
how to make things grow in the

(Casa Grande
Yalley, Arizona

Contains two hundred thousand acres of
rich land; forty thousand acres under culti-
vation, in grain and alfalfa, deciduous fruits,
and cotton.

A new Irrigation District solves the ques-
tion of water supply. Water is found at
from 30 to 65 feet. This is no guess,—over
a dozen pumping plants around Casa Grande
are getting water now at that depth.

Casa Grande Valley is booming. Although
b:ing rapidly filed upon, there is still LOTS
OF GOVERNMENT LAND OPEN FOR
ENTRY. Land values have more than
doubled in the past year. The creation of
the new Irrigation District is sending them
steadily higher,—and the land justifies the

prices.
Partial List of Successful Products
Wheat Sorghum cane Dates Pears
Barley  Alfalfa Olives Figs
Oats Melons Peaches Oranges
Berries  Apricots Cotton Plums

Fine Land Offered at $20 to $50 Per Acre

Send postal card giving your name and
address and we will send you FREE our
illustrated folder. Address

J. F. BROWN, Secretary,
Casa Grande Commercial Club,

Casa Grande, Arizona

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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Touring. America’s Summer

——————

—
— —

Wonderland

As Canadian Manager of SUNSET, I will plan and arrange for your summer tour of Van-
couver Island and the British Columbia coast—the most inspiring and delightful summer
steamboat trips in the world, in the most refresh.in%"::mmer climate—visiting Tacoma,
Seattle, Victoria, Vancouver, Nanaimo, Bella Coola, ce Rupert and Alaska ports.

Vancouver-Victoria-Seattle route, Princess Victoria and
Princess Charlotte: Two steamers daily out of Vancouver
and Seattle, morning boats touching at Victoria.

Vancouver-Victoria route, three steamers daily, Prin-
cesses Alice, Adelaide, Charlotte and Victoria. Leave
Vancouver 10 a. m., 3 and 11:45 p. m., Victoria 10:830 a. m.,
2:80 and 11:45 p. m.

Tacoma-Vi route, steamship Iro&_uois, leaves Tacoma
daily (except Saturday) [ p. m., leaves Victoria daily (except
Sunday) 8:30 &. m., arriving Tacoma 8:40

p. m.
route, Princess May and Princess Sophia, leave
Victoria every Friday 11 p. m., Vancouver every Saturday
11 p. m. for Sh!nu{,ik‘nu&n‘ at Alert Bay Pﬁnce.R‘:rert.
Port Simpson, Ke , Wrangel and ving
at Skagway Wednesday m¢ .
Vancouver-Granby Bay route, cess Mary leaves Van-

Princess Patricia. Vancouver-Nanaimo-Union
sailings weekly by steamer Charmer.
Islands route, steamer gm leaves Victoria Monday,
Wednesday, Thursday and Saturday 7 a. m., calling at
these islands: Salt Spring, Pender, Galiano, Saturna
and Moresby. Leaves Vancouver on Tuesdays and Nansimo
Fridays 7 a. m.

West Coast Vancouver Island route, new steamship
Princess Maquinna makes four trips monthly, calling at
Ahousat, Friendly Cove, Nootka, Nuchatli Kyuquot
whaling _station, tsino canneries, Chyoﬁuoit. ;«1
Alberni, Ucluelet, Tofino and as far north as Holberg.
Write to me at once for farther details as to any one
or all of these unrivaled sight-secing and pleasure trips.
Enclose 10 cents to help pay postage—no other charge.

arri Bella Coola Friday mornings.
V'ci::ouver-ﬂmimo route, double daily service by fast

couver every Wedneldﬁ 11 p. m,, at Alert Bay, W. F. COLEMAN
mPtince Rupe SGkrmeemb B.vet canns.et:‘im and ports on Naas Canadian Manager SUNSET Magazine
ver, on 8. .
BRI R B e pa e Dbl VNGOV ch
roul cess Beatrice leaves Vancouver Tuesdays P.S. I recen e a i i i t
m., cdhng at picturesque points on north Vancouver  Saanich Penigsula and fa:nd a lh'l:isving )?:.mga'ltymrropndeg

, canneries and logging camps, Namu and Ocean Falls, by a wondellfu'l'% rich and beautiful country with m:

highways. ]
to any inquirer,

e plosse b supnly Brct hand mpomincent

t

—
—

North American Secarities, [td., Vascowver, B. ., Casada.i

I will be pleased to receive a copy of:
your “Richlands” Booklet.

Would You Give
$4000 for $7000

No need to answer—we know you would. That is exactly what our Development plan offers
you in the prize winning fruit growing Valley of the Okanagan in Central British Columbia at

RICHLANDS

The property is in ten-acre tracts—for $400 per acre payable one-quarter cash, balance over four
years our experts will clear, plant and cultivate the property for you for five ycars, at which time
the orchard will be producing a good revenue and worth at a conservative estimate $700 per acre.
You may remain at your present occupation and take charge when the orchard will support you
or sell at a good profit. Are you interested? Fullest information and testimonials from satisfied
purchasers will convince you this proposition is worthy your fullest investigation—your name
on the coupon will do it.

- - g

North American Securities, Limited
Capital Paid Up $1,300,000
VANCOUVER, B. C., CANADA

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on page 4
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BUY A PIECE OF

IDNEY, B. C.

Victoria’s industrial neighbor — now rapndly becoming
favored seaport and manufacturing center of Vancouver
Island —a real, safe investment with certainty of big profits.

IDNEY is an idenl seaport 18 miles north
from Victoria, capital of British Columbia.

It has compelling natural advantages as a

site for factories and extensive shipping. Dur-
ing the last year these advantages have

attracted the constructive attention of Western
Canada’s Ia.rgeot operators and empire builders.
Now Sidney is the new metropolis of Saanich
Peninsula and is reached by three competing
railroads,

as well as marine shipping lines.

SIDNEY—“The Town With a Future”

ONLY a year ug.d:k company

Nortlurn Rdlvuy hn.fot a new
now await npmvnl by the

opportunities in Sidney for whole-
salers and retailers. Industries now

uplanlding just now Governnent. being blish pro-

ln Sidney—there was no other To manufacturers, S offers jected .i.l::m ‘.dn .?:,:::3““‘

for it. It was obvious adequate transportation ilitics growth in population, wealth and

M e Canadian N ern, Great rail water—three railways— tivity from this time That is
Northern and B. C. Electric Rail- cheap fuel oil, electricity, =5 O r clionte

would tap the Sidney district, water, <l and @ con. WhY we are now urging our clients
m' their plans are being di workmen and employers, to invest in Sklnoy h""“‘“"

Sea shipping facilities have like-
wise been improved, and the Great

are b d to
okywnd within a few woeh—
perhape days.

Secure Your Choice of Sidney Lots

UNSET readers have never before been offered
such rich investment value as we offer you now.
This is our to lect:

full-sise lots in Sidney, from two to eight blocks
from the waterfront-and along the main thorough-
fares. Lots 50x110 and 55=x100, all level,
streets graded, water mains laid, ces $350 to
$1,500. Terms, 20% cash and balance 107, every
three montlu No interest, no taxes, until title is
paid for. Title guaranteed. If within six months’
m have examined your purchase and find
that one misstatement has been made in regard to

same, your mou? will be cheerfully refunded. A
large portion of the lots have seven- and sight-year-
ol e trees on them, now in full bearing.

This is not an offer from a flimsy, unsubstantial
real estate mmn, but of an old establi, , con-
ocrvatiu firm K ‘ood upctahon, cmoyln(c larn
cli We urge you to
investigate oar ctand thmcll Dun’s and Brad-
street’s, or the banks of Victoria, B. C.

But act at once.

Western Dominion Land & Investment Co.

Limited -

Corner Fort and Broad Sts.

VICTORIA, B. C.

Fill This Out and Mail It To Us Today:

This will bring to you by return mail
birdseye view or large map of Saanich
Peninsula district, Sidney, Victoria and
vicinity, plats and prices of lots, etc. If
you enclose certified cheque for $25 we
will select and hold for your approval
the best unsold lot at any price from
$350 to $1,500, money to be returned to
you if unsatisfactory.

[}

I Name

I-_-———_——-ﬂ

' Street address. . . . ..... e

I CityandState . ................ccovviiuininn.

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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&£2 Victoria is First

This accurate map of the North Pacific Coast shows vital reasons for the
a great world port: It is nearest the open ocean, free from fog, shelte

ICTORIA is not only the first and last port of the Pacific
chosen by the Canadian Government for Canada’s most impos
the Pacific Coast. These include $4,000,000 worth of ocean
under construction, and, just announced from Ottawa, the worl

1,500 feet in length, to be built at Esquimalt, Victoria, Pacific headq

Total number arrivals and departures of vessels in Victoria harbor
fiscal year ended March 31, 1912, to 11,407 for the year ended March
16%. In the same time the total tonnage of Victoria shipping increased
tons, or nearly 24%.

With the great harbor improvements now under way to meet the
shipping, and the projected bridging of Seymour Narrows to bring all
from the mainland to Canada’s logical and inevitable Pacific ocean po
and 1915 will mark the greatest growth and development in her history.
for the tremendous present constructive and investment activity in Vic

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on page 4



Sunset, the Pacific Monthly

and Last Port &=

Canadian Government’s present active development of Victoria Harbor as
red from storm, unobstructed by dangerous reefs and narrow channels.

Northwest, but also the port
ing harbor improvements on
piers and breakwater, now
d’s largest naval drydock,
uarters of the Canadian Navy.
increased from 9,778 for the

31, 1913, an increase of over
from 7,307,274 to 9,045,513

demands of Panama Canal
transcontinental railways
rt, Victoria is sure that 1914
This in a measure accounts
toria.

The leading investment firms and corporations of Victoria,
. C., anite in /{ ing your correspond , prepared

to respond with authentic and farﬂ'cular information, as
well as responsible advice. Address any of the following:

MONK, MONTIETH & CO., Ltd.
Government St., Cor. Broughton

TRACKSELL, DOUGLAS & CO.
722 Yates Street
WESTERN LANDS, Limited
Corner Broad and View Streets
CLARKE REALTY COMPANY
721 Yates Street
GERMAN-CANADIAN TRUST CO.
639 Fort Street
J. E. SMART & CO., Limited
405 Pemberton Building
HERBERT CUTHBERT & COMPANY
638 Fort Street

Western Dominion Land & Investment Co., Ltd.
Corner Fort and Broad Streets

VICTORIA, BRITISH COLUMBIA

LYRY

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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FORT GEORGE

The Pay Roll City

offers splendid openings for business men of all kinds.

FORT GEORGE HAS BEEN SELECTED AS THE MAIN CONSTRUC-
TION HEADQUARTERS for railways building North, South, East and West
through Central British Columbia and the Peace River District.

In addition to being the strategic railway center of a vast territory, Fort
George is at the junction of 1000 miles of navigable waterways and will be the
wholesale jobbing and manufacturing center.

One million dollars per month cash will be distributed at Fort George to
10,000 construction men.

For business or investment go to Fort George, the Hub of British Columbia.

Natural Resources Security Co., Ltd.
(Joint Owners and Sole Agents)

Fort George Townsite

624 Vancouver Block Vancouver, B. C.
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An Unusual Invitation

Yorkshire Guarantee & Securities Corporation, Limited, for more than
23 years one of the substantial British mortgage companies of Western
Canada at Vancouver, herewith offers to SUNSET readers the first of a
monthly series of conservative investment announcements—thus afford-
ing you an opportunity to obtain the advice and service of this pioneer
corporation in choosing and placing your investments in Western Canada.

This corporation, with a subscribed
capital of $1,327,460, is widely recog-
nized as one of the sound and reliable
financial and investment corporations of
British Columbia. As a large mortgage
company operating in Vancouver con-
stantly since 1890, its knowledge of
actual values of properties in Western
Canada is unsurpassed, and for years it
has enjoyed the confidence and patron-
age of clients residing in different parts
of Canada and the United States.

The corporation has outgrown its
present quarters and is now completing
the erection of a new ten-story fire-proof
office building, to be finished this year,
at a cost of $3856,000.

The corporation does not deal in specu-
lative values, nor does it take savings
deposits .or attempt a banking business.
It makes a specialty of investing funds
entrusted to it in first mortgages exclu-
sively on improved property and high
class real estate, yielding up to 8 per
cent. annual interest.

It also affords an excellent medium for
making investments and handling prop-
‘erties for out-of-town clients, the cor-
poration being in a position to take ad-
vantage of choice values in acreage,
business and residential properties.

The corporation desires to be of service
also to all strangers visiting Vancouver,
and those froin out of town calling at
these offices will find cordial welcome
there, as well as courteous attention
and needed information.

440 Seymour Street

Special Offering

AANICH PENINSULA, adjacent to
Victoria, being a fertile and delightful
district of Vancouver Island, affords

just now one of the most promising and sub-
stantial fields for profitable investment, par-
ticularly in the northern or Sidney district
of the peninsula which is being tapped by
three competing lines of railway.

On a most favorable basis this corporation
has acquired and subdivided into home
garden sites of from one to two acres each
about 860 acres of choice farm and home
lands, lying northward from Sidney and all
within one mile from the pleasant summer
v(;:tering resort and pleasure harbor of Deep

ve.

These fine properties are on the West
Saanich way and the new Saanich line
of the B. C. Electric Railway, which it is
planned to begin operating in June, passes
through the property, affording quick service
between these places and Victoria. A con-
siderable portion of this land has been under
cultivation for many years and all that has
been subdivided is fine farm, garden and
fruit soil. The prices of these lots range from
$400 to $860 per acre, the higher price repre-
iznenﬁng the best located cultivated lands now

g this part of the Peninsula is now en-
joying unprecedented constructive activity
of the permanently productive sort, such as
the building of railways, wharves and fac-
tories, and as it is an ideal home and garden
district enjoying an unusually fine climate
and productive soil, this offering is heartily
recommended as a secure and hi
able investment. Write at once for specific
particulars.

y profit-.

Write to us freely for responsible advice and authentic information

Yorkshire Guarantee & Securities Corporation

LIMITED

R. KERR HOULGATE, Manager
Vancouver, Canada

In writing to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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Contented Herds in Clackamas Counly

Clackamas County
— OREGON——

wants live, energetic, wide-awake settlers.
Opportunities unlimited. Soil of proven fer-
tility. Markets unsurpassed. Only few
miles from Portland. Soil especially adapted
to fruit raising, truck farming, and general
farming. Writc for booklet containing beau-
tiful pictures of Clackamas County scenes.

Address
Secretary Commercial Club
Oregon City, Ore.

Good Hotels Apartments Cottages

Why
Not
Long
Beach N

Long Beach is the playground of the Southwest. Under the influence of her mild climate and sunny skies care takes
wings and joy rules.

Long Beach will amuse you with ocean and Fl.unge bathing, golf, yachting, motor boating, tennis, ocean and trolley
excursions to points of exceptional interest, and excellent hunting and fishing.

Long Beach clean morally and physically, with her excellent schools, appeals to men with families as a place of perma~
nent residence as well as a resort.

Long Beach has 275 apartment houses and hotels, ranging from the tented housekeeping apartments to the palatial
Hotel Virginia with its 250 rooms every one of which is an outside room.

Long Beach is rapidly developing as an industrial center.  Here are the Craig Shipbuilding plant, building steamers up
to (ii‘)l) feet in length; the salt works; glass works; woolen mills; kelp factory; the canning company; yacht
worky, ete.

For detailed information write

R. L. Bisby, Secretary, Chamber of Commerce, Long Beach, California

SUNSET Advertisements are indexed on page 4
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“*Overland Limited”

EXTRA FARE

Train de Luxe

Southern Pacific, Union Pacific
ChJcago @&, Northwestern

To Ch1cago Daily in 63% Hours

East bound ‘West bound

Fr.San Prancisco (Ferry Station) 400p.m. Fr.Chicago(North Western Station)
Fr. Oakland (Sixteenth St Stat‘lon; 4:32p.m. Ar Oakland (Sixteenth St. 8tation)
Ax Chicngo(Nortthtern Station) 9:30a.m. Ar.8an Francisco (Ferry Station)

3rd morning " 3rd morning

7:00 a.m.,
852a.m.
9:30 a.m.

New All Steel Equipment—Electric Lighted

Barber Shop Manicuring
Shower Bath Hairdressing
Valet Service Stenographer

Massage Stock and

Ladies’ Maid News Reports
Observation Car Ladies’ Parlor
Library Buffet Clubroom Car Dining Car

Drawing Rooms Compartments  Suites of three or more rooms

First Class Tickets Only

Connecting with Limited Trains of Eastern Lines
Arriving New York fourth morning out of San Francisco

See Agents

Southern Pacific

In writine to advertisers please mention SUNSET, The Pacific Monthly
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There are few things more simple than snapping on an electric light or
boarding an electric car. These ordinary processes are the final perform-
ances in a long chain of exiraordinary operations that begin as related to
California, in the fastnesses of the High Sierra, proceed through rugged canyons
and across fertile valleys until they end in the traffic of city streets and the reading
lamps of family castles. It is a fascinating industrial story, and Walter V.
Woehlke, having learned it after following ditch and pole line “‘from the Sierra
to the sea” tells it in the August SUNSET.

o f 4 o o

What are your ideas about Mexico? Do you think the country is hopeless
as a republic or do you think that affairs are going to move smoothly there in
no time and that Mexico is to take her place in the sisterhood of established
nations? The people of the United States, and particularly the people of the
states along the Mexican border, are considerably concerned with the outlook
in the country from which the “‘despot,”’ Diaz, was extled and in which the
“liberator,” Madero, was—uwell, deposed. E. Alexander Powell, F. R. G. S.,
a man who has studied unquiet countries at close range, has gone to Mexico
for SUNSET, the Pacific Monthly, to observe and to report. W hat that report
will be, or what will be the difficulties encountered in the making of it, we cannot
tell at the time of this announcement but the article is scheduled, through faith
in Mr. Powell’s ability to “come through,” for next month.

[ 4 f 4 o f 4

Billy Fortune comes to the short-story round-up next month. Billy isn’t
a bad fellow, as you know (remembering his generous offer last March to marry
the quitter’s daughter), but he has some startling experiences with goodness as
landed at his station by the up train. The adventures of “‘the Texan,” an-
nounced for July, have had to be postponed to next month; the story, one of
Herman Whitaker's best Mexican tales, is worth waiting for. After all his
trials and tribulations at Peace Collage, in his experiments in tranquility,
A. J. Waterhouse finally raises a crop and it’s a good one. But there is little
tranquility for poor Donna Corblay, at the Hat Ranch, next month, for Peter
B. Kyne, seemingly without pity, puls her through a sort of desert inquisition
which is painful while it lasts, though of course it must all come right in the end.
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All material intended for the editorial pages of this magazine should be addressed to the Editors of Sunset,
460 Fourth St., San Francisco. All manuscripts, drawings and photographs are received with the under-
standing that the Editors are not responsible for the loss or iniury of material while in their possession or in
transit. Return postage must& inclosed. All the contributions and illustrations of this number are fully
protected by copyright and m8#® not be reprinted without special permission from SUNSET MAGAZINE.

] -

IESSZ)

— S —




IN THE KLAMATH COUNTRY

MT. MCLAUGHLIN, OF THE CASCADFES, IN OREGON, FINDS A SNOWY REFLECTION IN UPPER KLAMATH

LAKE. THE SHORFES OF THIS LAKE HAVE BEEN RED WITH THE BLOOD OF MODOC INDIAN WARS, BUT TODAY

THE WHITE PELICANS FLOAT UPON ITS QUIET SURFACE AND EXCURSION STEAMERS AND MOTOR-BOATS

CROSS 1T WITH SPORTSMEN FOR PELICAN BAY AND NATURE LOVERS ON THEIR WAY TO THE MARVEL
OF CRATER LAKE

COPYRIGHTED 1811 BY MILLER PHOTO CO.




THE LAND of MAGIC NAMES

How a Globe—Trotter, Answcring the Call of Places With
Alluring Names, Stumbled Upon Treasure Trove in
the Northwest Corner of His Own Continent

By E. ALEXANDER POWELL, F.R.G.S.

HAVE' always held that certain names
I are as potent in exciting a desire for

travel as certain liquors are in exciting
craving for strong drink. What man with
a pennyworth of romance or adventure
in his soul but does not have a vague long-
ing to be foot-loose and free when he reads
in his morning paper despatches under the
date-lines of Fez, Benghazi, Samarkand,
Ujiji . or, loitering along the water-
front of some seaport town, does not feel
the restless symptoms of the wander-fever
when he sees ships outward-bound for
Raratonga, Singapore, Zanzibar, Callao,
the River Plate . ?

Each of those seductive names summoned
me in its turn and, like Kipling’s itinerant
soldier, I answered its summons “for to
admire an’ for to see, for to be’old this
world so wide.”” After a time, however,
the magic names began to run out, and I
was compelled, perforce, to search the
pages of the atlas for new ones as assidu-
ously as the Forty-niners searched the
Sierras for gold. That is how it came
about that, in one of the corners of my own
continent, I stumbled upon a hitherto un-
suspected mine of magic names, and, as
it proved upon investigation, a magic
country. The Gulf of Georgia, the Straits
of Juan de Fuca, Friday Harbor, Deception
Pass, Paradise Valley, the island of Orcas,
Esquimault, Nanaimo, Steilacoom, Ana-
cortes every one of them fairly
reeks with romance and adventure, and if
they arouse in you no faintest stirring of
curiosity, no longing to go and see for your-
self, then there must be something lacking
in your make-up.

And they are names that stand for some-
thing, too: they stand for bronzed troopers
in white helmets and scarlet tunics, for
cow-punchers in Angora ‘chaps” and

rakish sombreros, for fur-traders in Macki-
naws and shoe-packs, for Indians in blan-
kets and beaded moccasins, for gentlemen
adventurersand younger sonsand remittance
men, for trappers and lumberjacks and pio-
neers; they stand for wildernesses which
have yet to echo the sound of a white man’s
voice, for swirling icy rivers where the
giant salmon run, for the unexplored and
savage country where the spotted bear
is found, for villages of rude huts clustered
around huge carved and painted totem
poles, whose people still glut themselves
on stranded whales; they stand for a coun-
try where the canoe and the pack-horse
have yet to be supplanted by the power-
boat and the motor-car, for a region where
civilization falters and the wilderness begins.

I may be mistaken, of course, but I
would be willing to wager the price of a
ticket to any one of the places I have named
that you cannot tell offhand where any one
of them is. And yet they are by no means
as remote or inaccessible as their bizarre,
outlandish names would indicate. Sixty
hours from the ferry building in San Fran-
cisco by rail and river-steamer, by rail
and riding horse, or by rail and motor-car,
will find you in the furthermost of them.
If you will bring out the family atlas and
open it to the map of North America, I
will, with your permission, show you the
whereabouts of my Land of Magic Names.
Roughly speaking, it comprises that por-
tion of the Pacific slope of North America
lying between the Siskiyous of Oregon and
the Skeena of British Columbia, and the
multitudinous islands off its coasts. Itisa
land of three-mile-high mountains and
fifteen-hundred-mile-long rivers and million-
acre forests, of caves and canyons and water-
falls and glaciers—a great broad rugged
unfenced unspoiled Outdoors. Portland,
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MT. HOOD, IN ORLEGON

WHENEVER YOU OBSERVE AN AMERICAN WHO HAS SET FOOT IN EUROPE ASSUME A PATRONIZING AIR

WHEN OUR NORTH AMERICAN MOUNTAINS ARE MENTIONED, YOU MAY MAKE UP YOUR MIND THAT MOST

OF HIS MOUNTAINEERING HAS BEEN DONE THROUGH A TELESCOPE FROM A COMFORTABLE SEAT ON THE

VERANDA OF A SWISS HOTEL. EUROPEAN MOUNTAIN CLIMBERS HAVE DECLARED NO MOUNTAIN IN

EUROPE EQUAL TO CERTAIN PEAKS OF THE AMERICAN NORTHWEST FOR MAJESTY AND GRANDEUR—AND
FOR DANGER

COPYRIGHTED 1910 By BENJAMIN A. GIFFORD



THE COLUMBIA RIVER, FROM ST. PETER’S DOME

THERE IS A PECULIAR FASCINATION IN A GREAT RIVER, AND THIS IS PARTICULARLY TRUE OF THE

MIGHTY COLUMBIA, FLOWING FOURTEEN HUNDRED MILES FROM ITS SOURCE IN BRITISH COLUMBIA

TO THE PACIFIC. YOU MAY FOLLOW TO THE HEADS OF NAVIGATION THE HUDSON, THE MISSISSIPPI,

THE ST. LAWRENCE, THE RHINE, THE DANUBE, THE VOLGA AND THE NILE, BUT YOU WILL NOT FIND

THE GRANDEUR AND THE BEAUTY OF THAT HUNDRED-MILE STRETCH OF RIVER SCENERY BETWEEN
THE PILLARS OF HERCULES AND THE DALLES

COPYRIGHTED BY GIFFORD
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Tacoma, Spokane, Seattle, Victoria, and
Vancouver are, as it were, its gateways,
and beyond them is the wilderness—savage
as a grizzly, captivating as a lovely woman.

Let me make it quite clear in the begin-
ning that it is no place for white-flanneled,
white-shod vacationists who travel with
wardrobe trunks. Barring the half-dozen
cities I have just mentioned, each of which
has its full complement of suburban hotels
and golf courses and tennis courts and
bathing beaches and country clubs with
broad verandas and many arm-chair sports-
men sitting on them, this is still to a great
extent a frontier region, with many of a
frontier’s crudities and discomforts, and,
for the man who knows and loves the
open, with all of a frontier country’s charm.
I am perfectly well aware, of course, that
the farmers who are growing such amazing
quantities of big red apples in Oregon and
Washington, and the real estate boosters
who are so frantically chopping town-sites
out of the primeval forest within cannon-
shot of Victoria and Vancouver, will resent
the statement that this is still a frontier
country, but it is, nevertheless, and prob-
ably will be for a good many years to come.
Though half-a-dozen transcontinental rail-
way systems are working overtime to give
it population, and though cities and towns
and villages are springing up like mush-
rooms along its many waterways, this
Northwest country represents, more than
any other part of our continent, the “last
West.” Oregon, for example, with its
sixty-odd million acres, has less than one-
fifteenth of its area under cultivation, its
forests, which comprise one-fifth of all the
standing timber in the United States,
being greater in area than Holland and
Belgium put together. The vast grants
held by the railway and trading companies
and by the pioneers are gradually being
cut up into small farms, however, and a
rural condition is being slowly created
which is bound to effect a marked change
in the conditions which have heretofore
prevailed. But it has not yet, thank
Heaven, reached that stage of civilization
which is characterized by Gargantuan sum-
mer hotels with miles of piazzas and acres
of green lawns and oceans of red-and-white
striped awnings. The people whom I met
in Portland and Secattle and Vancouver
apologized profusely for their deficiencies
in this respect and assured me quite ear-

nestly that in two or three years more they
would have a complete assortment of these
summer hostelries “as good as anything
you’ll find at Atlantic City or Narragansett
Pier or Bretton Woods, by Gedrge.” All
I have to say is that when their promises
are realized, the Northwest’s chiefest and
most distinctive charm—its near-to-Nature
simplicity—will have disappeared, and, so
far as the pleasure-seeker is concerned, it
will be merely an indifferent imitation of
the humdrum and prosaic East.

There is no other region of equal size,
so far as I am aware, which offers so many
worth-while things in a superlative degree
for red-blooded people to do. Where else
can you climb a mountain which is higher
than any peak in Europe save one (Mount
Hooker, in British Columbia, is only eighty
feet lower than Mont Blanc, the monarch
of the Alps, while Mount Rainier, which
is almost in Tacoma’s front yard, is nearly
a thousand feet higher than the Jung-
frau); where else can you look along your
rifle-barrel at such big game as grizzly,
elk, panther, and mountain sheep; where
else can you have your fly-rod bent double
and hear your reel whir like a sawmill by
a sixty-pound salmon or a six-pound trout;
where else can you cruise, for weeks on
end, by motor-boat or sailing craft, amid
the islands of an archipelago more beau-
tiful than those of the St. Lawrence and
more numerous than those of the Aegean;
where else can you canoe by day and camp
by night along rivers which have their
source on the roof of a continent and empty,
after taking their course through a thou-
sand miles of primeval forest, into the
greatest of the oceans; where else can you
open up your motor on a macadamized
highway which, in another year or two,
will stretch its length across twenty-five
degrees of latitude, linking Mexico with
Alaska? Where elsecan youfind suchamuse-
ments as these? I ask. Answer me that.

Did you ever, by any chance, drop into
a sporting-goods store only to find your-
self so bewildered by the amazing number
and variety of implements for sports and
recreations displayed on its shelves that
you scarcely knew what to choose? Well,
that is precisely the sensation I had the
first time I visited the country north of
the Siskiyous. I felt as though I had
been turned loose in a gigantic sporting-
goods store with so many things to choose



AN OREGON BEACH

OREGON, AS A GLANCE AT THE MAP WILL SHOW YOU, IS IN EXACTLY THE SAME LATITUDE AS THE NEW

ENGLAND STATES AND HAS THE SAME COOL INVIGORATING SUMMER WEATHER THAT ONE FINDS IN

MAINE. THE EXISTENCE LED BY THOSE WHO SUMMER ALONG THIS SHORE WOULD DELIGHT EVEN

THE RUGGEDEST APOSTLES OF THE SIMPLE LIFE, FOR THERE IS A PLEASING ABSENCE OF GREAT HOTELS

AND SUMMER MANSIONS, THOUGH THERE IS AN ABUNDANCE OF UNOSTENTATIOUS BUT COMFORTABLE
STOPPING-PLACES
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from that I didn’t know which to take
first. And, mark you, everything is com-
paratively close at hand. If a Londoner
wants to get some mountain-climbing he
has to go to Chamonix or Zermatt, which
means a journey of at least two days. If,
getting his fill of precipices and glaciers,
he wishes some bear-shooting, he must
turn has face toward the Caucasus, to reach
which will require seven or eight days
more. Should he suddenly take it into
his head that he would like some salmon-
fishing it will take him another ten days
and several hundred dollars to reach the
fishing streams of Norway. On the other
hand, one can leave Tacoma by train or
motor-car and reach the slopes of a moun-
tain higher and more difficult of ascent
than the Jungfrau as quickly and as easily
as one can go from New York to Pough-
keepsie. From Vancouver, which is a
city of nearly two hundred thousand
people, one can reach the country of the
big grizzlies as easily as a Boston sports-
man can reach the Maine woods. From
Victoria, the island capital of British
Columbia, a gallon of gasoline and a road as
smooth as a billiard table will take one to
the banks of a stream where the salmon are
too large to be weighed on pocket-scales,
in less time than a Chicagoan spends in
getting out to the golf links at Onwentsia.

For some reason which I have never
been able to analyze, about nine out of
every ten Americans who have set foot
in Europe assume a rather patronizing
air when our North American mountains
are mentioned. “Oh, yes” they remark,
“they are doubtless rather fine in their
way, but quite jncomparable to the Alps,
of course.” WINenever I hear any one talk
in that fashion I make up my mind that
most of his mountaineering has been done
through a telescope while seated com-
fortably on the veranda of a Swiss hotel.
A very famous European mountain-climber,
a man whose name is known wherever
ropes and alpenstocks are used, once told
me that, for majesty and grandcur as well
as for danger in climbing, there was no
mountain in Europe which he considered
the equal of certain of our North American
peaks.

The southern portal of the Land of Magic
Names is at Ashland, on the summit
of the Siskiyous, up whose arduous and
tortuous gradient the train, hauled by three

panting engines, creeps timidly as though
awed by the majesty and grandeur of the
scenery. The car windows frame ever-
changing pictures of silent solemn forests, of
boisterous waterfalls and swirling sparkling
rivers, of deep and gloomy canyons, but
with Shasta, splendid in its snow-clad soli-
tude, always dominating the'scene. Reach-
ing the summit of the pass, the train, with
brakes a-squeal and raucous whistle shriek-
ing, tears down the mountain-slopes, roar-
ing through tunnels as unexpected as a
slap in the face, thundering out over cob-
web bridges spanning dizzy chasms, plung-
ing into wildernesses of fir and hemlock,
and then emerging, quite suddenly, into
the peaceful and prosperous Valley of the
Rogue. Barring the system which paral-
lels the coast from north to south, and
another which cuts across its northeast

corner, there are no railways in Oregon,

the scantiness of population and the pe-
culiarly savage nature of the country hav-
ing offered few inducements to the rail-
road builders. If you have happened not to
leave the main line at Weed, in California,
and run up to Klamath Falls, to take motor-
boat from there to the famous happy hunt-
ing ground of Pelican Bay and Harriman
Creek and from there by automobile to
Crater lake, you can leave the train at
Medford, a prosperous farming town in
the valley of the Rogue river, a few hours’
run by automobile over moderately good
roads” will bring the traveler to Crater
lake, which is not only the most remark-
able scenic feature in Oregon but is prob-
ably the most extraordinary formation
of its kind in the world. Situated on the
summit of the Cascade mountains, it is,
as its name indicates, a lake in the crater
of an extinct volcano of about the size and
height of Shasta. It is nearly circular
in form and about five miles in diameter,
being completely enclosed by sheer walls
of igneous rock which in places rise to a
height of two thousand feet. Though the
rim of the lake can now be reached by
automobile, these enclosing walls are so
smooth and precipitous that there is only
one point from which the surface of the
lake can be reached, the descent being
made on foot by a path in the face of the
cliff. Notwithstanding the fact that there
is no visible attluent nor outflow, the water,
which is half a mile in depth, is fresh and
sweet and of a clearness and color which



The Land of Magic Names:

I have never seen equaled except in the
Blue Grotto of Capri. It suggests, more
than anything else, a stupendous wash-tub,
filled with blueing from the skies in which
a Hercules is condemned to wash the
clothing of the world.

Thirty miles south of Grant’s Pass, in
the fastnesses of the Siskiyous, are the
recently explored mammoth caves, which
some genius in the art of appellation has
christened “The Marble Halls of Oregon.”
It needed an inspiration to conceive a name
like that! Such a name would induce one
to make a trip to see a hole in a sandbank.
As a matter of fact, these caves are decid-
edly worth while. Though they are very
far from having been completely explored,
sufficient investigations have been made to
prove conclusively that they are greatly
superior, both in size and beauty, to the
Mammoth Cave of Kentucky, a visit to
which was considered a necessary part of
every traveler’s itinerary forty years ago.

Northward from Medford, leaving the
train again at the town of Drain, you can
stage westward to the coast or if you wait
until you are at Portland you can have
twenty-four hours river and ocean trip;
either process brings you into the Coos
Bay region, one of the vacation places of the
Northwest where the sportsman may follow
many inlets of the bay, five miles into
beautiful valleys, and get some of the best
deer and bear hunting in Oregon and where
the combination of rivers and bay and
ocean provides an infinite variety of fishing.
From Albany, on the main line, a railroad
runs to Newport, the seaside capital of sum-
mer joys, in Oregon. Here there are hotels
and cottages and tents and bungalows, none
of them pretentious, all of them comfortable.
Here, too, in their own little houses, are
certain succulent native oysters, worth
hunting for by any walrus or carpenter.
Newport and Yaquina Bay are crowded
with vacationers and in the height of
the season the humming summer life that
most people love is as thickly in evidence
as the gulls round Gull Rock near-by. But
I am as peculiar at the Oregon beaches as
at those of California; It’s “far from the
madding crowd” for me. I find my summer
happiness in the simplicity of the Tilla-
mook country.

From Hillsboro, a main-line townlet
fifty miles or so south of Portland, a little
jerk-water railroad meanders eastward
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through Tillamook county to the sea.
For many miles the train follows the tu-
multuous Nehalem, stopping every now
and then, as the fancy seems to strike it,
at busy whirring sawmills ‘or at groups of
slab-walled loggers’ shacks set down in
clearings in the forest, where bearded
flannel-shirted men come out and swap
stories and tobacco with the engineer.
After a time the woods begin to dwindle
into tracts of stumps and second-growths,
and these merge gradually into farms, with
neat white houses and orderly rows of
fruit trees and sleek cattle standing knee-
deep in clover meadows. Quite soon Ne-
halem Bay comes in sight and the lush
meadows give way to wire-grass and the
wire-grass runs out in beaches of yellow
sand, so much like those which border
Cape Cod and Buzzard’s Bay that it is
hard to believe that one is not on the coast
of New England. From the names of the
towns (the capital of the state is Salem)
and from the types of faces that I saw, I
gathered that much of this country was
settled by New Englanders, who must
have found in its hills and forests and fer-
tile farm-lands and alternate stretches of
sandy beach and rockbound shore, much
to remind them of home. Oregon is, as a
glance at the map will show you, in exactly
the same latitude as the New England
states and has the same cool invigorating
summer weather that one finds in Maine,
though its winters, thanks to the warm
Japan current which sweeps along its shores,
are characterized by rains instead of snow.
From Nehalem to Tillamook the railroad
hugs the coast. On one side the bosom
of the Pacific rises and falls languorously
under a genial sun; on the other the line
of rugged hills, in their shaggy mantles
of green, go up to meet the sky. Here
and there some placid lake mirrors the
crags and wind-bent trees, or a river, com-
plaining noisily at the delay to which it
has been subjected, finds a devious way
through the hindering hill-range to its
mother, the sea. '
The lives led by those who summer along
this shore would delight even such rugged
apostles of the simple life as Theodore
Roosevelt and Pastor Wagner, for there
is a pleasing absence of great hotels and
summer mansions, though there is an
abundance of unostentatious but com-
fortable stopping-places. Nor are the
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attractions of the Tillamook country those
of the sea alone, for within a dozen miles
of the coast bear, panther, wildcats, deer,
partridge, pheasant, duck and geese are
to be found, while the mountain streams
abound with trout eager for the fly. This
is a storied region, too, for thousands of
moccasined feet have trod the famous
Indian trail which was once the only route
from the wilds of southern Oregon to the
fur-trading station which the first Astor
established at the mouth of the Columbia.
For me there is a peculiar fascination
in a great river and I know of few keener
pleasures than to journey up or down one,
the ever-changing panorama of industries
and scenery along its banks unrolling before
one as though on a moving-picture screen.
This is particularly true of the Columbia,
that mighty stream which traverses upwards
of fourteen hundred miles from its origin in
British Columbia tothesea. From Astoria,
at its mouth, to The Dalles, which is the
present head of navigation, the scenes
along its banks—salmon-fisheries, lumber-
camps, fruit orchards—typify the chief
industries of the two great states of which
it forms the boundary. Although Portland
is not on the Columbia, but on the Wil-
lamette (accent on the second syllable,
please) some six or eight miles from its
confluence with the former stream, river-
steamers, with the stern-wheels and slender
twin funnels so familiar a sight along the
Mississippi, ply regularly between that
city and The Dalles, the trip, which occupies
a day each way, being one of extraordinary
beauty and charm. I have been to
the heads of navigation of the Hudson,
the Mississippi, the St. Lawrence, the
Rhine, the Danube, the Volga and the
Nile, but on no one of them (and I am care-
fully weighing my words) is there anything
to equal the grandeur and beauty of that
hundred-mile stretch of river scenery be-
tween the Pillars of Hercules and The
Dalles. The towering crags known as the
Pillars of Hercules, a few miles from Port-
land, mark the beginning of a trip of al-
together extraordinary beauty which comes
to a fitting conclusion at the narrow defile
known as The Dalles, three miles in length,
where the mighty half-a-mile-wide river
is here compressed into a channel only one
hundred and thirty feet in width, through
which it swirls like a gigantic mill-race.
This extraordinary formation, so the geolo-
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gists assert, is due to the river valley hav-
ing been obstructed by a flow of lava, the
sheets (‘dalles’) of which are still plainly
visible, through which the river eventually
eroded this remarkable channel. When the
canal which the government is building
around The Dalles near Celilo is completed,
the Columbia will be navigable as far as
Lewiston, in Idaho, thus making it second
only to the Mississippi as an artery of
commerce.

It has been said of the Puget Sound
country, that wilderness of mountains,
glaciers, - forests, lakes, lagoons, islands,
bays and inlets which makes the upper
left-hand corner of the map of the United
States look like a ragged fringe, that no
region on the continent possesses so many
natural attractions and is at the same time
so little known. It is by no means an easy
country to describe. Southward from the
Straits of Juan de Fuca, an eighty-mile-
long arm of the Pacific penetrates the state
of Washington: that is Puget Sound. On
its eastern shore are the cities of Seattle
and Tacoma, at the head of the Sound is
Olympia, the capital of the state, and bor-
dering the western shore rise the splendid
peaks of the Olympic range. If your
imagination will stand the further strain
of picturing an archipelago four times the
size of the Thousand Islands, clothed with
forests of cedar, fir and pine, and indented
with countless bays, harbors, coves and
inlets, dropped down in this body of water,
you will have a hazy conception of the
island labyrinth of Puget Sound, which is
generally admitted, I believe, to be the most
beautiful salt water estuary in the world.
Despite the narrowness of many of its chan-
nels, the water is so deep and the banks so
precipitous that at many points a ship’s side
would touch the shore before its keel would
touch the ground, which, taken in conjunc-
tion with its innumerable excellent harbors,
makes it the most ideal cruising-ground for
power boats upon our coasts.

I can conceive, indeed, of no more en-
chanting summer than one spent in a well-
powered, well-stocked motor-boat cruising
in and about this archipelago, loitering
from island to island as the fancy seized
one, dropping anchor in inviting harbors
for a day or a wecek, as one pleased.  There
are deer and beur in the forests and trout
in the rivers and salmon in the deeper
waters, and, if those did not provide
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sufficient recreation, one could run across
to the mainland and get the stiffest kind of
mountain-climbing on Mount Olympus
or Mount Rainier. During the summer
months scores of small steamers, the
“mosquito fleet,” ply out of Seattle and
Tacoma, hurrying backward and forward
between the city wharves and the fishing
villages, farming communities, lumber
camps, sawmills and summer resorts that
are scattered everywhere about the archi-
pelago’s inland waterways, so that the
camper on their shores, seemingly far off
in the wilds, need never be without his
daily paper, his fresh vegetables or his
mail.

Let us give ourselves the luxury of imag-
ining—for, to my way of thinking, there
is about as much pleasure to be had in
imagination as in realization—that we have
a fortnight at our disposal on which no
business worries shall be permitted to
intrude, that we have the deck of a sturdy
motor-boat beneath our feet, and that the
placid island-dotted waters of Puget Sound
lie before us. Leaving Seattle, seated on
her stately hills, astern, and the grim gray
fighting-ships across the Sound at the
Bremerton Navy Yard abeam, we will
push the wheel to starboard and point the
nose of our craft toward Admiralty Inlet,
the Strait of Juan de Fuca, and the open
sea. Our first port-of-call will be, I think,
at Dungeness, whose waters are the habitat
of those Dungeness crabs which tickle the
palates and deplete the pocketbooks of
gourmets from Vancouver to San Diego.
At the back of Dungeness is Sequim Prairie,
whose seventy-odd thousand acres of irri-
gated lands produce ‘‘those great big baked
potatoes” which form the picce de résist-
ance of dining cars in the Northwest. It
is nothing of a run from Dungeness to Port
Angeles, which is the most convenient
gateway to the great unexplored Olympics.
A score or so of miles southward from Port
Angeles by automobile, a portion of which
is by ferry across the beautiful mountain
Lake Crescent, through a rugged untamed
country, and over a road which is a marvel
of mountain engineering, are the Sol Duc
Hot Springs, whose great modern hotel
is in startling contrast to the savagery of
the surrounding region. Laying our course
from Port Angcles straight toward the sct-
ting sun, we coast along the rocky heavily
timbered shores of the Olympic Peninsula

to Neah Bay, where a crew of Macah In-
dians will take us in one of their frail
canoes close around the harsh face of Cape
Flattery, which is the extreme northwest
corner of the United States. Westward
of Cape Flattery we may not go, for beyond
it lies the open sea, but, steering eastward
again, we can nose about at will, loitering
through the romantic scenery of Decep-
tion Pass and Rosario Straits, dropping
in at Anacortes, whose canneries supply
the people of half the world with salmon,
and coming thus to Friday Harbor, the
county-seat of the San Juan Islands, which,
despite the Robinson-Crusoe-ness of its
name, looks exactly like one of those quaint
old-fashioned seaport towns which dot the
coast of Maine. The San Juan Islands,
which are a less civilized and more beauti-
ful edition of the Thousand Islands of the
St. Lawrence, like their counterparts on
the other side of the continent, lie midway
between the American and the Canadian
shores. They were the scene of numerous
exciting incidents in the boundary dispute
of the late fifties, but, though several
crumbling British blockhouses still rise
above the island harbors, the nearest
British soil is Vancouver island, across
the Strait of Georgia.

With the exception of Victoria, at its
southern extremity, and of a handful of
unimportant villages scattered along its
eastern shores, the great island of Van-
couver, which is as long as from New York
City to Richmond, has been but little
reclaimed or settled since its discovery by
Admiral Vancouver upwards of a century
ago. Though the island boasts but sev-
enty miles of railway, connecting Victoria
with the coal-mining town of Nanaimo, it
is far less backward as regards roads, the
Island Highway, as it is called, providing
a magnificent automobile route from the
capital to the great Strathcona Park which
the government has established in the very
heart of the dense forests which clothe the
island. There is perhaps no place in the
Empire, outside the British Isles them-
selves, where the people are so typically
English in speech and dress and customs
as the inhabitants of Vancouver island.
This is doubtless due, in a large measure,
to the fact that a considerable proportion
of the settlers are retired army officers, who
after years of service in India, or Egypt,
or the Cape, have chosen to settle here
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because they can get more forms of sport,
at less cost and under pleasanter climatic
. conditions, than anywhere else in the world.
Indeed, I can not recall, offhand, any other
city which can compare with Victoria in
its appeal to lovers of the open, for good
sport can be obtained all the year round
by any one who wishes it. Trout fishing
begins on March twenty-sixth, and from
that date until November fifteenth, well
into the shooting season, excellent sport
can be had with a fly-rod on any one of a
dozen streams within a few hours of Vic-
toria, while, when the weather is hot and
the rivers are low, there is a very fair chance
of good luck with salmon on most parts
of the coast. When the pheasants, grouse,
and quail are out, the ducks and geese are
in, and the wild-fowl shooting is at its best,
while the sportsman who penetrates the
unmapped interior of the island is certain
to get within rifle-range of bear, elk, deer,
wildcats, wolves and cougars at almost
any season of the year.

In the outskirts of Victoria, on the
rolling moorlands verging on the sea, they
have a golf course whose splendid turf and
billiard-table greens would do credit to
St. Andrews itself. Red-faced, white-
mustached, choleric-tempered gentlemen
play on it seven days a week and fifty-two
weeks a year (for there is never any snow
in Victoria and no one pays any attention
to the misty drizzling rains which are char-
acteristic of Vancouver island winters)
and when they slice a ball into a sand-dune
or pull one into a clump of heather they
are as picturesquely explosive in their
language as though they were back again
in the mess-room at Aldershot or the can-
tonments at Lahore. They have a cricket
field, too, in Victoria, and on hot after-
noons in summer you will find half the pop-
ulation of the city gathered in its stand or
having tea upon its lawns. At infrequent
intervals something happens and then
every one calls out approvingly “Well
played, Smyth-Cunninghame!” or Innes-

Kerr, or Pembroke-Jones, as the case may
be, just as they would if they were watch-
ing a county match at Lords or the M. C. C.
Truth to tell, however, Victoria is not so
unswerving in her loyalty to cricket as
might be expected of so ultra-British a
city. The last time I was there I found
all the banks and business houses closed,
and flags were flying from every building,
and a procession, headed by mounted po-
lice and a blaring band, was coming down
the street. “What’s going on?” I in-
quired of a deeply interested bystander.
“Is it the King’s birthday or is there roy-
alty in town, or what?” “Not on your
life!” he answered witheringly. “It’s the
prime minister on his way to open the base-
ball season.”

Vancouver, which is on the mainland,
eighty miles away, is Victoria’s bigger and
more businesslike brother. They have a
golf course there—a very good one, too—
and a country club, and all that sort of
thing, but every one I met there was much
too busy getting rich to spare any time for
recreation. Once in a while, however, they
drop work for a few weeks and, hiring a
motor-boat, cruise up the coast of British
Columbia in quest of grizzlies, or with
pack-horses and a camping outfit drop out
of civilization for a time amid those ranges
to the north where the mountain sheep,
rarest of all big game, is found.

It’s a great country, up there in the
Near-by North, when all is said and done
—a big free unfenced, keep-on-the-grass,
do-as-you-please, happy-go-lucky, flannel-
shirt-and-slouch-hat land. Even as I write
I can hear its insistent, subtle summons
in my ears: the whisper of the forests, the
chatter of the rivers, the murmur of the
ocean, the chunk-a-chunk of paddles, the
creak of saddle gear, all seeming to say:
“Come away from towns and men; pack
your bag and come again to the Land of
Magic Names.”

And that’s precisely what I'm going
to do.




i\(l.
nd
Rt ¥

o—

of

uch
- for
Chey
plegic
sk
with
y oul
inges

heep,
1 the

done
.gr&lSS.
annel-
[ write
amons
ts, the
Of [he
es. 1M
0 sy
X P’-\(k.
and of

 going

Cinnamonqs
Partner

By CALVIN JOHNSTON
Author of: Sampan O'Connor

IMustrated by Arthur Cahill

INNAMON DICK’S partner was

dead in his cabin. Pick and shovel

and pan were set along the wall in a
row against his rising in the morning, but
that slender sinewy hand, so eager in toil,
so firm and free in friendship, would never
grasp them again.

Dick, keeping the death-watch by candle-
light, his elbows on the board table, his
head in his hands, contemplated these relics
of Clay Marlow with intense sympathy.
“Clay won’t take hold of you no more” he
told them, though not aloud lest he wake
his old pard’s orphan who lay blanket-
wrapped in a corner. Then becoming con-
scious of the bright dark eyes fixed on his
face, he spoke: ‘“‘You go on to sleep, Sally;
I'm keepin’ good watch.”

“I’d rather watch, too” she replied. The
little girl’s first violent outburst of grief
had alarmed Dick, who could offer no con-
solation beyond smoothing her hair, and
saying that Clay wouldn’t forget ’em any-
way. Sally had fallen asleep sobbing, but
now the dark eyes were clear and the tear-
stained little face wore an anxious look.

Surely Cinnamon Dick’s condition was
enough to alarm one who had felt the entire
responsibility for his welfare during three
years. The figure of that upstanding young
giant was crushed, the candle-light found
hollows in his cheeks, and the red hair,
always neatly brushed, was tumbled over
his eyes in fiery disorder.

Sitting up in the pallet Sally drew on
stockings and moccasins. She had not
taken off her dress before going to bed, for
this seemed a time of tragedy when one
must be ready to respond to any call for
help. Dick’s was a silent call, but help he

undoubtedly needed, so seating herself
across the table she composedly divided his
hair with her fingers and combed it back
from his eyes. ““So you can watch better”
she explained. “Cinnamon, would you be
kind enough to reach me the Injun sewing
basket from the peg?” She watched with
covert anxiety as Dick rose unsteadily and
after a moment’s blind fumbling located
the basket and set it before her. “Now lay
your arm down flat; you can’t hold your
head in your hand while I'm sewing up a
tore sleeve. You don’t mind, do you?”

“Not a bit, Sally” replied Dick with
shaky heartiness. *‘I’'m obliged to you.”

For a moment Sally was intent upon her
stitching. In the narrow back room which
had been her own, Clay Marlow lay en-
shrouded, a buffzlo skin stained reddish by
the candle-light hanging over the doorway
between. The girl’s mind fixed upon this
shaggy symbol of the prairies which seemed
to curtain her father within a domain of
wild and shadowy creatures.

“Maybe he’d want the door open to the
light” she said in a low tone.

“I'll bet he would” assented Dick, and
looped the curtain to a peg in the wall,
though the weak ray could not penetrate
into the room bevond.

Selecting a sock from the basket, Sally
began darning. “I hate to put you to so
much trouble” she said, “but afore he died—"
her voice faltered, but affecting to cough
she looked the man steadily in the eyes,
thinking: “I musn’t take on now, or it
will do for Cinnamon.”

“He says to me,” she resumed aloud,
“‘Sally, don’t you shake Cinnamon, ever!
So you're kind of left to me. You don’t
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mind if he left you to me, do you, Cinna-
mon?”’

“I’m obliged to him” replied Dick.

“I’m not much to be left to” she sighed.
“Do you think it would be all right if I
just took his place?”

“And you and me be pards?” said Dick.
It seemed very remarkable that Sally, who
had bossed Clay and himself ever since they
had been digging and prospecting about
Lodestar, should take him into partnership.

“Don’t you want me for a partner?” she
queried, eyes downcast and lips trembling
in spite of her resolution.

“I'd just as leave be left to you” ex-
plained Dick, “but if you mean pards—"
without much confidence he moved his huge
freckled paws across the table palms up,
and in them Sally laid her own slender
hands, closing her fingers with a strong grip.

“T’ll help work the claim till we strike it
rich” she said.

Cinnamon Dick’s heart sank in his
breast; they would never strike it rich in
these diggings. For a month before Clay
went under with pneumonia the partners
had worked in a perfunctory way, knowing
they were far from the lode, where every
claim had been staked long ago.

“It’ll be hell for the boss to find this
out” Clay had said.

“You ought to tell her” was Dick’s com-
ment. ‘“We had better make Cinnabar
camp before we go dead broke.”

“You tell her, Dick.”

“And disappoint her after she’s backed
us to win for three years? Not me!” So
Sally had not been told at all.

Now Dick looked at her across the table.
“Maybe we’d better quit this claim and
cross the range. There’s a new camp—"

“Cinnamon, it must be here, ’cause he
said it was” replied Sally earnestly. “And
we’ll strike it rich, and build him a mony-
mint.”

“We sure will” agreed Dick.

“Now we’ll keep good watch’ she said.
“Me first, and then you.”

Dick, reflecting on the bitter disappoint-
ment in store for Sally, was afraid she
would read the guilty secret in his face, and
so laid it upon his arms. Almost instantly
he fell asleep. Presently the girl stole
across the room and out into that mountain
night which holds the musical stillness of
the stars. Deep in the purple dusk one
sparkling planet set among the peaks. So

dark and vast a prospect made her feel
infinitely lonesome, and Sally cried with
face uncovered, her grief naked to the sky.

But when her partner awoke near dawn,
she was stitching away as he had seen her
last.

Clay Marlow’s light was blown out, and
it was proper for his partner to grieve above
the ashes. It was also proper that Clay’s
partner should pay his debts. Mr. Jonah
Crabbis said so positively, in his office
down at Lodestar, and Mrs. Crabbis agreed
just as positively. Two lean hard visages
wagged over the ledger, which showed a
balance of eighteen dollars for provisions,
tools, etc.

“Someday you air goin’to ruin us, creditin’
right an’ left” predicted Mrs. Crabbis, her
swarthy cheeks flushed with resentment.
Her husband was of mottled complexion,
with sharp-knuckled, chalky hands; other-
wise there was nothing to afford a contrast
one against the other. The thin-lipped
mouths were set in the same ghastly, con-
ciliating smirk; the two narrow foreheads
wrinkled archly.

“I might foreclose—"’ began Mr. Crabbis.

“You know them two swindlers ain’t
taken enough out of that claim lately to
pay for salt” retorted his wife. She had
further cause for indignation; Cinnamon
Dick had made his partner’s coffin with his
own hands, when everybody knew that the
Crabbises outfitted for burying. In fact,
Crabbises included every line of business
activity in Lodestar; they owned several
profitable claims, sold a pernicious liquor
by the gallon, shaved notes. It was a cant
saying among the miners that themselves
raised the dust, but it all settled in old
Crab’s till. Mrs. Crabbis was known as
Mother Lode; however, they did not jest
disrespectfully, for she was the only member
of the revered sex in this remote camp, with
one exception; the exception, of course,
being Sally Marlow.

On the morning after the lonely watch in
the cabin, Sally came down the gulch and
entered the single street of Lodestar. The
slender pretty little girl was the wonder and
delight of camp, and many had been the
offers of assistance during Clay’s brief
illness, but the girl and Dick had chosen
to attend him and to watch by him alone.

On the way into town she met several
of the ‘miners who shook hands with
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uncovered head and mumbled their sym-
pathy with much embarrassment; they were
all coming to the funeral. Sally listened with
composure and thanked them for being
such good friends. Then she went on to
Crabbis’.

The worthy "couple received her with
profuse friendliness. Mrs. Crabbis wiped
her stony eyes, Mr. Crabbis extended greet-
ing with cold chalky hands. They fluttered
about softly like great fowls of prey, and
inquired if there wasn’t anything they could
do for her.

“Please” said Sally, “I want to buy some
lining. It must be satin.”

For a moment the two were puzzled.
“It’s for the coffin” she explained in a low
tone, her eyes on the floor. .

Mr. Crabbis scratched his head dubiously,
but his wife replied promptly and cheer-
fully. “Why, bless her heart for thinkin’
of it. We will give her the best in stock—
the New York satin, and for a shaved price.
You must not tell the price, dear!”

The little girl shook her head gratefully
and laid a tiny buckskin sack on the counter.
She had told Dick only that she wished to
go-alone to buy something for Clay, and her
partner had promptly passed over the
nearly empty sack.

Mrs. Crabbis measured out the cloth
while her husband weighed the dust.

“Pa was so fond of satin” explained the
little girl. “He allus talked of gettin’ me
a dress made of it,when we made thestrike.”

“This is from New York” whispered Mrs.
Crabbis. “See how it shines.”

“It is blue” said Sally timidly.
white the best?”

“The best satin for funerals is allus blue”
explained Mrs. Crabbis in a hurt tone.

“Then I'm so glad to get it” said the
customer gratefully. So she took the bundle
of shiny cloth which, suspiciously like a
certain weave of cotton, had found its way
into the first stock which the Crabbises
had brought to Lodestar. They had sup-
posed there would surely be lady customers
in a gold camp.

“Your pa owed us a little; of course he
forgot to pay it, but he’d want it paid now,
of all times” suggested Mr. Crabbis deli-
cately.

“Q’ course”’ agreed Sally, and the former,
explaining that he had taken out the amount
in dust, handed back the sack in which
some coins jingled pleasantly.

“Isn’t
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Mrs. Crabbis stared across the counter
at the other female of Lodestar. “What air
you goin’ to do?” she inquired. “I declare
it’s hardly respectable to be left high and
dry like this.”

“Cinnamon and me is partners” replied
Sally modestly. “We’ll work the claim
together.”

“You haven’t struck anything, have
you?” asked Crabbis quickly.

“It’s there” replied Sally, “and we're
goin’ to build pa a monymint.” Again the
eyes were lowered under the long dark
lashes, and so she walked slowly out of the
store.

Mrs. Crabbis turned on her lord. “You
air allus in such a hurry to collect a dollar .
that you’re goin’ to ruin us, you ole hop-
toad” she declared. “I believe they’ve
struck somethin’ and we could have
claimed a grubstake share. Now they’re
goin’ to build a monymint! I allus said
there was a pocket at the head of that
gulch.”

Mr. Crabbis pooh-poohed, but secretly
he was uneasy. In fact they had been
beaten out of a grubstake claim in a rich
strike not a year before, by this very haste
in collecting.

Clay Marlow was buried that afternoon
on the mountain-side above the cabin.
Many miners attended the funeral, and
Dick was gratified by the friendliness shown
his old pard. Mrs. Crabbis attended also
and walked back with Sally to the cabin.
Once a slight twinge in her desiccated body
had warned her that the motherly impulse
was not quite extinguished; but she bore the
pain silently and with such heroism that no
one suspected her emotions.

“Remember, Sally, you can allus come
to see me—some day,” she said at parting,
“‘and I bet you go away a-chawin’ gum,
whether you’ve struck it rich or not.”

So the only creature in Lodestar who by
nature should take Sally to heart and com-
fort her, said good-by. For a moment the
girl was puzzled by a longing to feel the
woman’s arms around her, and turned to
the cabin, where Dick sat alone and waiting,
with a guilty start. Surely it was treachery
to follow this woman even in thought when
Dick was needing her.

This was the first time they had been
actually alone together, and the two sat
stiffly in opposite corners of the room. It
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now seemed very large and lonely, the
slightest movement echoing hollowly from
wall to wall. The little girl felt that her
heart was bursting, but when Cinnamon
Dick sniffled once and deliberately drew his
sleeve across his eyes, she rose involuntarily
and glided up to his knees.

“I ain’t goin’ to shake you’’ she said, and
pressed her soft cheek to the back of his
hand.

She slipped on her apron and prepared to
cook supper, having observed that low
spirits in Dick always responded to the
powerful stimulant of corn-bread and bacon.

Cinnamon nodded to indicate that he
was obliged, and made a valiant effort to
shake off this melancholy. His hand
touching the buckskin pouch in his pocket,
he realized that Crabbis must have changed
the dust into coin; he weighed it mechanic-
ally, and then with quick alarm poured
the contents into his palm. It was all silver
—dollars and half dollars.

With a glance at Sally he hastily thrust

the pouch back into his pocket, his train of
thought changing on the instant. Old
Crabbis had evidently taken out the amount
owed him, and the total capital remaining
to Sally and himself was exactly seven
dollars. “God A’mighty!” whispered Cin-
namon Dick.

During supper the two conversed a little,
and the man affected to feel in much better
spirits, but continually under his breath
he repeated that phrase over and over.
The little capital they had come there with
three years before, together with the amount
of their earnings, had been reduced to seven
dollars—a week’s living expenses.

Dick was correct in believing the claim
worthless. His knowledge that there could
be no work for him in Lodestar until the
proposed stamp-mill was built prohibited
hope. Clay must have his monymint; and
Sally his pard—‘God A’mighty!”

Poor Sally watched him with vigilant but
leaden-lidded eyes until Dick assured her
that he would do very well and after a pipe
would go to bed. Then and not till then
the tired staggering little figure moved
toward the back room. One moment she
peered under the buffalo hide.

“I ain’t ’fraid” she stammered sleepily,
“but if you're lonesome, Cinnamon, you can
hang back the door when I’'m in bed.”

“I believe I'd rather have it thataway”
he replied, and_a minute later, on the faint

little “Good-night” from the back room,
he looped the curtain over the peg in the
wall and resumed his seat at the table.

His reflections were long and compli-
cated, but they brought one clear solution
to the difficulty. There was no possible
way of making a living in Lodestar, and
though the boys would certainly chip in to
help Sally, Dick would rather have died
than to see his old pard’s daughter the re-
cipient of charity. He could never look into
her face after that. Yes, there was just
one way out of this really terrible situation.

Cinnamon Dick, cautiously removing his
boots, stole across the floor to the corner
and opened the battered box which served
him in lieu of a trunk. Therein lay the
camp stationery, several sheets of manila
paper, a stub pen and bottle of ink, which
Clay had used in teaching Sally.

Dick placed these objects on the table
and set himself down to humorous compo-
sition.. He was funny enough to look at,
with red-stockinged feet gripping each other
and huge shoulders heaving under the exer-
tion of handling a pen. The pen was con-
ducted entirely by his tongue, which exe-
cuted a sort of flourish at the finish.

But Dick’s funny appearance was nothing
to the letter itself, which two days later

- became one of the jokes of San Francisco.

A party of gentlemen had a carnival evening
on the strength of it.

Five years preceding this episode, Dick
in boyish insistence for fair play had pre-
vailed on a number of excited citizens in a
mining camp not to mob a certain sporting
gent. Dick was only twenty at the time,
but when he chose to warn a dozen men not
to jump on one, his dauntless front and
towering strength impressed them. The
excited citizens explained that the gent in
question was a sharp.

“But he says he ain’t” reminded Dick.
“If you want to try lynchin’ him one at a
time, go to it. But if you come at him
twice at a time, I line up with this party.”

The result of the argument was a com-
promise; the sporting gent was to leave
camp instanter, and Dick to sce that he
kept his bargain accompanied him to the
Sacramento stage. The gambler had been
profuse in his thanks to Dick; had offered
him money, and on this being refused pre-
sented his card with a San Franciscoaddress.

“If you ever want a stake, old pard” he
said at parting, “and don’t call on Flash
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Covey, I’ll never get over it. Make it any
amount up to a thousand.” -

Now in this desperate strait at Lodestar,
Dick had remembered the gratitude of Mr.
Covey, whose card still lay in his trunk.

‘“There’s no need of sayin’ I’m goin to
pay it back” reflected Dick. “It’d hurt
his feelin’s. Anyway 1t would make the
letter too blame long.” As it was his
tongue was dreadfully sore and exhausted
when the letter had been boiled down and
written on a single page.

In one brief paragraph Dick managed
not only to describe his condition fully,
but delicately to give Covey opportunity
to come through of his own accord. ‘“He’ll
feel better to make the offer hisself” thought
Dick. Now the letter was finished, sealed
and addressed, and after another pipeful
Dick went to bed.

It was on the second morning after, that
Mr. Covey was seated in the cafe of his
hotel with several friends when a bell-boy
gave him Dick’s letter. For a moment he
twisted it in his hands, puzzled by the hand-
writing; even after deciphering the contents,
some meditation was necessary to recall
the identity of the writer.

Mr. Covey’s friends often declared, de-
fiantly, that he possessed many excellent
qualities, among them a trait which enabled
him to turn any incident to the amusement
of his company. Now with a chuckle he
showed his companions this letter, whose
very appecraace suggested a convulsion of
nature. They grinned casually, and after
reading it laughed, though rather in-
quiringly. '

“Am broke; how shall I act?” was the
letter which Cinnamon Dick had‘managed
to write, all on one sheet of paper.

“That is only half the joke” explained
Covey. Me recalled the boy and after
ascertaining that a wire now ran through
Lodestar, wrote the following telegram:
“Act as if you were broke!” So Mr.
Zovey’s wit supplied the climax, and now
the joke was a scream. All the bars were
laughing over i. that night.

Back at Lodestar, when Dick had gone
to work of a morning, Sally washed the
dishes and scoured the cabin with brush
and duster, even to the stone step. Then
she put some lunch into a tin pail and
hurried up the gulch to assist her partner,
who tossed great stones about and swung
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his pick like a titan. Clay’s “monymint”
was to be dug out of the mountain, and their
task taking the nature of devotion, the
partners went about it gravely but not
cheerlessly. Dick even felt a great thank-
fulness that things were no worse; not
everybody had a grateful friend like Mr.
Covey. So the partners worked away for
several days, until the evening Dick went
down to Lodestar to buy some groceries of
Crabbis.

The latter, taking a delicate interest in
his neighbors’ affairs, hinted that he had on
hand a marble monymint—exactly the kind
which Sally would be pleased to see above
her father. To tell the truth entire, Mr.
Crabbis had taken an option on a head-
stone which had once been shipped to
Lodestar and long lain unclaimed at the
express office.

“You may think it a little bit expensive”
said he, ‘“but marble is marble.”

Dick was not one to haggle over the price
of his friend’s gravestone; in fact he was
rejoiced to learn that one could be had.
He could spare the price out of the remit-
tance of the generous Covey, and with
Clay’s memory decently guarded there
would be less difficulty in persuading Sally
to abandon the claim.

“I don’t mind the cost’ he said.

A qualm of fear seized his companion;
Dick was surely taking out stuff to talk like
that. At this moment the express agent,
who was also telegraph operator at Lode-
star, entered the store. “I just dropped
in to see if any of the boys were going up
your way” he said to Dick. “I have a
dispatch for you.”

“A telegraphic dispatch’ repeated Crab-
bis, his long nose quivering with curiosity.
But Dick, equally excited by this tremen-
dous announcement, walked out with the
agent, the dispatch in his hand. Nor did
he become sufficiently calm to read it until
near the cabin; then laying aside his
bundle, he sat down by the trail and broke
the seal.

For a long time after reading and master-
ing the contents Dick remained seated on
the boulder, his floating glance on the dis-
tances which faded with the evening glow.
The red blowing hair gave his head a circle
of angry light, but his expression was mild.

“The pore cheap sport!” he said at last,
and without further thought of Mr. Covey
took up the trail to the cabin.
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Sally was stitching away on the doorstep
in order to catch the first possible glimpse
of her partner returning. “All right, Cin-
namon?’’ she inquired.

“I'm in plum good spirits” assured Dick.
He leaned against the cabin, only nodding
back whenever she looked up to him, theirs
being a partnership of few words and much
silent understanding. :

“Wouldn’t you like to go visitin’ your
cousin down in Frisco sometime?” he in-
quired presently.

“Pa said she had a silk dress for every
day” replied Sally reminiscently, ‘‘but I'm
not sure we’d like it down there.”

“She ain’t goin’ to swaller no bait”
thought Dick despondingly.

Now he had come to the shameful
necessity of passing the hat for Sally. The
boys would surely chip in generously and
the little girl would arrive at her relative’s
with several hundred dollars in her pocket—
enough to show that she was not a pauper.
After telling the boys where to send her,
Dick would immediately strike out into the
mountains—anywhere. In such disgrace,
he couldn’t even tell his partner good-by,
and he was disposed to welcome the very
worst fate which could befall him. How-
ever, one duty by Sally remained to be
done before he skulked away.

Darkness coming on, Sally had for the
moment laid aside her sewing, and Dick
declaring deceitfully that he had forgotten
to buy tobacco down town, went inside to
search his trunk. He knew very well that
it contained no tobacco, and after a guilty
pretense of going through the contents
beneath a lighted candle, surreptitiously
took out a small object tightly wrapped in
paper, which had been buried under sup-
posed ore samples in the bottom. Imme-
diately he blew out the light to conceal
his face, and asked Sally if she would mind
waiting up while he ran down after a piece
of navy.

“You go ahead, Cinnamon” replied she
practically. “I want to see you safe home
from that town before I go to sleep.”

Some distance down the trail Dick tore
- the wrapper from the object in his hand,
and held up to the light of the brilliant
mountain stars a small nugget—one which
Clay and himself had found nearly two
years before. It was of beautiful color,
almost crimson, and the two had decided
on the spot to have it made into rings for

Sally. Perhaps it could even be stretched
into a bracelet. So the nugget was laid
aside, and the partners had often chuckled
over the surprise they had in prospect for
the boss.

Reéntering the store, Dick spoke aside
to Crabbis in regard to the monymint.

“Marble is marble” hinted the latter.

“Gold is gold” replied Dick sternly, and
never did metal give out a redder, duller
gleam than the old man’s eyes at sight of
the nugget.

“We won’t haggle over the bargain” said
Crabbis, and dropped it into his pocket.
“The stun is down to the express ofhce” he
added, and without further words led the
way into the street.

“I s’pose you've come across bigger nug-
gets than this, up the gulch” he suggested
amiably.

“It’s the only one we ever found” replied
Dick rather sadly.

“Of course, of course’” agreed Crabbis
thoughtfully. He devoted a silent moment
to cursing his wife as a most tactless col-
lector, and then resumed: “You understand,
Mr. Cinnamon, our stock of vittles is open
to you; just come in and help yourself any
time and settle when—"

Dick thanked him rather drily and at
the moment they entered the express office
where the agent was always to be found
until the overland stage went through at
midnight. :

The gravestone proved to be a thin sla
of marble which, though not very imposing,
sparkled whitely in the lamplight, Mr.
Crabbis having polished it industriously
with an oiled cloth that very afternoon.

“It is New York marble”” he observed in
a hushed voice:

“Nothin’s too good for Clay” said Dick.
As he stood reverently before the stone,
absorbed in memories, Crabbis beckoned
the agent to a distance.

“What was in that dispatch you gave
Cinnamon this evenin’?” he whispered.

The agent was in debt to Crabbis, and
when the latter supplemented his inquiry
with a threatening gesture, he promptly
repeated the message, adding: “It came
from Covey, who must be that gambler
and mining shark down at Frisco. I
couldn’t make any sense to it.” Well,
Crabbis could make sense of it; his worst
fears were confirmed.

At this moment an exclamation from
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Dick interrupted the confidence. “There’s
a name already on this monymint” he said,
the mild gray eye turning on Crabbis with
a flash of righteous indignation.

“Listen, Mr. Cinnamon” replied the
latter hastily. “I intend to have the name
of Marlow carved on the smooth side.
You see he must have a monymint, and
there’s no other to be had.”

This was a reasonable explanation, but
poor Dick was stunned by the discovery.
Even if he had been inclined to make the
best of the situation and set a defaced
tombstone above his friend, Sally could
not have borne such desecration.

Crabbis scowled at the agent, who moved
back to his desk in the front of the office,
then the former suggested in a wheedling
tone: “S’pose we have a new stun sent up
from Frisco? There’s plenty of time, and
where you’ve found one of these nuggets,
there’s bound to be a lot more.”

“There’s no more” replied Dick moodily.
“We found that one in the gravel near two
years ago, and I tell you we’ve scratched
the gulch over pretty well since that time.”

“Act as if you were broke!” The message
rang through the brain of Crabbis. Cin-
namon Dick was in communication with
Covey, the mining shark; this nugget,
throbbing like a heart in the old man’s wal-
let, proved that he had made a strike.
Why, Covey must be on the way up, and
the entire vein would be under stake in a
week—a day!
heavy wits could deny the strike according
to instructions, but he couldn’t deceive
Crabbis after showing this nugget.

Life in the gold towns was one continuous
gamble; no one escaped the fever, and
Crabbis had enjoyed moments of delirium
over his own modest claims. “Of course
you couldn’t go to such expense if you was
broke” he said, trembling with excitement.

“I am sure broke” nodded Dick with a
vacant eye. On top of his other mis-
fortunes tms disfigurement of the tomb-
sione had come as a crushing calamity;
he must leave Sally without good-by, and
his old partner destitute of simple token
to prove that he was unforgotten.

“God A’mighty!” thought Cinnamon
Dick.

“I will pay seven hundred dollars for a
third share in that claim—on the nail”’
rattled from the dry throat of Crabbis.

Dick did not answer, nor even hear, and
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it is doubtful whether he knew exactly
what he was about when he sat down to
sign the paper which Crabbis drew up at the
agent’s desk.

“I haven’t the gold, but the agent will
take my check on Frisco for a money
order” urged Crabbis, alarmed by the
miner’s apparent hesitancy. Dick signed
laboriously and put the money order in
his pocket.

“Actin’ as my own broker, of course I
subtracted the usual five per cent com-
mission’’ said Crabbis.

Without a word, Dick rose from the desk,
and lifting the stone to his mighty shoulder
went out into the street. A few moments
later he was on the mountain trail climbing
without pause to rest or breathe, till Sally’s
light twinkled into view. Then, walking
stealthily, he crossed the slope to that
sacred spot above the cabin, where he set
down his burden.

In the gravelly earth of Marlow’s grave
he dug a socket for the stone, and setting it
within, packed the soil firmly with his hands.

Sally, determinedly busy in spite of her
uneasiness over Dick’s prolonged absence,
gave a start of fright as he appeared in the
door. His face and hands were smeared
with dirt but he reassured her with a word.
“If you’d please to go with me I'll show you
why I was gone so long” he said then.

Intensely interested by the curious look
of exaltation in Dick’s face, the little girl
followed without question, till they came
near the grave with the stone glimmering
in the starlight.

“It is the monymint” she whispered,
pausing with folded hands. She approached
softly and peered at the lettering visible
but undecipherable beneath the milky way.
“What is under his name?”’ she asked.

“It tells that his pards couldn’t forget
him, if they did go away” replied Cinnamon
Dick.

The little girl stepped back and stood
holding his hand with that strong assertive
grasp of friendship more significant than
any vow. ‘‘He’ll sure take your word for
it” she said. “Now I wouldn’t mind
leavin’ so much.”

“We’ll go by the Overland tonight” Dick
wld her.

Gravely, but not without a certain cheer-
fulness, the partners went about packing
their possessions in two bundles and the
battered box. Only once Sally's brows
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knitted with sudden pain over her task;
this lonely unnoticed departure in the night
seemed a ghastly leave-taking of the old
friendly camp.

“Don’t you think I might tell somebody
good-by, Cinnamon?” she asked. ‘“Mrs.
Crabbis was kind to ask if I would visit her
someday, and she gave me New York satin
shaved down.”

Dick’s brows knitted also, with terrible
apprehension. “I wouldn’t risk it, Sally”
he said ominously. ‘“You see old Crabbis
was took kind of crazy tonight and he is
liable to be mighty violent when comin’ to.”

The girl was concerned to hear of this
misfortune, but a damper being put on
her friendly emotions by the gnashing ap-
parition Dick had raised up, she had nothing
further to say of good-bys.

At the station Dick bought two tickets,
giving the agent his money order in pay-
ment, and requesting some gold and another
order drawn to Sally, in change. In the
stage he gave Sally the order, and divided
the money.

The dreadful experience of the past week
had convinced him that he must not per-
mit Sally to run further risk of humiliation
or hardship. He explained this and drew
a glowing picture of the life she would lead
in Frisco with the rich cousin. At first the
little girl demurred; she did not wish to part
from him, but finally making him promise
to wake her when he left the stage at dawn,
she went to sleep.

At a point nearest the new diggings, Dick
stole guiltily from the stage, several hours
later. There was no station at the spot, but
a trail ran thence to his destination ten

miles distant. He heard the crack of the
driver’s lash, the stage started, and Dick
began trudging along the mountain, wan-
dering several times from the trail like a
man lost. In a sense he was lost, for no one,
not even the driver, knew his destination.
Now Clay was dead with a stranger’s name
above him; Sally was gone among strangers,
so it couldn’t make any difference what

.happened to him.

Suddenly he crept with that peculiar
sensation which comes to a man whose
steps are being dogged persistently, and
turning saw Sally trudging composedly be-
hind. She had kept patient vigil and
climbed out of the stage window the
moment it started, leaving box and bundles
to go where they would.

“I wasn’t goin’ to shake you’ she said.

Cinnamon was deathly ashamed of him-
self for stealing away, and as he hesitated
either to speak or move, Sally took the lead
along the trail. After a time she said over
her shoulder: “I reckon I'd better be boss
’stead of partner. Don’t you ever lie to me
agin, Cinnamon.”

“No mum” he replied weakly. Presently
he ventured: “There’s some women folks
at Cinnabar, so you’ll have company.”

After gazing at him blankly, Sally for the
second time in her life burst into tears.
“You don’t want me to be company to you”
she sobbed.

“I sure do. I was all broke up” declared
Dick with so desperate an air that Sally
laughed through her tears.

“It'd be too far for me to start back,
anyway’’ she said musingly. So the part-
ners turned again to their long, long trail.
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APOTE Croyden’s military career had
Z come to the abrupt close his com-

rades had of late predicted. He was
a fugitive from justice. No harking back
to his war record could do more than
lighten the punishment for the wild thing
he had done; and the poison that had im-
pelled him was still in his veins as he fled
farther into the jungle.

There was little hope for escape, but he
blundered on through the velvety tropical
dusk, floundering hip-deep in the slushy
mud of rice paddies, skirting the nipa
shacks in the clearings, crashing through
the hemp brakes in a flight that had no
other direction than the weird mountain
shapes toward Olongapo and the west.
At dawn he crawled into an abandoned
tienda, covered himself with matting and
fell intd the sleep of utter exhaustion.

He was awakened by the sound of a
horse breaking through the cane. The
noise ceased and Croyden deliberately
heaved up on his elbows and faced the
door, covering it with his heavy army
Colt’s. A shadow fell on the matting
and he took up the creep in the trigger
until only a wish held back the sear spring.
His elbows were steadily supported on the
floor and his aim was true at a point

breast high in the light-square. But he did
not fire.

A slender young officer entered. His
khaki uniform was splashed with mud
but, in spite of fatigue, his face showed
clean-cut and wholesome contours. In his
right hand he carried a bundle tied in a
white linen cloth. He seemed entirely
unconscious of the steadily held revolver.

“Well, Croyden,” he began easily,
“awake at last?”

There was no window in the little hut,
and Croyden strained his eyes for a glimpse
of the expression on the officer’s face.

“Stand still, French,” he ordered “—
and keep your hands as they are.” It
was the first sentence he had spoken in
twelve hours and his voice was harsh and
husky. The officer obeyed but spoke in
a tone of finality and command.

“Put down that gun, Croyden. I could
have taken you any time within the last
two hours—had I chosen.”

Croyden’s brain was numb and leathery,
but he dropped the revolver barrel and
raised to a sitting posture. His shock of
black hair hung disheveled in his eyes.
The flannel shirt was almost torn from his
back. The officer stooped and began open-
ing the bundle he carried.
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“So they sent you to bring me back!”
grunted Croyden resentfully. “You!/ The
colonel otta known better'n that. You
otta known better. Well, I won’t go.”

The officer seemed not to have heard.

“Here’s food” he said in a quiet voice
and well-considered words “—enough for
a little now, and one day’s rations.”

Croyden’s brows contracted perplex-
edly but the officer went on, naming each
article as he laid it out.

“Two suits of clean khaki—they be-
longed to Rhinehart of the Oriental Trad-
ing Company—they should fit. Collars—
underclothes—a hat—"" he paused.

“Did they send you to catch me?”

“That’s not all—civilian shoes, an order-
book and some opened trade letters of the
Oriental Company. Outside you will find
a calesa that will carry you to Dinlupihan.
You can get across the Telegraph Trail
to Subig Bay on a pony, and the Tres
Hermanas clears at noon. Then money—
not more than enough, but all I could
rake together on short notice. I wonder
if that’s all? Oh, yes. Travel first cabin
—that’s vital.”

“Because, if they did send you, you've
no business to-do this. I don’t ask it. I
won’t take it. I only ask ’em to send
another man—and I won’t go back.”

Croyden had gotten to his feet. The
officer placed both hands on his shoulders
and looked earnestly into his face.

“I don’t want you to think ill of me,
Michael—even in this. I'll tell you pre-
cisely what the colonel said when the pa-
trols found your trail leading out of Tubig.
He sent me—but this way—

“ ‘Herrick’ he said, ‘I want you to know
that there isn’t one of us who doesn’t feel
personally and bitterly what peace and con-
sequent inaction and temptation have
done for poor Croyden. He has done as
much as any private soldier can do to keep
the war record of the Sixteenth what it
is and no one likes to think of that sort
of a man as chained between a mestizo
degenerate and a native criminal working
his life out in Bilibid prison.””

“He needn’t have worried” said Croy-
den with a characteristic outshooting of
his under jaw. “He'd never a seen that.”

“The alternative’s no more pleasant.
That’s not all he said. ‘I know how you
feel about Croyden, Herrick,” he went on,
‘You and he were tossed into the world
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at the same rattle of the dice-box—he’s
all the family you’ve got. Now I leave
this business to you—and remember, my
boy, the true test of a man comes often
in his ability to distinguish between rule
o’ thumb duty and the great Right of Mercy
in the way the Finger of the Almighty
traced for it across His Good Green Foot-
stool. There’s no real bad in Croyden.’
That’s what the colonel said.”

Croyden opened his mouth as if to
speak, then his head lowered.

“It’s a mess I’ve made of it—"" he mum-
bled incoherently—“a beautiful mess.”

First cabin traffic on the little T7es
Hermanas was light. There were four
habitués of the smoke-room; a rosy-faced
retired sea-captain on a round-the-world
voyage, a rather objectionable lime-juicer
from Singapore inspecting the distributing
business of a British shipping firm, a ro-
tund and tailored American of the variety
that infests Pullman cars, and a solidly
built young man who omitted to disclose
his condition of servitude, who sometimes
sat smoking and listening to the triangular
controversies across the baize tables but
who spent most of his time on deck or in
his state-room. This young man met the
American’s hand-shake and garrulous
“Danby’s my name, sir, Sam H. Danby of
Newark En Jay, good old United States of
Umerrica,” with ‘“‘Slade—Oriental Trading
—glad to know you.” And, as the chatty
one observed, closed like a steel trap and
you couldn’t pry a word out of him with
a jimmy.

It developed early and often that Danby
was the secretary of the only other cabin
passenger on the Hermanas, a lady in whom
Croyden had taken an immediate if con-
cealed interest.

His life had not been lived under gentle
influences. The only good woman he had
known had been an institution matron
who, after all, was only moral—scarcely
good. There was a great deal about Mrs.
Crownshield that was wholly new and very
pleasing to Croyden.

She was a little woman, past middle age.
Her silvery gray hair was brushed neatly
but not severely back from her low broad
forehead, and her face showed that her life
had fallen in quiet places. It was kind, with
a placid sweetness of which Croyden knew
nothing, but there was in her eyes a look of



Once, sitting in his deck chair, he glanced up to find her looking at him with an absent. half-effaced
smile on her lips

almost ineffable sadness that told of years
lived only in the memory of some past.
Between him and her not a single word was
spoken; but once, sitting in his deck chair,
he glanced up from a year-old magazine to
find her looking at him with an absent,
half-effaced smile on her lips.

Curiosity was not likely long to remain
unappeased in the vicinity of Sam H. Danby
but it was on the third and last evening of
the short voyage that he sat in the smoke-
room company and delivered himself.

“Yes, the old lady hasn’t had what you
might properly call a happy life. She lost
her husband and her little boy, twenty-nine
years ago last fall. Right curious story
when you know it all, too.

“You see, old Crownshield was first a
sea-captain in the China trade, then an
owner, and finally he married and tried to
settle down. But the old duffer was a devil
in drink. Kinder man sober you never
saw—but rum! Well, it was in drink that
he left his wife. Took their three-year-old
boy and shipped for Hong Kong between
the dark and dawn of a single day.”

Danby stopped and patted his chair
arms with his fat hands while he studied
effect. It was a dramatic little story he had
to tell—a story in which he himself had a
small part. But the audience betrayed no
deep emotion. The Englishman smoked
calmly enough. The taciturn young man
was studying a chart on the table (Danby

93



04 Sunset, the Pacific Monthly

noted with satisfaction that the chart was
upside down), and the captain, hands
clasped in lap, thumbs twirling, was looking
dreamily at Croyden.

“Regular bull of a man—old Crown-
shield,” proceeded Danby. ‘‘Had a shock
of iron gray hair that wouldn’t comb—used
to shake it at you when he got mad.”

The Britisher looked inquiringly up. He
didn’t understand “mad,” but Danby
didn’t understand him, and they were quits.

“Crownshield—Crownshield—"" the cap-
tain was rummaging in the ditty-box of his
memory and at length his face lightened,
“—why I used to know that old dog. Lost
on the Federal right off this coast of Samar—
'way back in the eighties. We’'ll pass the
very spot in the next half hour—"

“Ah hah!” interposed the garrulous one,
eager with what he was about to impart,
“that’s what we thought for nearly thirty
years. The old man wasn’t aboard the
Federal. Cholera plague in Honolulu that
year, if you remember, sir?”

The chart slipped from Croyden’s hand
to the floor. The captain ran his stubby
fingers through his hair.

“ Eighty—eighty—thought it was eighty-
one. No, that’s correct. Ships rotted right
in that harbor without a man to pull a
rope.”

“And the old man was taken off the ship.
Died friendless, and except for an old Kanak
woman who nursed him, alone. Then she
died and the kid was lost—we thought him
drowned—what the devil's the matter
with you, Slade?”

“Choked on a bone” stammered Croy-
den, who had suddenly risen to his feet
with a little gasping sound, and now sat
down again. The secretary scarcely noted
the interruption.

“As I was saying, he left the old lady
rich—big rich. But you can imagine how
it all affected her. And then a year ago a
man in the Marine Hospital Service at
Oahu was pawing over what port records
they have and came across the name. Well,
I call it too bad. It waked all kinds of
hopes in Mrs. Crownshicld’s heart. We
searched records for six months and finally
we found that there were two little un-
claimed orphan boys of about the right age
brought over from Honolulu in the spring
of eighty-one and placed in asylums in the
city. We've been tracin’ ’em ever since.
It seems as if one and maybe both of ’em’s

“in the army out here. We can’t be sure of

the names they took.”

“I shouldn’t fancy there’d be any diffi-
culty” suggested Great Britain, “if your
army has any system of enlistment and
muster rolls.” .

“I reckon you'll find our army has just
about as good a system of muster rolls as
yours, Johnny Bull,” defended Danby.
“That ain’t my point.”

“I wasn’t making invidious comparisons.”

“All right. Invidious goes. But that
ain’t my point. It’s this. Suppose she does
find an orphan boy who’s grown up on his
own in a big town like Frisco, and wound
up in the army—"

“Well, s’pose she does " boomed the voice
of the captain.

“But you ought to hear her talk” pro-
tested Danby, “She’s built up an ideal
since she’s had hope. She’s got a mental
picture of that boy that looks like a com-
posite photograph of Sir Gallahad, Saint
Anthony and the Gentleman from Idianny.
Now you know the army as well as I do.
What'll she find at thirty-two? In the first
place, a failure if money talks—and it does.
Anyway, an uneducated rough-neck and
most likely—well, somebody that’ll break
her heart all over again with that blood in
him.”

“Her boy’s her boy” said the captain.
“Women build a lot on their sons. But the
beauty is, they’ll accept the structure as a
marble palace, even if it looks to you and
me like a hen-coop. And I'm here to tell
you that if there's one place where money
don’t measure success, that place is a moth-
er’'s heart, and failure’s plumb forgot.
Love’s the legal tender, and no blunderin’
man’s got no business concoctin’ courses to
the contrary.”

“Very interesting— quite unusual—"
mused the Englishman. “But here’s a per-
plexity. Which of these orphans is the cor-
rect one—er—or had you considered that?”

“That is a point” conceded Danby.
“You see, thishappened on his third birthday
—awful, ain’t it? There was a cake—three
candles, I remember,and a little silver ring.”

“Scarcely likely the little chap’s kept
that through all these vicissitudes.”

“No, it ain’t likely” conceded Danby;
“stranger things have happened. But
we'll cross that bridge when we come to it.
There are family resemblances and the like.
We haven’t seen them yet, you know.”



Danby gave Croyden a searching glance. The captain, his eyes shaded from the lamp by a roughened
hand, was studying Croyden's trembling lips, speculatively and silently

The sea-captain had dropped from the
conversation. He was closely observing
Croyden. Early in the narrative the young
man, casting off completely the indifference
of his stolid reserve, had begun to listen
with an intentness strange to him. The
Englishman’s glance followed the captain’s,
and at length Danby stopped short and all
three were gazing in expectant and sur-
prised silence at the ashen face of this sin-
gularly reticent youth. The story had been
dramatic enough in itself, yet now each man
of them sensed an imminent dénouement
alien to the humdrum of every-day real
life. Croyden seemed to have forgotten the
existence of all save Danby.

“This baby—"’ he asked, and his voice

was strained in a nervous excitement plainly
evidenced in his close-clenched hands and
his breathlessness. ‘‘Did—did you know
about him—had you seen him?”’

“I was brought up in that family. I
hope I saw him.”

Danby gave Croyden a searching glance
and was immediately on the defensive. A
scarcely concealed hostility tinged his words.
The Englishman, pipe half-way from lap to
lip, was rigidly staring as men stare at the
crisis of a closely played game. But the
captain, his eyes shaded from the lamp by
a roughened hand, was studying Croyden’s
trembling lips, speculatively and silently.

“Did he have a mark like this—" Croy-
den fumbled at the buttons of his coat, and
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then impatiently forebore—“like mine—
here—on the point of the shoulder? A
birth-mark that they call a strawberry— or
acloud? A red mark about as big as a silver
dollar on his right shoulder?”

The Englishman turned almost pleading
eyes on Danby. The captain’s glance never
left Croyden’s face, which, strained and
white under the electrics, was agonized by
waiting.

Danby cleared his throat and thrummed
the table reflectively.

“It did not” he said sharply. ‘“There
was not a mark or blemish to distinguish
that child. And another thing, young man.
Perhaps I didn'’t tell all I know. We have
narrowed this business down to two men,
and we know just who we are hunting. Iain’t
altogether the fool I seem, my friend. If I
was there’d be so many heirs to the Crown-
shield estate, you couldn’t throw a rock
without strikin’—on fall or bounce—no
less'n a dozen, and all with gilt-edge creden-
tials.” :

Croyden failed to fcel the innuendo. But
his whole body relaxed. He, turned as if to
go, then reconsidered and faced Danby.

“Of course you're sure about that mark—
T could show you mine. But then if you're
certain—a liltle red birth-mark on the right
shoulder—No? Well, it’s no use.” And he
buttoned up his coat and walked away.

Danby turned to his audience for ap-
proval.

“I fixed him” he boasted, “I reckon
we’ll hear no more from that county.”

“You rode the lad a bit rough, didn’t you,
though?”’ commented the Englishman, and
the captain was more deliberate.

“You're wrong, Danby—dead wrong. If
you want to find out about young Crown-
shield, you best go and apologize to Slade.
He knows him. I've handled men—men of
all kinds, shades and condition, for forty-
five years. You see Slade.”

‘In his state-room Croyden was method-
ically preparing for the end of the first stage
of his journey. He packed his small kit
carefully. From the blank sheets of his
order-book he tore a ruled page. He sat on

the edge of his bunk and painfully formed
these words:

Dear Mrs. Crownshield:

You will find your boy at Camp Stosenberg,
province of Pampanga, island of Luzon. The
only name he knows is French Herrick, but he
he has done that name proud. There was 2 of
us started together in San Francisco so long ago
we don’t remember—me ‘at the Mary Knapp
Orphantage and him at the St. Francis Home
for friendless Children. A man named Boles
brought us from Honolulu after the plaguc.
He has now died. Your boy made good from
the start.

He had to work but he attended night school
and once beat out a examination which put him
in West Point. They will tell you the rest in
the regiment where he is an officer and a gentle-
man with the best.

I didn’t do so well and I'll ask you not to
mention me as it might help them to catch me
which I particular do not want. I heard all
about this from Mister Danby. I couldn’t
help thinking I might be the one, begging your
pardon, but I wasn’t, Mr. Danby proved that
to me. I'm sorry I wasn’t but I’'m glad too
because I ain’t done no good.

Wishing you many happy returns of the day
I will mail this at Vloylo soze you will be sure
to git it before the ship sails but where it won’t
attrac attention to me which I do not want.

Yours very truly,
MicHAEL CROYDEN.

This letter he carefully folded and placed
in one of the Oriental Company’s envelopes.
Slowly he undressed to his light nainsook
underclothes, but he looked down at his
spotless shoulders and replaced his shirt
quickly, after which he switched off the
lights. Across the narrow deck he could
see the sinister outlines of the close hills of
Samar. He sat for a moment on the edge
of his bunk in deep thought, but at the end
seemed fully decided.

He fumbled at his throat and with a quick
jerk broke the piece of silk cord he found
there, drawing the bight up from his besom.
Something small and bright came with it
and this for a moment he weighed medi-
tatively in his hand. Then he took three
steps across the deck and dropped it into
the water.

It was a baby’s little silver ring.



The little ancient tumble-down cabin at Shaw’s Flat is a legitimate hold-over from the olden golden days.
The last of the Shaw Flatters, having gouged the ground, left the Flat full forty years ago

Trailing Bret Harte by Motor
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FTER suffering five years from
motorcaritis: after being waylaid
and robbed any number of times

by bandits who held me up at the point of
a taxi-meter; after having been ambushed
by automobile salesmen and burning count-
less watts of electricity reading catalogues
and that most attractive form of American
literature, to wit, the automobile adver-
tisement, I decided that it was time for me
to prove that I was a human being.

The story starts thusly. I saw an auto-
mobile in a show window and I liked the
color of it. A dapper young man who stood
within saw me window-shopping and de-
tected the yearning look in my eye; so he
came out and gave me his card and asked
me if I didn’t want a demonstration.

““Is that a good car?”’ I demanded. To
some this may seem a foolish question to
ask an automobile salesman. Not so, how-
ever. I had made up my mind to hit him
and buy elsewhere if he replied that it was
absolutely the best car in America at the
price.

“It is a very good car” replied this
admirable youth. “An excellent car—for
the money. Our customers are all well
pleased with their cars. If I sold you that
car I could still look you in the eye when we
meet a year from now.”

Could anything be fairer than that?> I
asked him how much and he told me and I
wrote a check. He thanked me and called
forth a greasy young man from the shop.

“Bill” he said, “take this car, fill her up
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with grease and oil and gas. Put on a $25
speedometer, brass and black enamel, a
brass-mounted bumper and two extra, over-
size, non-skid tires with tire covers.” He
turned to me with a winning smile. “You’ll
need three extra inner tubes, and if I were
you I’d put on a clock and carry an extra
set of spark plugs. You’ll need a robe, of
course. Going touring? You ought to have
a collapsible water bucket and a trunk rack.”

I nodded feebly and Bill said he got me.
I realized this. It was useless to deny a
salesman who used new methods. He,was
bound- to get a hundred and fifty or'so in
extras. “Your car will be ready for de-
livery at nine o’cleck tomorrow morning.
She’ll: be here waiting for you, ready to
start on a trip across the continent.”

. T wasn’t going to cross the continent, but
it pleased me to learn that the car would be
ready when I was. Looking back on it all,
I confess that this statement struck me as
the very acme of salesmanship. It was the
most subtle boost for a car I have ever
heard—and I am still hearing them. We
have a similar art in the writing game. It
is known to the trade as description by
suggestion. Top-notchers use it.

I was in so far by the time that salesman
got through with me that I resolved to get
some of my money back right away—from
whom it did not matter. However, by this
time I had a vague suspicion that all per-
sons connected with the writing game are
easy to impose upon, so I took a leaf out of
that auto salesman’s book. I announced
casually to the editor of SUNsET that I pur-
posed touring Bret Harte’s old stamping-
grounds in the Sierra foot-hills, with a view
to picking up any loose short-story material
Bret might have left around Poker Flat or
Burnt Ridge. By suggestion, the editor
was induced to finance the trip. I got back
all the extras with the exception of the
clock and one spark plug.

Having procured a commission to write
this story, my next move was to find three
congenial souls to accompany me. I an-
ticipated rough roads and I knew the value
of human freight if I was to keep the rear
end of my car in the road. Nevertheless,
on this sacred pilgrimage through Bret
Harte land, I desired no vulgarians in my
tonncau.

I was fortunate in discovering an old
fricnd—a very learned man whose specialty
is bird life. He always speaks of birds

familiarly by their Latin names and is quite
impressive. The Ornithologist said he
would come along if he were allowed to
bring his collie dog. It should have been.
a bird-dog, of course, to be consistent, but
this is a fact story. I agreed, and together
we went to our club and found a newspaper
man glooming in a dark corner. He was
unhappy. He was on his vacation and was
afraid to leave town for fear something
might happen to it while he was away.
Like most of his species he was suspicious.
He questioned my driving ability, but
finally consented to come. Here, then,
were the three souls I had been seeking. 1
am sure that dog has a soul, albeit a lost

-one.

An Ornithologist, a Journalist, a collie
dog and an Author! Fine combination. ¥e
started, and with the perversity and gener2l
inconsistency one might reasonably expect
of such a quartette, we left San Franciscd
on the 6:15 p. m. boat. I oiled up again on
the boat to be perfectly certain about it,
the Ornithologist studied the seagulls and
the Journalist said it was a perfectly fool
idea starting out without dinner. However,
we lit the lamps at the Oakland mole and
scorched to Livermore without accident,
arriving there at eight o’clock. Here we
terminated the hunger strike and continued
on to Stockton in the moonlight, over a
splendid road.

We arrived at Stockton at eleven-thirty
without having missed fire once. I was so
pleased with my new car that I hated to put
it in the garage, excellent as the facilities
were. I was torn between a desire to drive
all night or go to bed in the tonneau. But
the Journalist was inexorable. He wanted
sleep. He did not get it. Neither did I, for
the Ornithologist chained his dog in the
basement of the Hotel Stockton and the
animal barked all night. The Ornithologist
slept soundly. He was used to his own
dog. Mine host, Wagner, was good-natured
about it, however. He went into his office
to dig up some maps and road information,
and while his back was turned we left.
The night clerk would have challenged the
Ornithologist had we lingered until the day
clerk relieved him.

Leaving Stockton, we rolled out along a
beautiful boulevard through a delightful
farming country toward Farmington.

“The old Stockton road to the mines”
the Journalist announced sonorously. He



The collie dog should have been a bird dog, of course, to be consistent, but this is a fact story.
I am sure that dog has a soul, albeit » lost one

sat in front with one eye on the touring
book and the other on the speedometer.
We had to depend upon him entirely to save
us from getting lost, and I must say he was
faithful to his trust. Realizing that I was
busy at the steering wheel he did his best to
provide the local color for this story.
“Fifty years ago,” he continued, ‘“this
boulevard was a rutty trail choked with red
dust or red mud. Along its course the wild
ruinous route of fortune-hunters surged,
bound to the Mother Lode for their for-
tunes, or to San Francisco with them. On
foot, on horseback, muleback and burro-
back and in the old Stockton-Sonora stage
coaches the red-breasted red-shirted lusty
miner, the sleek well-groomed black-mus-

tached pale-faced gambler and the outcasts
of Poker Flat mingled joyously together
along this historic highway. Today, as we
buzz by in a motor car we see kind-faced
cows, a little boy driving a flock of turkey-
gobblers and farmers plowing in their fields.
What a contrast! What a commentary on
the march of pro—"

A large horned owl hooted at us from a
near-by tree.

“Ah! A bubo virginianus” interrupted
the Ornithologist. It was like that man to
butt in and spoil everything.

“Farmington! Turn left” commanded
the Journalist, coldly consulting the guide
book. The Ornithologist demurred. He
said he ought to stop and have one; so we
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stopped. and while we were having it the
dog discovered a large pet brown bear in the
yard of the place where we were. The
Ornithologist rushed out to save the dog,
the Journalist followed to save the Orni-
thologist, and the barkeep followed to save
both. So I do not remember much about
Farmington. We left in a hurry. Sorry,
too. The Stockton boulevard ends here.
From Farmington we followed a
very fair country road through a
pleasant countryside. Presently the
Journalist shouted: “Twenty-eight
Mile House. Here’s where Jack
Hamlin ran a poker game.”
“We might have another” sug-
gested the Ornithologist absently.
“I don’t see any pzt bears with
an appetite for dog, and we mustn’t
pass up any local color on this
historic old road.”
So we stoppedanda woman came
to the door. We asked her if she
had any local color and she said
“No”; that this was Stanislaus
county and it had just gone dry.
She proffered near-beer, and the
Journalist crept back to the <ar.
“How times have changed on the
old Stockton-Sonora road” he
murmured, and not another word
was spoken until we entered a
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canyon and came to a sad dusty
dejected little hamlet.  The
Journalist proved by the touring
book and the speedometer that
this was Knight's Ferry. We
crossed the Stanislaus river here.
Old man Knight is gone and the
Ferry has been supplanted by a
long covered bridge. The Orni-
thologist said he was as dry as
Knight’s Ferry. That was his idea
of a joke.

The dinner we had in the hotel at

Knight’s Ferry was mine. I shall
never forget it. We had Lima
beans, white beans boiled, brown
beans baked, string beans and a
dark brown mixture made from
alleged coffee beans. Also we had
soup, soup-meat and dried apple
pie. To those desirous of trailing
Bret Harte by motor I recommend
a lunch basket and a thermos
bottle at Knight’s Ferry.

After leaving Knight’s Ferry one
commences the gradual upward climb to the
Sierras. It is not a difhcult or dangerous
grade. Tt was mostly third-gear work on
my car, which was equipped with four
speeds forward. The road was surprisingly
good, considering the fact that apparently
no work had been done on it since just after
the Civil War. The road-bed is hard and
flinty, with worn uneven surfaces but no

Doubtless the mines will hboom again, but the days of old,

like the gallant crew that mustered them in,
are gone forever
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abrupt ruts. There is no great
danger to springs.

As you leave the Stanislaus the
aspect of the country changes mate-
rially. It is a barer, harsher, dryer
country, and houses are few and far
apart. Between Knight’s Ferry
and Keystone (a spoonful of gas will
take you through Keystone) I do
not recall much that was pleasing
to us that uneventful day except
the continuous droning of beetles.
Otherwise it was an extremely
silent country. Turning to the left
at Keystone (the right fork, as I
remember it, being the road to
Yosemite Valley via Big Oak Flat)
we motored several miles up a
gentle grade and about three o’clock
in the afternoon we sighted Table
mountain.

- Table mountain by any other
name would be just as popular. It
is apparently a huge deposit of
black malpais, flat on top. It is
a fair-sized hill. I had expected quite a
mountain and I was disappointed. The
Ornithologist, who claimed to know all
about it, declared Table mountain to have
been the home of M’liss. The Journalist
said M’liss lived on Red mountain and this
alleged mountain was black, so the Orni-
thologist subsided. Subsequently we in-
quired for Red mountain all along the

101

“Jimtown' is a pretty little village, with one main street
lined with beautiful shade trees and old houses

route, but never found it. In fact, by the
time we had finished trailing him, we were
all satisfied that Bret had trifled consid-
erably with his geography.

We skirted around the southern base of
Table mountain and at four o’clock we en-
tered Jimtown (with apologies to the citi-
zens of Jamestown, Tuolumne county).
We had reached the land of California

romance at last, but—

“Where are all those red-shirted
miners with the navy revolvers and
the bowie knives down their boot-
legs?”” 1 demanded. We had
passed a large stamp-mill below
Jimtown, but the Bret Harte miner
was not there. The fact is, he has
perished from the earth and Jim-
town knows him no more. The
Italian works for less money and is
moderately peaceable.

But that is about the only change
that has come over Jimtown. It
is a pretty little village, with one
main street lined with beautiful
shade trees and the old houses that
the Argonauts builded years ago.
A Sabbath peace brooded over it.
Dogs were plentiful and friendly.
The ubiquitous barefoot boy passed
on his way home from school, and
favored us with a shy toothless

“The Three Partners lived in that old cabin.” remarked the

Journalist. ““and I'll bet a dollar they hanged
Red Pete at Sawmiil Flat”



Steve Gillis was the only chemically pure specimen of Bret-Harte-land that we met.
Only the rim! The crown had vanished with early California romance

a straw hat. I mean that.

smile. There was no harsh discordant note
in Jimtown. Not even a pool-ball clicked.
The proprietors of several saloons heard
us arriving, came to their doors, looked at
us, waited a decent period for us to do the
right thing, and vanished. The Jimtown
editor quit setting type and peered out at
us, decided that we were unimportant
arrivals, and got down to business again.

I thought that, in the event of being or-
dered to a rest cure, I would go to peaceful
old Jimtown. We sat around for an hour,
looking up at the hills and sniffing the pine-
scented air, and then the Ornithologist
went nosing around and stirred up a dog
fight. Nobody paid any attention, so,
despairing of romance, we were on the
point of leaving, when we met an old-timer
who suggested that we go over to Jackass
Hill and interview Steve Gillis. This Ar-
gonaut could tell us nothing about Bret
Harte, but he had been intimate with an-
other celebrated gent of that stirring period,
Mr. Lying Jim Townsend. He told us a
story about him. It seems Mark Twain
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helped Jim Gillis build a cabin on Jackass
Hill. The cabin was so small that Lying
Jim remarked to the immortal Twain that
if he ever expected to live in the cabin, he
would have to grease himself to get in and
use a corkscrew to pull himself out.

To Jackass Hill, therefore, we decided to
emigrate. We thanked the old-timer and
departed from Jimtown, following a fine
road up a pretty pine-clad canyon, and after
fifteen minutes of motoring turned down
the main street of the county-seat, Sonora.

Thus ended our first day’s journey. We
had made it without accident and without
haste, lingering along the road when the
mood seized us, and enjoying every mile
of the trip.

Sonora is worth a visit at any time. It
is a bright nice lively little town, built in a
hollow in the hills at an elevation of about
1500 feet. However, although we hunted
hard and diligently, we failed to find a trace
of any spot made famous by Bret Harte.
The Ornithologist said there wasn’t any
romance in Sonora. However, about



A wayside fountain, in the region of romance made famous by Bret Harte and Mark Twain. The mountains are
there, the streams, the whispering pines, but the " Heathen Chinee'” has abandoned tha laundry for the truck farm

midnight we did have one glimpse of ancient
local color.

We were roused from slumber by the
furious ringing of a bell, and in an instant
the entire population of Sonora was in the
main street. A crowd of men and boys ran
to a shed close to our hotel, dragged out an
old thirty-man power fire engine and tore
out of town with-great gusto. The Jour-
nalist said the garage was afire, so we flew
to save the car. Finding it in no danger, we
cranked up and ran to the fire, and when
we arrived the fire was out. I have seen
many fires in large cities, but I do not recall
any fire horses getting to the scene of action
half so quickly as those Sonora citizens.
It was a splendid exhibition of the public
interest in fires and the terror a fire still in-
spires in a mining town. The gallant old
volunteer fire companies of the fifties had
nothing on the present generation of Sonora
males, and they don’t wear red shirts cither.

Leaving Sonora next morning we mo-
tored over to Columbia, passing en route
several of the huge quartz mines which give

employment to the vast majority of Sonora’s
laboring men.- Passing up a gulch a few
miles beyond Sonora we came across the
first evidences of that old placer mining of
which Harte has written so convincingly.
The hillside and the bottom of the gulch
still bore tribute to the activities of half a
century ago. The land was gophered,
gouged, tossed and tumbled in great red
heaps and depressions. Every square inch
of it had been combed for gold. It lay now,
in ruinous disorder, clogged with ancient
piping and decayed sluice boxes. A farmer
had smoothed off several acres of these old
red corrugated “slickens” to form an at-
tractive truck garden. Bret Harte probably
wrote about that old “Bar,” but there is
nothing left now to identify it. .
Up out of this despoiled gulch we passed,
out onto a plateau covered with a feeble
and scrubby growth of mountain-pine tim-
ber. To our left rose the skeleton of an
ancient sawmill. This was Sawmill Flat.
Like the gulch we had just passed, Saw-
mill Flat had had its day. The timber of
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Sawmill Flat lies scattered underground in
the deserted mines of the Mother Lode.

“We’re getting into Bret Harte land now”’
remarked the Journalist as we debouched
onto the old Overland trail that leads
through Sonora Pass. ‘“Look down there.
The Three Partners lived in that old cabin,
and over there on that hillside Salomy Jane
kissed the horse-thief. There’s the old
trail down which the posse took him and
Red Pete. I'll bet a dollar they hanged Red
Pete at Sawmill Flat.”

We stopped the car and walked a quarter
of a mile across Shaw’s Flat to a little
ancient tumbledown cabin. It was a
legitimate hold-over from the olden golden
days. Around it hundreds of acres of old
placer workings testified to the furious
activities of the former denizens of Shaw’s
Flat. Shaw’s Flat had originally been a
plain strewn with tumbled white lava, like
great clinkers. In the infancy of the world
the erosion from the surrounding hills, carry-
ing the gold with it, had poured out onto the
Flat, until with the passage of centuries the
lava clinkers had mercifully been hidden.
In 1850 Shaw’s Flat must have been a
pleasant meadow, but in less than ten years
man had sluiced away the red dirt and
exposed the horrible naked lava clinkers
again. Having despoiled Shaw’s Flat they
left it thus, an abandoned graveyard of
ruined hopes. ’

On the hillside above it stands St. Anne’s
Catholic church with a cemetery around it.
It is long since mass has been celebrated in
St. Anne’s, for only the dead reside in
Shaw’s Flat now. The last of the Shaw
Flatters, having gouged the ground be-
tween the graves and under the church, left
the Flat full forty years ago.

From Shaw’s Flat to Columbia is but a
few minutes’ run. We had passed through
Columbia before we were aware of it, so we
circled back through three blocks and
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finally we saw a man. He kept a saloon, so
we got out to interview him.

Here was a typical saloon of the old days.
The old black-walnut bar imported from
goodness knows where, ®the rows of old
lithographs along the age-discolored walls
depicting “Scenes In The Life Of A Fire-
man,” old trotting-horses whose names are
forgotten, old gladiators of the London
prize ring, all bore pathetic evidence of the
glad old days. Too well they told the story
of romantic bustling old Columbia, the
town that has not only stood still, but has
gone steadily backward - while the years
flowed on. In a glass case on the wall of a
rear room I found a large banner of faded
red silk, upon which was emblazoned in
letters of tarnished gold: |

PRESENTED.TO
ENGINE CompANY No. 2
CoLuMBIA FIRE DEPARTMENT
By THE LADIES OF COLUMBIA.
DEc. 12, 1862.

Unbelievable! Columbia had once had a
real fire department with at least two fire
engine companies! It was pitiful. We met
an old man there (he had been born at
Shaw’s Flat) who told us that in his boy-
hood Columbia and Shaw’s Flat had a popu-
lation of 25,000 and there had been serious
talk of moving the State Capital up there.
I doubt if the old camp contains more than
a hundred souls now. Even the city is
gone! I imagine they burned it for fuel
when the boom times vanished.

We went across the street to an imposing
single-storied stone warehouse, the relic of
a blasted faith in the future of Columbia.
An elderly druggist was in business in that
portion facing the main street, and in the
rear of his store we saw a huge steel vault.
It was filled with bottles. Once it had held
deposits of $60,000,000 in gold dust! In the
pride of their youth such men as James G.

Just as T was thinking of turning the ear into the hank and wreeking it. we flew out onto the big concrete
bridge that has taken the place of Kobinson's Ferry. We had reached the bottom of the canyon of the Stanislaus
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Fair, John W. Mackay, James Flood and
George Hearst had swapped lies about their
claims. Fair it was who imported the vault
and did a banking business buying gold-
dust from the miners. At least so the drug-
gist informed us. He also told us of an-
other California multi-millionaire who used
to run a saloon across the street. The price
of a drink was a pinch of gold-dust such as
one can grasp between the thumb and fore-
finger. It is said of this man that he was
careful to employ barkeepers with extra
large thumbs.

We looked into the deserted old shack
where J. B. Stetson, who afterwards helped
to found the huge hardware house of Hol-
brook, Merrill & Stetson, started his life in
California as a humble tinsmith.

Columbia was a lonely old place. Every-
thing reminded us of the ruinous flight of
time, and the Ornithologist declared that
if we stayed there another hour he expected
to wither and fall to pieces; so down the
grade we went to Tuttletown. We wanted
to see the old store where Mark Twain had
sold molasses and other provender.

So we descended on Tuttletown. We did
not find it. Finally we met a prospector
and asked him about it.

“Why,” he said, “you passed it a mile
back!”

We retraced our course and found Tuttle-
town. I will guarantee to burn Tuttletown
in fifteen minutes. All there is to Tuttle-
town is a barn or two, a house or two and a
watering trough. However, a man we met
there (one of the dozen inhabitants) took
exception to our ill-concealed surprise at
learning this was Tuttletown. It was
pathetic to hear him stick up for the old
camp. He wouldn’t leave Tuttletown for
anything. I imagine he sits on the porch
of the local saloon and ‘“hotel” waiting for
the boom times to come again. He said
there was considerable activity right now!
Somebody had revived an old hole in the
ground up the hillside and four men had
been put to work! And this was the echo
of the old Bret Harte days, the wreck of the
stirring scenes of Mark Twain’s “Rough-
ing It.”

We sped down the Tuttletown road, pass-
ing the branch road to Jackass Hill. It was
a road built primarily for jackasses and
none but a jackass would attempt to motor
to the crest. We decided to continue on to
Melone’s and walk back to Jackass Hill.
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The road from the western base of Jackass
Hill to Melone’s is the only portion of the
tour through Bret Harte land to be avoided
—and we did not know how to avoid it.
Following a smooth but very narrow road,
we came out on the very apex of a moun-
tain, turned a complete figure eight in less
than eighty feet, plunged around a corner,
headed down-grade—and stopped short!

Below us, sweeping east and west, lay
the canyon of the Stanislaus. We had
circled back to it. The mountains rose on
each side of the valley, and far below us we
could see the river with its sandy bars where
the Bell-ringer of Angels worked out his
little life tragedy. The thunder of a huge
stampmill filled the canyon with a muffled
steady roar, “the river sang below’ and
the pine-clad mountains above were bathed
in a blue mist. -

But the rutty tortuous trail hacked along
the side of the mountain, that slid away to
the Stanislaus eight hundred feet below at
an angle of sixty degrees, caused me to
gasp. A forty-five per cent pitch lay di-
rectly in front of me and I wanted to turn
back, but that was not possible. I kad to
go ahead, so I went into the low gear and
started gingerly down on compression, with
the hand-brake to steady her. We slipped

,and skidded down that awful road for a

mile. All that saves a motorist from skid-
ding to his destruction on this grade is the
fact that the road is wide. The pioneer who
made that road had allowed for freight
wagons skidding under the brakes.
Presently we struck a particularly steep
pitch and the car, despite the fact that my
wheels were locked, started to get away
from me. Just as I was thinking of turning
it into the bank and wrecking it, we flew
around a corner and out onto the big con-
crete bridge that has taken the place of
Robinson’s Ferry. We had reached the
bottom of the canyon of the Stanislaus.
We stayed at Melone’s all the afternoon.
We partook of lunch at a miner’s boarding
house, and after the meal, while the Orni-
thologist went scouting along the river
for bird life, the Journalist and I climbed
the trail back to Jackass Hill. On the very
crest of Jackass Hill we found a pleasant
little wooded plateau with a neat cabin on
it. And in the doorway of the cabin, read-
ing, with his spectacles tilted high on
his forehead, we found the genial Mr.
Steve Gillis, sole survivor now of that
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great-hearted old guard whose hospitality
made Jackass Hill the rendezvous for Bret
Harte and Mark Twain.

Mr. Gillis was the only chemically pure
specimen of Bret-Harte-land that we met.
He is a kindly, witty old gentleman, remind-
ing one of Santa Claus, only Mr. Gillis wore
spectacles and the rim of a straw hat, vint-
age of 1887. I mean that. He wore only
the rim! The crown had vanished with
early California romance. Feeling entirely
at home on Jackass Hill, as literary persons,
more or less, we ventured to remark on his
striking choice of headgear, so he told us the
story. It appears that Mr. Steve Gillis is a
Democrat of the old school, and believes in
a tariff for revenue only. When he bought
that hat it cost him a dollar. Now the same
hat would cost him five, so this remarkable
man has registered a solemn oaths not to
buy a new hat until he can do so without
being robbed by an outrageous protective
tariff.

He was boyishly glad to see us. Yes, he
had known Bret Harte; had worked with
him on the old Golden Era in San Francisco.
He spoke feelingly of his dead brother, Jim
Gillis, Mark Twain’s old friend, and took
us down the road to an ancient grass-grown
hole under an oak tree. Jim Gillis was a

pocket-hunter and it appears that upon

a certain day in the long ago he was working
in this old hole, looking for a ‘“pocket.”
He found one that netted him eight hundred
dollars, and about two minutes after the
blow of his pick had opened up the treasure
a shadow darkened the hole and Jim Gillis
looked up. He saw a young man looking
down at him.

That young man was Francis Bret Harte.
He had walked over from Angels that day
and by mistake had left the main road to
Tuttletown and followed the old stage trail
up Jackass Hill. He was tired, hungry and
penniless. He knew not where he would
rest his head that night nor where his next
meal was coming from. So Jim Gillis solved
the problem. For several days Bret ate
Jim’s groceries and shared his blankets and
then the generous Jim gave Harte his fare
to San Francisco, twenty dollars and a letter
to his brother Steve, then employed on the
Golden Era. Arrived in San Francisco,
Steve’s influence obtained for Harte a posi-
tion on that journal, and it was shortly
thereafter that his rise to fame commenced.
If I may judge from a certain reticence in
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Steve Gillis’ manner, I imagine Harte for-
got to look the Gillis boys up after that.

The Journalist mentioned Mark Twain.
All reticence vanished.

“Sam Clemens! Well, sir, Sam Clemens
was my friend, the dearest and best good
fellow that ever lived. You know I was
to have been his second in that famous duel
he almost fought with the editor of the
Virginia City Union. Tell you a funny
story about that. You know Sam was a
rotten shot with a six-shooter, and I made
him go into training for that duel. Used to
take him out in one of the little swales back
of Virginia City and make him practice.
One morning, while we were banging away
at a target, I became so disgusted with Sam’s
marksmanship that I seized the pistol, de-
claring I would show him what good shoot-
ing was. A sparrow sat on an adjacent sage-
bush and I fired at the sparrow. By great
good luck I took the bird’s head off and
without a flutterit settled on the sage-bush—
just wilted right there. I handed the gun
to Sam and crossed over to look at the bird,
and just as I reached the poor little martyr,
the Union man came over the crest of the
swale with his seconds. It appears they
had their man out practicing also.

““Well, gentlemen, they took in that tab-
leau. Across the swale stood Sam with the
smoking revolver in his hand, and close by
thedbush I stood, just lifting the headless
bird.

“ ‘Steve,” said one of the enemy’s seconds,
‘did Sam Clemens kill that sparrow at that
distance?’

“ ‘Hit him?’ I lied. ‘Well, I should say
so. That’s no shooting for Sam Clemens,’
and I’d no sooner said it than the editor of
the Union dropped his pistol and yelled:

“‘He’s a damned assassin! I won’t fight
him,” and forthwith he fled back to his
editorial sanctum. I told Sam to forget
about that duel then, but no, he wouldn’t
take my advice; had to go and publish a
copy of his fool challenge in the Enterprise
and make fun of his enemy. There was a
law against duelling or issuing a challenge
in Nevada, and the Grand Jury was in ses-
sion at the time. About ten o’clock that
night I got the quiet tip that we were both
to be indicted—Sam as the principal and I
as his second; so we quit our jobs on the
Enterprise at midnight and ducked out of
Virginia City and came to San Francisco.
I tell you, those were the great old days.”
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We agreed with him. But Jackass Hill
is sad and lonely now, and the sole survivor
of those great old days has come back to
Jackass Hill to end his days on its summit.
And he says Jackass Hill that yielded mil-
lions has only been scratched over! We
admired his loyalty. We chatted with him
for an hour and shook his firm old hand and
wished him well. We hated to leave him,
but we had not his abiding faith in the
future of Jackass Hill and we did not in-
tend to come back. Should we ever do so
Steve Gillis will not be there. He will be
talking over the old days with Sam Clemens
beyond the Great Divide.

We returned to Melone’s by the simple
process of falling off Jackass Hill and pick-
ing ourselves up on the river bank. We
made inquiries for the Wingdam road, down
which so many of Bret Harte's heroes
dashed on their foam-flecked steeds, but
were unable to find it. In fact, I am fully
convinced that the citizen of whom we
made inquiry considered us a little weak in
the upper story. We asked for Poker Flat
and Red Mountain and Sandy Bar, and he
said he had some chores to attend to and
left us. So we climbed a wide but horrible
grade, which has a long sad history of
broken differentials, and climbed safely out
of that canyon. My advice to motorists is
to stay out. If you must motor to Angels,
go back from Sonora to Knight’s Ferry and
cross the river into Calaveras county far-
ther down in the foot-hills.

We spent the night at Angels—Angels
Ca.mp, it used to be—in the Hotel Angels,
in the bar of which Mark Twain was so im-
pressed with the antics of the celebrated
Jumping Frog of Calaveras. I believe An-
gels owes its fame to the Jumping Frog and
one or two mines.

In the morning we speculated on going
over to Milton to see the schoolhouse where
Harte had taught school, but, so far as we
could learn, nobody in Calaveras county
had ever heard of Bret Harte as a fellow-
citizen and it was the general opinion of all
hands that if there had been such a school-
house it had long since disappeared. In-
stead, we took a pleasant run over through
Vallecito, Douglas Flat and Murphy’s, up
to Mercer’s Cave. For fifty cents each a
country youth took us down into Mercer’s
-Cave and showed us a bewildering array of
stalactites and stalagmites with fanciful
names. The trip to this cave is through a
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interesting.

We got back to Angels about two o’clock,
filled up with oil and gasoline and made the
run over to San Andreas in something over
an hour. At San Andreas the Ornithologist
met a long-lost relative, a mining engineer,
who showed us a heap of “jewelry rock”
from the Mother Lode that caused us to
have a healthier respect for the faith of the
few remaining old boys who claim that the
boom times will come again. Doubtless the
mines will boom again, but the days of old,
the days of gold, like the gallant crew that
mustered them in, are gone forever, and
there will be no return. The mountains are
there, the streams, the whispering pines.
The red dust hangs in the air long after
one’s car has disappeared, but the Indian is
gone, the “Heathen Chinee” has abandoned
the laundry for the truck farm, and no
self-respecting man will play poker with
him any longer. The Italian emigrant is
abroad in the land of Bret Harte romance, .
but with the exception of that dip down
into Melone’s the road is good and the tour
is well worth taking.

We slipped down an easy grade along the
north fork of the Stanislaus after leaving
San Andreas at four o’clock, and at six
o’clock we had descended from the foot-
hills. Passing through Valley Springs and
French Camp we flew onward through the
valley, struck the Sacramento-Stockton
asphaltum boulevard presently and arrived
at the Hotel Stockton at half-past nine that
night.

The next day was Sunday, so we slept
late and in the afternoon motored back to
San Francisco, via Livermore, Pleasanton
and Niles canyon. During the entire trip
(counting our side trips, of which we made
one or two which were not particularly in-
teresting and due to errors on the part of
the Journalist, the official guide) we had
traversed nearly six hundred and fifty
miles, without a puncture or a blow-out or
in fact a single minor delay.

I have but one grief over that most en-
joyable tour. I had appointed that con-
founded Ornithologist our official photog-
rapher and sent him out to buy films in
Stockton. He purchased some at least a
year old, and the result was chaos in the
pictorial record of our trip. I will never
again undertake a trip with an Ornithol-
ogist.
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Long before sunrise there had assembled the patient nueleus of the long line of fans at the box office

A CORNER IN BONEHEADS

By OLIN L.LYMAN
Autnor of: The Vacation of Bad Bill

INustraied by Maurice Logan

mained in Gilead and that Woe was

king, one had at this moment only to
behold the spangled visage of Eddie Jaffray,
manager of the Catterton base-ball team.
He huddled in the chair before his untidy
desk, hands in his trouser pockets, his gaze
absently fixed upon an infinity of gloom. His
. freckles, ordinarily rosy spot-lights of op-
timism, seemed direly pale and dead. One
would almost have looked in the corner,
dimming with the approach of twilight, for
little raven jinxes carrying valises of Dull
Care. So Jaffray sat alone in his little office,
going down—and down—and down. . . ..
Suddenly there came a gradual change.
Without realizing it, the manager’s gaze had
lifted to an accustomed object upon the wall
over his desk. At first he looked uncon-
sciously, then a slowly dawning light
drowned the shadows in his brooding eyes.
For the unnumbered time in a career of
vexing problems Jaffray proved that the
spirits of a freckled man are elastic. For
the thousandth time he read the words which
some cheerful idiot had assembled for that
particular calendar, and for the thousandth
time he shooed the sad shade of trouble by
grace of a sympathizing, whimsical grin:

TO know absolutely that no balm re-

110

“When the whole blame world seems gone to pot,
And business is on the bum,
A two-cent grin and a lifted chin
Help some, my boy, help some.”

“The guy that spilled that stuff had the
right dope.” i

In his abstraction Jaffray had heard no-
body come in. Now he whirled in his chair
to confront the Catterton captain, Jack
Rhoades, who stood pensively regarding
the calendar.

“All the same,” supplemented Rhoades,
‘‘he never had nothin’ to do with the runnin’
of a bonehead ball team.”

Jaffray’sgringrewintoalaugh. Rhoades’
blithe assaults upon the English language
always amused him. The captain had been
a college man, and so far as the graces of
culture were concerned he had seemed con-
sistently since to be trying to live it down.
At any rate the diamond had been his mag-
net from the beginning and he had “jumped”
the class-room in his junior year.to cover the
third sack for a team in one of the bush
leagues. He was still covering third, but
for the past five years, following a steady
climb, he had been one of the shining lights
of the Catterton team, idolized by that por-
tion of the base-ball world as chanced to be
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Catterton rooters and as inevitably hated by
other segments of the great circle.

If possible, Rhoades was at this instant
more forlorn in appearance than Jaffray had
been a moment before, though there was
nothing of sad resignation in it. He glow-
ered venomously, he chewed at a toothpick
as a bull pup might chew another canine.

“What’s the grief, pal?”’ inquired Jaffray
with mild irony, meanwhile supposing that
the captain’s concern had to do merely with
generalities. It could be no new specific
thing; everything had happened. Yet a
shaft remained. Lightning-like the Somber
Rhoades now launched it.

“Bill Salzer’s married.”

“Married?”

Jaffray fairly screeched the word in as
shuddering horror as if Rhoades had an-
nounced that the crack Catterton pitcher
had been murdered. Rhoades nodded
glumly.

“I suppose it’s her!” The final word was
pronounced with an indescribable inflection.

“Aw, yes, it’s her.”

Then Jaffray lifted desolate eyes to high
heaven, via the dingy ceiling, and voiced in
lurid phrase his woe renewed. ‘“Can you
beat it? I ask you as a pal, can you beat it?
Why was I ever born, Eliza? Ain’t it awful
to be conscientious, Jack? It's such a
handicap. If it wasn’t for that I could start
out and kill the whole gang and then dance
on their graves.” He gazed helplessly at
Rhoades, who shook his head gloomily and
remained mute.

“They say an ump has a sad life”’ con-
tinued the manager in hollow tones. ‘“Why,
say pal, the mournfulest ump that ever
dodged a pop bottle was a laughing hyena
of joy compared to me. It’s a wonder they
haven’t got me in the detention ward. Six
weeks ago we had a real team with a twelve-
game lead in the race for the rag. Now
we’ve got just two games to the good with
the Monuments throwing ’er on the high and
coming into the stretch on two wheels. It’s
got to be a case of ‘Get out o’ my way, turtle,
or I'll step on you!” They’ve got everything:
what have we got?”

He fairly squealed it, pawing the air and
glaring at his captain while his freckles
deepened in a choleric glow. Rhoades said
nothing, but bit clean through his toothpick.

“I’ll tell you what we’ve got” continued
Jaffray with mounting resentment. ‘“We’ve
got absolutely the niftiest collection of bone-
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heads that have been herded since the old
snake first fooled Adam with his curves.
A corner in boneheads, that’s what it is—
we’ve got ’em all. Here’s that boob of a
Lefty Russell breaks out for the very first
time in ten years, and he’s due for the gold

- cure if he keeps it up. Bill McQuirk, second

batter in the league, beats up an umpire, and
our honored president—blast him !—hangs
loafer Bill up by the heels to dry for Lord
knows how long. Kevin, the beautiful
shortstop, breaks his shin-bone, and hot-
foot to the hospital for him. Good-night!
The pitchers work like they’ve got hook-
worm disease, the fielders stand still and fall
down and try to catch the ball with their feet,
the batters hit at it the next day, everybody
in the infield falls over everybody else !’

He leaned forward, his accusing eyes
boring deep into Rhoades’ shadowed soul.
“And now,” he hissed, “Bill Salzer gets
married!”’

“What’s the use of glarin’ at me?” in-
quired Jack, with heavy sarcasm. “I
ain’t her.” ,

Eddie swept on without heeding him.
“What good has he been, anyway, since he
got the crush on his dame, what? Used to
be the crack pitcher of the league, used to be
its scrappiest guy in the coaching box.
Used to be able to spill language that had
rattlesnakes and darning-needles in it, used
to have the opposition so locoed they looked
like an old ladies’ home. And now, since
the little god of love got him by the gizzard,
how is he now? Why, he’d kiss an umpire
if the boob would let him, him that only two
months ago could tell an ump where he
could go in more ways than I ever heard in
my sad young life. Why, he’ll stand now
and grin forgiving grins when he ought to
be tearing grass and spinning on one ear in
righteous indignation. And when he’sin the
box he’ll wind up like he was doing it to the
strains of the ‘Spring Song,” and when he
puts it over and the batter hits it he’ll stand
dreamy-eyed and watch it like he thought
it was a dove with wings on it, flying to her,
yelping ‘The Robert E. Lee’ in some dinky
one-night stand !”’

He paused long enough to groan, then
resumed his tragic monologue. ‘“And now
it will be worse. I said to him a month ago,
when I caught him one day in the hotel with
a letter-head trying to draw a picture of her,
I said ‘Bill, you’ve got it bad, but promise
me that you won’t get married till we win
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the pennant’ Gee! he flushed up like a
fire without any insurance and he promised.
Yes, he had it bad, you ought to have seen
that picture. It's funny, but love would
make a hod-carrier think he designed the
building. I should have thought that pic-
ture was simply the ramblings of an intoxi-
cated pencil, trying to get home, but Bill
had it labeled. ‘This is Imogen,’ just like
that, and he had it spelled with two m’s.
And now he’s Mister Imogen, and it’s going
to be fierce. Can you imagine it? Bill will
be in the box, looking into the air and seeing
a flower garden there, and he’ll loaf one over
that my two-year-old boy could hit, and big
McGoorty or some ox like him will lift that
ball clean to New York, and the fans will
get up on their hind legs and holler in
unison ‘Take him out!” and Bill will look
up calf-eyed and murmur ‘Is that you
calling, love?’”

He threw out an arm as if casting some-
thing away. “Good-by, pennant, good-by!”

“Oh, not yet!”

Startled, both men wheeled in their chairs
to confront a vision distinctly worth while.
From lithographs he had seen posted in
various cities of the circuit Jaffray knew her
for Mrs. William Salzer, nee Imogen Ver-
non, plus whatever it was before that.
Glancing at her Jaffray would have guessed
that it might have been something like
Mamie Riley, that original name, for she
was undoubtedly of Celtic extraction and a
beauty. Asforher general appearance at this
first meeting with the manager and captain
of the Catterton ball team, let this vivid
description, proffered later by Jack Rhoades
for the delectation of his cronies, suffice.

‘“‘She had on one o’ them new coats with
a heluva collar, an’ comin’ to her heels, an’
three or four colors into it. She’s got little
bits o’ kicks with white tops and our ten-
year-old mascot has got a hand like a ham
compared with hers. She’s got grinny eyes,
but there’s business in ’em, too. But that
part she kind o’ keeps out in the wings.
Still, if it comes to a show-down, I ain’t
bettin’ on Bill. Say, she’d make his six-
feet-two feel like two-feet-six. She ain’t
tall an’ she ain’t short an’ she ain’t got no
consumption. She shows her teeth as much
as Roosevelt does, but hers ain’t gravestone
size. Her eyes are blue, I guess, but you
don’t just notice about that, watchin’ the
rest of her face. Idon’t blame Bill so much,
though I ain’t much for women. And
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smooth I—say, boys, a seal is a rough-neck
beside her!”

Disconcerted for the moment by her un-
expected presence, Manager Jaffray, always
the suave gentleman in the presence of the
fair, pulled himself together and rose with
an amiable smile. Rhoades gaped—it is
the only word.

Her voice, sweet and high-pitched, had
ripples in it and an underlying laugh, her
speech had all the free-and-easy piquancy
of her calling. “I didn’t mean to butt in,
regardless,” she assured them, looking at
Eddie. " “I drifted inside a couple of minutes
ago, and you were so busy knocking Mister
Imogen that I guess you didn’t hear me.”
Her eyes were dancing.

Jaffray felt a hot flush starting at his
freckles, swiftly radiating till it reached the
roots of his ruddy hair. He began a stam-
mering apology.

“Oh, that’s all right” Bill’s wife assured
them, comfortably bestowing herself in an
opposite chair. ‘‘Say, listen! Bill couldn’t
help himself. He meant to stand pat by
what he told you, but I wouldn’t have it.
I was at that game in Cleveland Tuesday
when they knocked him out of the box.
We jumped here, like you did, and last night
when Bill come over to the hotel to see me 1
says ‘Bill, you’re certainly putting up a rot-
ten game. You need coaching, you do. To
the preacher man for yours.” And I led him
to a minister.”

She looked at them speculatively while
they stared blankly at her, their faces bearing
ample evidence that the ways of women are
sealed books to men. Presently she smiled
such a smile as had often captivated vaude-
ville audiences, and after them, Southpaw
Bill. Then she rose.

“I know you're busy men, and far be it
from me to tell you the story of my life in
ferty-seven chapters while you wait. I'll
just say this: Bill was pretty bashful about
coming to see you this morning, for he judged
you'd be warm in the collar, and he is a
peace-loving man since he got crazy over
me. You were right, Mr. Jaffray, Bill has
been changed since then; he’s been picking
bouquets out of the air, and the clouds have
all been sterling-silver-lined. Now you
know the only way to cure a fellow of that
sort of thing is to marry him. I just came
up to say that Bill is sorry, and he won’t do
it again, not unless he wants to do a term
for bigamy. And I'll add that I'll see he’ll



‘*Hang onto that two-game lead, gentlemen! And believe me, on the show-down Bill will be there
with bells on, for I'm some fan?”
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be sorry if Catterton fails to land that pen-
nant. You've got just a week more, three
games here and the final three at home, my
home. Hang onto that two-game lead,
gentlemen! The show jumps with you,
I'm slated only for evening performances.
I’ll see you through. Rooting? Why say,
I’'m the perfectly best little rooter you ever
heard at large. And believe me, on the
show-down Bill will be there with bells on,
for I’m some fan!”

Even while Jaffray was protesting that
she need not be in a hurry she left the room
with a merry smile, and the tap of her little
heels dwindled rapidly down the corridor.
Rhoades still gaped, finally summoning a
hackneyed phrase. ‘“Now what d’ye think
of that?”

Jaffray waved an expressive hand. “Two
things. First, Bill is due to see base-balls
instead of bouquets. Second, there’s more
to that calendar yonder than just dates.
Come on, Jack, it’s time to go out to the
grounds.” And somehow he was smiling,
his optimism renewed.

Just before the ninth that afternoon, when
the Violet Sox were so far ahead of the Cat-
tertons that only one of those miracles would
serve to catch them, a sour-faced Jaffray
walked up to a glum Bill Salzer adorning
the Catterton bench. ‘““Where’s the missus?”
asked the manager. “I thought she might
be rooting in the stands, but I don’t see her.”

“She was goin’ to work her understudy
into her act” replied Salzer, “but the goil’s
got tonsilitis an’ Imogen had to stay on the
job. But she’s pumpin’ all the gargles an’
stuff there is down the kid’s thro:t an’ she
swears she’ll have her in shape by the time
we jump to play off the last three with the
Monuments. She’s disappointed a lot.”

Jaffray grunted. “So’'m I. If T could get
half the ginger into this bum outfit that your
wife’s got in her little finger—aw, but what’s
the use? You can’t win a pennant with a
cemetery.” Moodily he watched Sanders,
the wiry Violet pitcher, striking out the
first Catterton up.

“I can’t understand” continued Jaffray,
with vindictive frankness, “how yox man-
aged to cop a queen like that.”

Salzer, a burly, sandy-haired giant, was
sensitive only with the new Mrs. Bill. He
grinned a grin in which there was no re-
sentment.

“I dunno” he retorted. “I thought the
same about you, first time I seen your wife.”
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“Counter!” conceded Jaffray. ‘“There!
hanged if that elongated son of a giraffe
hasn’t whiffed Thompson, too.”

Salzer rose and stretched his muscles that
had been employed that afternoon only in a
little warming-up work. “The kid’ll get
McArdle, too” he announced. “That’s
the way he always blanks them, three in a
row. We’'ll be through in a minute. Hope
the Monuments lost today, too.”

Then Jaffray, in a low, earnest voice and
in one of those sudden quiet passions for
which he was famed, in blistering phrase
sounded the key-note of the trouble with the
team. “You've all lost your spirit!” he
sneered. ‘‘ ‘Hope the Monuments lost, too!’
What if they did, and we’d won? Me for
Bloomingdale after this series. And say,
you count on going in tomorrow.”

It chanced that the Monuments had lost
also and Catterton breathed more freely.
But the next day a batting rally gave the
Violets the game in the ninth, when Salzer
apparently had the honors tucked away, and
the Monuments in their own town, playing
the Splendoras, won by a handsome score.
Dame Fortune further favored the Monu-
ments on the succeeding day while rain
interrupted the Catterton-Violet contest.
It transpired then that when Catterton
took her jump to the lair of the Monuments
for the final crucial games, the teams were
tied for the lead, and fans’ enthusiasm
throughout the country had reached a stage
of frenzy.

Before jammed stands the Cattertons,
appearing to regain temporarily their old
fighting spirit, gallantly closed up shattered
ranks and won a desperate victory. Success
won in the camp of the enemy sent their
stock soaring. But the next day the bottom
dropped out of it. They were disgracefully
routed, beaten by a memorable score. In
Jaffray’s ears, as his last batter retired after
an easy foul which the opposing catcher
caught with two leisurely steps backward,
sounded the derisive hoots and laughter of
unsympathetic thousands. Mournfully he
appraised the wreck; there was little salvage.
His outfielders and infielders alike had
played like wooden men, he had used up all
his effective pitchers in a vain effort to stem
the tide, all but Salzer. He had saved Salzer
as a forlorn hope for the morrow.

That night Jaffray called his players to
his room at the hotel. His language was
livid, it sizzled and burned while the faces
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of his men fairly smouldered with that queer
bafled impotence which at times all athletic
pilots know and recognize with a sinking at
the heart. For they are perfectly well aware,
the pilots, that the distracted units do not
voluntarily refuse to cohese. It is only that
the grip of the monstrous thing—call it jinx,
hoodoo, what you will, it being from the
realm of non-analyzed mysterics—has them
held fast, struggling like so many tortured
Laocoons in the coils of serpents. And until
some keen-toothed climax like a blade snips
away the bonds, the most desperate strug-

- glings of the luckless band prove abortive,
in them is only the pathos of wasted effort.
Something to lash, to whip them into deadly,
furious onslaughts was what the Catter-
tons needed just now. Alone in his room
after the talk, chin sunk dejectedly, the
message of the calendar forgotten, Jaffray
conceded to himself that his fiery words, his
closing effort, had not broken the spell.
Unless the magic relief flashed from some
unthinkable quarter, Catterton was doomed
to defeat on the following day.

That fateful day dawned in golden sun-
shine that was a lucky portent for one of the
two teams upon which the eyes of the country
were riveted. Long before Old Sol had
poked his rim above the eastern horizon
there had assembled the patient nucleus
of the long line of fans at the box office.
The morning papers carried uncounted
columns of ‘“dope” regarding the crucial
closing contest, surmounted by staring
headlines and “embellished”” with illustra-
tions galore. Throughout the city men
hurried early to their offices, in order to be
on hand for the game which was due to
make diamond history. The city was base-
ball mad.

Eddie Jaffray looked haggard at break-
fast, for he had slept but little. His appetite
was unwontedly slim. Hurrying from the
table he went into the lobby, already
crowded, and edged toward a window.
Lighting a cigar he stared moodily out at
roaring traffic under a cloudless sky. He
was roused by a touch upon the shoulder
and turned to confront Bill Salzer.

‘“Everybody’s doing it” remarked his
crack pitcher. “Doing what? Kidding us.
The hotel clerk just put over a peach on me.
Says he, ‘Bill, old scout, I've just got up a
pitching scheme there’s a million in. I
could sell it to the Monuments and live on
the interest, but you’re a friend of mine, I
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want to see you win today, and I’'m going to
slip it to you, old kid.” I bit, oh yes. ‘What
is it?” I asks him. ‘Well, it’s this way’ he
tells me. ‘I call it the mysterious guy ball.
You’re a southpaw. You hold the ball as
usual in your left hand and wind up. Of
course the batter is watching that hand.
You get all the steam into your heave and
shoot out that left hand, but you don’t let
the ball go. Instead, at the same instant
you whip out your good old right wing in
which you’ve been concealing a second ball,
and /hat’s the one you let go. Simple, ain’t
it? You can strike out every man up with
that.” ”

Jaffray turned upon Salzer two cold and
murderous eyes. “What did you do to
him?” he asked, very softly.

“I killed him” responded Salzer. “Oh,
say, the missus will be there this aft. Her
kid understudy goes on at the Orpheum for
her. I think the poor goil did it to sidestep
the medicines. And Imogen has got some-
thing up her sleeve.”

“What?”

“I dunno” replied Bill, uneasily. “It’s
some things she said. Once she told me,
‘Bill,” says she, ‘if you lose that game, pray,
kid, pray like you used to when you was
little and innocent.” And a little later she
hands me this: ‘You and that parcel of
boobs with you are due either for a show-
down or a show-up.” Now, what’s she
after?”

Jaffray looked into the worried visage of
his ten-thousand-dollar beauty while a slow
grin of understanding overspread his face.
He laid a fatherly hand on the pitcher’s
brawny shoulder. “Say, Willie boy,” he
advised, “you pitch today like you never
pitched before. That’s all.”

Long before the game was called that
afternoon the grand-stand and bleachers
were jammed with rooters, while the over-
flow encroached so far upon the playing
field that it was necessary to establish the
usual ground rules for batted balls in such
cases. Outside the gates a crowd of late
comers that could not be accommodated
struggled and clamored unavailingly. Thou-
sands of eyes looked down upon the velvety
green diamond which a world was watching
on this beautiful autumn day. The barbaric
hum of animated conversation sounded,
punctuated by the mild musketry of crack-
ing peanut shells. “Pop” boys called their
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wares through their noses, here and there a
conscienceless vender sold alleged cigars.
And through the crowd, gathering force like
the quickening beat of an engine, pulsed
that strange thrill which was presently to
grip nerves like talons, the mysterious, com-
pelling spirit of the game.

A mighty roar sounded as the Monument
team, headed by their captain, ‘“Red”
Ericsson, came from their club-house upon
the field and started to toss base-balls to one
another. A little later there was another
cheer, feebler in volume because raised in
Monument precincts, as the Catterton team
appeared and walked toward the visitors’
bench. Silent and grim, there was in the
group a subtle air of import, a something
that betokened determination to battle at
the last ditch; a something very creditable
in its way but a long way behind that uncon-
querable confidence, that unshaken belief
in one’s powers, which wins games either
in the arenas of sport or those of life. And
Jaffray, seated upon the bench, felt it, this
somber something, and his spirits dropped
even lower and he champed his gum with
positive violence.

Silence had followed the feeble cheer.
The crowd was watching the Catterton
team, now nearly to the bench. The still-
ness was broken. A voice from the thronged
stands cleft it like a knife, a shrill feminine
voice whose message was as vitriol poured
upon raw wounds.

“Hey, where’s the hearse?”

Jaffray started; there was something
familiar in those thin high-pitched tones.
But even as the roar of laughter which fol-
lowed the sally swelled in volume, his keen
eyes fell to studying his men and he felt an
expanding inward glow of satisfaction. For
the gibe had struck home, theresultant good-
natured derision had nettled Manager
Eddie’s warriors. Ah, that was what was
necded, something stinging to take the
beaten hang-dog air out of them, something
to make them fight! Jaffray had not been
able to do it himself, but he was only their
manager. Fans! That was the influence
needed, the speech of fans that was like a
two-edged sword, tongues that dripped
vinegar and gall, the voice of the mighty,
sneering, derisive public to rouse discour-
aged champions from lethargy and cause
them to swing at a ball with the vengeful
elementary wish that it were a human head.
Jafiray had some shorn Samsons on his

Sunset, the Pacific Monthly

hands; he needed some murderous, capering
cave dwellers and stone-age outlaws.

It seemed that he was in a fair way to get
them. Uprose that shrill tantalizing voice
again, adding to the humiliation of the
Cattertons:

“Everybody, three cheers for nine live
ones, the Monuments!”

In the deafening din which followed the
call Jaffray rose from the bench and walked
out upon the field to face the stand and
verify his growing suspicion. Passing them
he heard two or three of the men swearing;
this was a hopeful sign.

He stepped to the side of big Bill Salzer,
who stood eying the stand with a face of
utter dismay. ‘“My God!” Bill cried, “it’s
my wife! She’s in that front box in Section
J, see her? Millie Constance, who’s gone
into the movies lately, is with her and she’s
tryin’ to hold her down. Say, she might as
well try to hold down a can o’ nitro-glycer-
ine! Holy Saint Vitus! Now wotta y’ know
about that?”

A smile struggled at the corners of Jaf-
fray’s mouth as he stood with Bill, seeking
the spot where the envenomed Madam Bill
held forth in psychologic domination of an
odd situation. Ah! he saw her now, a
pretty magnet for batteries of eyes whose
owners, still softly laughing, seemed ready
to follow her wilful lingual lead to any
lengths. Gorgeously arrayed in glories that
rendered her especially prominent even in a
riotous garden of color furnished by assem-
bled hordes of feminine fans, she was im-
patiently waving aside another vision in
blue who was apparently remonstrating
with her while the wife’s eyes were riveted
upon her nonplussed Bill. Even at that
distance Jaffray could detect a malicious
smile, and he grinned sympathetically and
slipped from Bill’s side back to the bench to
gloat over the growing resentment among
his men. Some of them were looking
daggers at Bill, as word had gone round
that it was his bride who was “stinging”
Catterton. )

A little later there was dead silence as the
Monument fielders took their stations. The
lanky McCue, the most feared right-hander
in the league, went into the box while catcher
Bowman adjusted his mask and donned
his glove. The umpires took their places;
little Dubois, Catterton’s center fielder,
;titszpé)ed to the plate nonchalantly swinging

at.
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“Play ball!”

The crowd drew a great concerted breath
of relief. Dubois swung at the second ball,
hit it—and was thrown out at first, McCue
relaying the ball to Simpson with the pre-
cision of machinery. Ellison was retired on
a foul. Then up came the giant Bill Mc-
Quirk, crack outfielder and the second batter
in the league. He had been suspended a
month before by the league president for
assaulting an umpire and the “bars” had
been lifted only the previous evening.

There was a tense stillness as McQuirk
took his place. It was a Monument crowd,
and this surly mastodon was feared. The
outfielders, without waiting to be signaled,
moved far out, McCue surveyed McQuirk
thoughtfully, then watched his catcher
signaling. With all these tributes to the
might of his batting prodigy, Jaffray was
distinctly anxious. McQuirk had been out
of it for a month. Had he retained what the
vernacular knows as the “batting eye?”

In that all-important moment there up-
rose again that shrill, maddening voice, this
time addressed to the motionless Berserker
at the plate.

“Hello, ump killer! When did they let
you out?”’

Bill’'s homely face was turned for an
instant toward the stand, its expression was
fairly murderous. Jaffray’s heart leaped
exultantly as McQuirk’s iron hands shook
his bat as a terrier would shake a rat.
McCue wound up, the ball shot straight
and high for the plate. McQuirk stepped
forward and landed fair with an impact
like a rifle shot. The ball sailed clean over
the west fence while Bill leisurely trotted
around the bases.

Even an alien crowd could not withhold
admiration so splendidly earned. In the
midst of the resultant confusion Jaffray
stared curiously at a gorgeous figure in the
box that had now become the center of
interest for the press-stand as well as for the
assermbled public. No, there were two such
figures, wrapped in a close embrace for a
moment, then to sit demurely down while
the arch-plotter of the pair doubtless con-
cocted more devilment.

“Oh, you kid!” mused the manager,
‘“you are certainly a three-ply dandy! But
wait till you get after Bill!”

The next two innings yielded no further
scoring, but in the fourth, through two hits,
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the Monuments scored a run and the score
was tied. This was not done without some
caustic comment from Madam Bill, and her
criticisms and exhortations increased as the
game proceeded.

It was a contest that lived long in the
memories of those who saw it. With the
beginning of the fifth inning it became a
free-hitting wrangle in which the teams
alternated for the lead. It was punctuated
by mighty bat work and the most hair-raising
fielding. Always the pace grew swifter, they
played like fiends and with the cool calcula-
tion of masters. The Monuments had the
support of the vast crowd, the Cattertons
the unsparing whip of that hated voice yon-
der, cunningly raised whenever there was a
lull in the din. Captain Jack Rhoades
grinned for the first few innings, highly
diverted at the ““roasts” his men were receiv-
ing. Then he missed a grounder along the
third base line and he did not smile again,
but his game improved. .

To Jaffray, watching from the bench,
recurred speculation regarding when big
Bill Salzer would receive his wife’s attention.
There had been no word yet. True, there
had not yet been excuse for it, for the tall
southpaw was working like a Trojan. But
Jaffray did not doubt that the opportunity
would come, and it did.

At the beginning of the ninth the score
stood three-all when Catterton came to bat.
“Bad Bill” McQuirk singled, Rhoades ad-
vanced him with a sacrifice hit, Johnson
fanned and the final hope, big Salzer, came
to bat.

Now Salzer was a batsman of parts, and
the attenuated McCue pitched to him with
extreme care. Salzer was desperate and de-
termined and chopped away at the ball with
the result that catcher Bowman was scurry-
ing like a rabbit for the next few moments
in quest of foul balls that were always just
out of reach. Meanwhile McQuirk, who
had been placed further down in the batting
order after the third inning because of an
accident to another player, waited im-
patiently upon the third bag, which he had
purloined, for Bill to whip out a liner and
bring him home.

It was after the fourth foul fly that Salzer
received his wife’s respects.

He was informed that Rip Van Winkle
was an after-dinner napper compared with
him. His bat was hewed from a slippery
elm tree, he had best anoint it with mucilage.



McNabb touched out the runner sliding in from third.

It was a bonehead play throughout.

But the game was over

He had best go back to pitching—hay.
Was he trying for an altitude record? Was
this a club-swinging exhibition? Bats were
various: some were booze-fests, others were
things with wings on them, still others were
to hit a ball with. Why didn’t he hit the ball?

“Holy Isaac!” remarked Jaffray to
Rhoades at his side, ‘““there’s a swell line of
honeymoon chatter! ‘Meet me by moon-
light alone,’” and have your life insured.”

Just then Bill hit the ball and raced
vehemently to second while McQuirk
scampered home. The next man up went
out on an easy fly, but Catterton was now a
run ahead and it merely devolved upon
them to hold the Monuments in what, with
luck, would be the closing half.

Salzer was still angry when he went into
the box. With saturnine enjoyment he
fanned the first man, likewise the second.
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The third man he caused twice to swing
ineffectively—then he hit him with the ball.
Rubbing his shoulder, the player took his
base. Then Bill, as many a good pitcher
aforetime, rose headlong into the air.

He walked the next man. The player
following sent a grounder to Rhoades and
beat out the throw to first. The bases were
full.

With the roar of maddened thousands like
a cataract in his ears Salzer looked mechan-
ically toward Jaffray, anticipating a signal of
retirement in favor of another twirler. The
manager sat grim and immobile as an
Indian. Salzer realized that he would be
left to cope with his marred fortunes.
About him surged the din of the crowd, hot
for his humiliation: there stalked toward the
plate the most formidable batter in the
Monument team, already with two hits
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including a two-bagger, the brawny Bob
McEligott.

To gain time Salzer strolled toward his
catcher, who met him half-way for one of
those consultations that always awaken the
ire of a hostile crowd. The diabolical out-
cries redoubled, scorn and contumely were
heaped upon the pitcher’s head. Feeling
foolish and futile, groping for his vanished
nerve, Salzer walked back to his box, faced
McEligott and, while the commotion died
away, watched for McNabb’s signal.

Then it came again, that voice, freighted
with irony, followed by a Gargantuan burst
of laughter from the crowd.

“You’re asleep! Time to get up! Tighten
up, you rummy, tighten up!”

A tabloid drama was enacted in the next
few moments. McEligott declared after-
ward that Salzer wasn’t pitching a ball, he
had substituted a marble. Twice the bats-
man swung as the spheroid thudded into
McNabb’s glove.

The third came like a bullet, swishing
sharply downward on the break just over
the plate. The bat met it fairly, then was
flung away as McEligott streaked for first
while the three occupants of-the bags shot
away as with a starter’s pistol. A leonine
roar burst from the crowd, to be at once
queerly strangled in dismay. For Salzer,
leaping high in air, caught the screaming
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ball and whipped it back to McNabb, who
touched out the runner sliding in from third.
It was a bonehead play throughout. But
the game was over.

Much could be told of news editions con-
taining scareheads and zinc etchings of one
Imogen Vernon—Madam Bill, whom the
reporters held to be the real winner of the
Cattertons’ pennant, but this is really an-
other story. Let it suffice to touch upon one
closing scene, of a remarkably pretty young
woman in a heluva coat, likewise hat, dart-
ing after the last of the Cattertons as they
disappeared into their quarters. She
slipped inside the door, then closed it and
stood with her back against it, defiant yet
strangely moved.

She faced a row of scowling faces, faces
that softened curiously ere she had done
and broke into wide grins as they lustily
cheered her.

“Boys, boys!” she called, with a half-sob
in her voice, “maybe you think it’s a press-
agent stunt—silly apes! But think . . .
think . . . and you’ll know I busted a
corner in boneheads . . . it comes to the
best of bunches . . . butIbustedit! And
I sounded like a Bowery dame full of gin
. . . and I abused poor old Bill and all of
you . . . but can’t you see I had to? And
ain’t you grand—and ain’t you champions?
Why, you silly, ugly apes, I—I love you all{”

IN HAMMOCK LAND

By LUCIA E. SMITH

Have you been to hammock land,
Swinging, clinging, lying low,
With the birds on every hand
Making you to understand
That to live, to love, to grow,
One must close the eyes—just so—
Dream and swing, where green vines show,
For a little while to go,
With one’s best self, hand in hand?
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The'Japanization of Hawaii is being accomplished with amazing rapidity. This photogmaph shows a scene on
a sugar plantation, the native-born children being American citizens and voters of the future

KEEPING THE COAST CLEAR
- The Japanization of Hawaii a Warning to the West

By ARTHUR DUNN

In the opinion of many well-meaning people in the eastern half of the United States, the people
- of the Pacific Coast, and of Culifornia in particular, have crealed unnecessary and wnwarranted

trouble by agitation against the Japanese.
. agitation.

Race hatred is assumed to be the basis of this
Yet in the protest against the Japanese in the San Francisco schools in 1997, the

- issuc was the prescnce of Japanese male adulls in the class-rooms with girl children, and in the
present anti-alien land ownership question, the pressure behind thit legislation is purely

cconomic.
* and Middle Western eves.
< interested partics beyond the Rockies.

APTAIN Togo—later the Japanesc
C admiral who swept Russia off the

sca—steamed a cruiser belonging to
His Imperial Majesty’s navy to Honolulu,
and; dropped anchor just outside the little
harbor. Hawaiian officialdom of that day
had' good reason to believe that Captain
Togo was under very positive orders from
his government to take a hand in the ad-
ministration of the affairs of the islands,
then torn by internal dissensions and strife.
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The Pacific Coust has a vision in this matler as yeb uuscen by some New England
The following article showld convey something of that vision to

But the American flag floated from the
staff of the government building, for pos-
session of which Liliuokalani, the dethroned
queen, was making urgent appeals to Wash-
ington. The American flag was up because
John L. Stevens, the United States Minister,
felt justified in granting a temporary pro-
tectorate to the provisional government.
That was February 28, 1893—the be-
ginning of the Japanese Question which
has lately occupied the attention of
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diplomatists in Japan and the United States.
Had the American flag not been up; had
there been no protectorate; had Uncle
Sam’s marines not been ashore; well, Min-
ister Stevens would not have been repri-
manded, two presidents of the United States
perplexed, the Congress vexed—and the
Sandwich islands, truly named, would have
been absorbed, in a single bite, by His Im-
perial Majesty, the Emperor of Japan.

Incidentally, there would be no Japanese
Question agitating California and the Pa-
cific Coast, nor concerning the statesmen of
the United States and of Japan, each particu-
lar as to the possession of respective rights,
and all full of pride and patriotism.

But the flag was there.

It was at the beginning of 1893 that
Americans residing in the Hawaiian islands
caused the overthrow of the queen, asserting
that she was about to crown her brief
misrule with a new and infamous constitu-
tion. The coup took place, marines were
landed from the U. S. S. Boston, the pro-
visional government of the Republic of
Hawaii formally recognized by the Ameri-
can minister, a pro-annexationist, and con-
curred in by nearly all of the diplomatic
representatives there resident. And then—

The Japanese consul-general formally
demanded the right of suffrage and full
citizenship for Japanese.

All this happened before the Hawaiian
islands were annexed to the United States.
In fact, at the very moment that the Jap-
anese were clamoring for the right of suf-
frage, the foreign affairs committee of the
United States Senate reported:

“The United States has so far interfered
with the internal policy of Hawaii as to se-
cure an agreement from that government
restricting the disposal of bays and harbors
and of the crown lands to other countries,
and has secured exclusive privileges in
Pearl Harbor of great importance to this
government. . . In the efforts to
secure these guarantees of safe government,
no distinction of race was made as to the
native or Kanaka population, but the
Chinese and Japanese were excluded from
participation in the government as voters,
or as officeholders.

“Observing the spirit of the Monroe
Doctrine,” says this illuminating report,
written by the late Senator Morgan, “the
United States, in the beginning of our re-
lations with Hawaii, made a firm and dis-
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tinct declaration of the purpose to prevent
the absorption of Hawaii or the political
control of that country by any foreign
power. Without stating the reasons for
this policy, which included very impor-
tant commercial and military considera-
tions, the attitude of the United States to-
ward Hawaii was in moral effect that of a
friendly protectorate.”

When the strenuous history of ninety-
three was in the making, Japanese in the
Hawaiian islands numbered only 12,360.
In 1910, the census enumerators discov-
ered there was 79,674 Japanese on the is-
lands, the total population of which is
191,909, so it will be seen that the Japanese
are very rapidly approaching numerical
dominance in the Hawaiian islands.

As it is, they are making rapid incursions
into the commercial life of the islands; in-
deed, sugar planters, in their propaganda
designed to defeat the adoption of the free-
sugar tariff, insist that the Japanese will
dominate absolutely that industry in the
event of free sugar—and all because the .
Japanese, to a large extent, can and do con-
trol the labor market of Hawaii. Japanese
are making headway in the pineapple in-
dustry, both as growers and canners; Jap-
anese have stores and shops of all charac-
ters; Japanese virtually do the provision-
ing and vitualizing of the entire popula-
tion, in many instances including the United
States troops stationed on the islands.
They are servants or skilled artisans as
occasion requires; no station too high for
them to aspire to it, no place too lowly for
them to occupy. They are ingenious as
well as industrious—I discovered only one
Japanese convicted of vagrancy. They
attend the public schools and sing our
songs, play our games—but they remain
Japanese,always. They are not assimilable.

That is the vision that California and all
the Pacific see upon the Western horizon,
and it is the vivid picture of the future,
rather than the living present, that has
startled. It must not be thought, because
Japanese own 12,726 acres of California
lands and have under lease-hold 20,204
acres, that California is in possession of the
Japanese. She is not. California never
will be, any more than it would have been
possible for the Chinese to have predomi-
nated in the days when the Asiatic ex-
clusion discussion was most intense. But
California does not purpose inviting an



Japanese teach patriotisin from the cradle to the grave.
officers of the Mikado's army drilling the tiniest tots.

Here is a scene in the Hawaiian islands, former
The girl: are being taught the duties

of the army nurse, the boys schooled in the manual of arms, and the
Japanese tlag is the inspiration for it all

economic struggle with the Japanese, for
manifestly, the West cannot meet the Far
East on the same level—the standards of
living are not and never can be even re-
motely similar.

California’s opposition is not because of
race hatred—there is no racial problem
involved in the determination to eliminate
the Japanese from economic consideration.
Candidly California acknowledges that
Japanese, given free rein within her bor-
ders, would become commercial competi-
tors against whom the white man could not
hope to struggle successfully, for the Jap-
anese, through sacrificial effort, are capable
of accomplishing greater results than the
white man, ever eager for his own personal
pleasures and comforts. One is willing
to work, work, work—the other insists
upon varying his industry with a little
honk-honking along the highway of joy;
one will pillow his head upon a rock, if
need be, and rest content; the other insists
upon the maintenance of a standard which
refuses the rock. Tokyo may assert that
her national pride has been pricked, but
nevertheless she knows that the real cause
of the tempest is that her subjects figura-
_tively have been picking California’s pock-
ets of profits and rapidly are attaining com-
“plete mastery of the communities in which
they have settled.

Jingoes in the United States and in
Japan have been discussing the relative
fighting strength of both countries, as if
either wus spoiling for a fight.  In Hawaii,
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which frankly is pro-Japanese, it has been
common talk that the Japanese could take
possession of the Philippines and the Ha-
waiian group. People whisper stories of the
utter unpreparedness of the United States,
so far as Hawaii is concerned. The Diamond
Head fortifications are weak, big guns are
lacking at Fort De Russy, Pearl Harbor dock
has collapsed—these and a thousand other
assertions are drooled out by the jingoes.

But there will be no war with Japan be-
cause of California’s attitude on the owner-
ship by aliens of agricultural lands. Japan
is not anxious to fight, any more than Cali-
fornia is secking to provoke a conflict.

The Spirit of the West is positively op-
posed to all aliens who cannot beassimilated.
It has been so since the pioneers dared the
dangers of the plains, and penetrated the
unknown to build that vast empire that is
producing more than one-half of the na-
tion’s wealth. There is no alternative for
the West as between Japanization and
Americanization. The attitude of the West
is best exemplified in the story of a sports-
man, hunting in California. His companion
was a youth, the son of an emigrant, whose
name was almost unpronounceable, so re-
cently had it been transplanted here. The
hunters wandered from the trail, and after
a time the youth came upon a hut. He
went to inquire the proper road, but came
back disappointed.

“They're a bunch of foreigners and don’t
know nothin"” he complained.

The sccond generation is thoroughly
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American nine times out of ten—the tenth
it is Japanese.

Unlike the states of the Pacific Coast,
Hawaii welcomes the Japanese because he
has brought with him his low standard of
wage, although not quite as low as that es-
tablished by the Chinese coolie. At the
close of the Russo-Japanese war, thousands
of Japanese found a place of refuge at Ha-
wali, for prosperity was a relative term in
the land of the Mikado. Japanese were re-
ceived with open arms. Today they have
completed a commercial cordon around Ha-
waii, and tomorrow they will be defying
even the strongest financial powers to stay
their progress toward absolute supremacy.
There are Japanese newspapers, Japanese
banks, Japanese schools, Japanese agencies
of all kinds in Hawaii, and all these things
have shot up like the rising sun popping out
of the East. Once, the Japanese in Hawaii
adopted the American workingman’s meth-
od of controlling a situation—the strike.
They failed. But now they do not need to
strike. They may merely refuse to work
for any but themselves. The sugar planters
affect to believe that the Japanese even-
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tually will dominate the sugar industry—
and they will, if they are ever permitted to
acquire the leasing privileges so long en-
joyed by the favored few in Hawaii. In the
last year, as an indication of the way the
straws are blowing, transfers of land to
Japanese owners have increased more than
300 per cent. Already there are rumblings
in the islands, and it is very probable that
within a comparatively short time, Japan-
ese will have worn out their welcome in
Hawaii, and the Congress will be petitioned
to enact a Federal law that will cope with
a situation confronting the white man there.

California a few ycars ago was in a posi-
tion similar to that in which Hawaii finds
herself today. When the city-men were
agitating Chinese exclusion, the country-
men were anxious that the Chinese remain.
Coolie labor was cheap labor. After years
of frenzy and frothing, California compelled
the whole nation to act, and the Congress
adopted the Geary Exclusion Law. In the
early nineties there were fifty thousand
Chinese in San Francisco; today there are
half that number. While the shout “The
Chinese Must Go!” was mightiest, scores

The Japaness are true to their colors. The Mikado comes first in all things and in every clime, as evidenced
by this photograph taken on the island of Hawaii, showing a company of Japatese ex-soldiers,
drilled and officered by veterans of the Russo-lapanese war. The Japanese

stundard is borne by the soldier at the extreme left of the picture
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of sincere exclusionists were extremely
friendly to the Japanese.

Sentiment has changed, however, and
changed swiftly. California, and the entire
Pacific Coast for that matter, has detected
the danger-signs, and its outspoken opposi-
tion is merely an expression of the Spirit
of the West. Of course, none but a partisan
will insist that the Japanese Question was
so serious as to demand an immediate and
final settlement in the month of May, 1913,
but since it was deemed politically expe-
dient to revive itat this time, Californiamust
say frankly that it will not face Japanese
competition, because the state of golden
opportunity cannot accept the standard
adopted by the Japanese. Many years ago
California discovered that coolie labor does
not produce prosperity, but rather does it
retard healthy growth and endanger future
greatness. And it is all because Chinese
and Japanese are not assimilable.

In ten years the Japanese have created
a new situation on the Pacific Coast. In
innumerable instances, where they had been
made welcome even as they are now in
Hawaii, they worked for white farmers up
to a certain point—and then they have
either acquired the land or have bought the
crop grown thereon. There are on record
instances of public schools being literally
wiped out in former white communities be-
cause the Japanese have acquired the hold-
ings of the white man—actually forced him
out by prohibitive competition. And it is
to prevent a recurrence of these things that
California insisted upon exercising her leg-
islative prerogative.

The Legislature of California has adopted
the bill known as the alien-land law, the
Governor has signed it, and the President
of the United States has made diplomatic
answer to the protest of the Japanese gov-
ernment, and there the matter will rest un-
til the negotiation of a new treaty between
the United States and Japan. During the
deliberations at Sacramento, the President
of the United States despatched his chief
councellor, the Secretary of State, to
California for the purpose of urging post-
ponement of all alien land legislation by
California, and promising, in the immediate
future, to negotiate a treaty with Jupan that
would correct the economic evil complained
of and, applying throughout the entire
country, would not give offense to nor vio-
late any existing compact with any nation.

Sunset, the Pacific Monthly

Unlike former executives, President Wilson
has not denied the right of California to
adopt a law designed to prevent Asiatics
owning lands within the borders of the state.
Indeed, the President expressly recognizes
the right of California to regulate this ques-
tion, but he took the position that no sov-
ereign state should interfere with existing
treaty obligations toward any friendly
nation. On the face of things, it would ap-
pear that the law which becomes effective
August 13, this year, has not seriously em-
barrassed the Federal government. Indeed,
there are many who insist that the law as
finally passed does not uproot the threatened
evil in California, for it permits the leasing
of lands by aliens ineligible to citizenship.
These persons would go to the same extreme
that Japan has and absolutely debar all
aliens from owning agricultural lands. A
Japanese authority suavely suggests that
perhaps his government would abolish the
existing restrictions operating against for-
eigners in Japan, and permit all to acquire
and operate agricultural lands in the ex-
pectation of a reciprocal arrangement with
the United States allowing Japanese to
acquire title toproperty in the United States.
Fancy an American farmer purchasing lands
in Japan and competing with those masters
of intensified farming! That would be as
practical as shipping ice to the North Pole.

California is not alone in her Japanese
attitude. Oregon, Washington, Arizona,
Nevada, and in fact every state west of the
Rockies is vitally interested and intensely
in earnest about it, and they will not yield a
jot of their determination to keep up the
bars. On the other hand, we see the Gov-
ernor of Alaska vetoing an anti-Japanese
fishing bill, adopted by the legislature, and
Mexico apparently is happy in the knowl-
edge that 600 miles of her coast is controlled
by Japanese fisheries under concessions
from the government of Mexico. But there
is no country that so desires the Japanese as
Brazil. There the government has entered
into a contract with a company whereby it
pays the traveling expenses of as many Jap-
anese families as choose to go there, and as
a further inducement, bestows vast acre-
ages of rich agricultural lands upon them.
So it may be seen that the Japanese are not
restricted to their own 145,000 square miles
but are made welcome elsewhere.

Since California has raised the Japanese
Question again by insisting that they shall
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not own land within her borders, the naive
suggestion has been advanced that a ready
remedy is to grant the Japanese the right
of full citizenship. This subject has been
discussed seriously in Hawaii for some time,
and lately has reached the Pacific Coast, it
having been tentatively understood that a
Japanese resident of the mainland should
apply to the courts for admission to citizen-
ship, and thus bring about a test case, based
upon the contention that Japanese are not
Asiatics. Qf course, it is hardly probable
that a United States court would decide
favorably to the Japanese in this, for there
is a long line of precedent against such a
startling "adjudication, but nevertheless
official Japan has been pondering the idea.
‘Those who have given the subject any deep
thought realize the utter impossibility of
Americanizing the Japanese. First and
foremost is. their absolute devotion to coun-
try—the Mikado comes first in all things, a
- patriotism to be commended by all peoples.
As soon as a ‘Japanese arrives in foreign
territory he registers with the representa-
tive of his government, although there is no
‘law compelling him to so do. And in all
*. things he stands ready to obey his govern-
" ment, whether he is at home or abroad. No
better evidence of this could be adduced
than a glance at the immigration statistics,
"showing that, immediately that former
.'President Roosevelt had interfered with
California’s policy in 1907 and had made an
.agreement with the Japanese government
whereby emigration to this country would
‘be discouraged, there was a marked falling
off in the arrivals of Japanese at American
-ports, although prior to that time there had
_been a veritable flood with the coming of
:every trans-Pacific liner.

In 1907 when the. greatest outcry arose
.against the Japanese, 30,384 arrived at
-Pacific Coast cities, and the next year saw

16,408 admitted. In 1gog-10 there was a
decided falling off—the ‘‘gentleman’s agree-
“ment”’ was being observed. Two years ago,
-haowever, 1224 more arrived than departed,
and last year a net increase of 4671 was
recorded in the numbers of Japanese resi-
"dents. Fifty-two per cent of the recent new
arrivals are women—*picture-brides,” who
spend their honeymoons in the fields labor-
ing side by side with Japanese men. And
. the natural result is native-born Japanese,
in law, American citizens, if you please, but
in actuality full-blood Japanese.
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If citizenship were granted to Japanese,
Hawaii would pass into their hands in a
political sense within two elections. The
territorial legislature would be Japanese;
the judiciary and administrative depart-
ments rapidly would be dominated by them.
As it is, two years hence native-born Jap-
anese will be a factor in the elections, for
about 4000 will be entitled to the suffrage.
Given two years’ practice ip the art of poli-
tics and it is .not unreasonable to expect
representatives of Japanese parentage oc-
cupying seatsin the legislature and appearing
in official capacity in the local government
of Honolulu.

There is relatively more jingoism among
the Japanese than among citizens of the
United States, and it probably is more pro-
nounced in Hawaii than in Tokyo itself,
although there has been no tendency to
hold street meetings and denounce Cali-

-fornia, for there has been no necessity for

Japanese to act—the legislature of Hawaii
having waxed -indignant at California’s
anti-alien legisjation. A white man intro-
duced the resolution of protest, and it was
applauded by .the press and a large portion
of the public.. Which indicates the toe-hold
Japanese already have in Hawaii.

Reverting to the war talk of the jingoes:
There are approximately 40,000 Japanese
ex-soldiers and’ officers in the Hawaiian
group—a very healthy army in itself. One
of the most prominent and influential
American citizens in the islands informed me
in all seriousness that this soldiery already
is equipped with arms and ammunition, and
might take posséssion of Honolulu on
twenty-four ‘hours” notice. But'I am in-
clined to believe -that the spectre he had
conjured had its inspiration in the disap-
pearance of -his Japanese servant, who had
failed to serve breakfast at the usual hour.
The American told me later:

“My Jap boy was an officer in the Japan-
ese army. Every time the troops maneuver
at Forts Ruger or De Russy he disappears.
Today he returned after observing every
evolution of the soldiers, and said, ‘Please
excuse, I am so sick’.”

California’s sole concern over the “yellow
peril” is that the peril of yellow journalism
will not permit the other states of the sister-
hood to know that California is in complete
and absolute control of 101,317,380 acres of
land out 'of a possible 101,3350,400.

~So let us' go to war—with the jingoes.



The gambler turned and spoke to Donna.  “I ean’t take you home. You've got to make it alone.
When you get to the Hat Ranch, send Sam Singer up to me'
" diinstrating ' The Long Chance’®
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THE LONG CHANCE

The Tale of a Hat Ranch

By PETER B. KYNE
Author of The Adventures of Captarn Scraggs

INustrated by Maynard Dixon

As far as it has gome* the story is as follows:
Oliver Corblay, a ‘‘desert rat,” which means
o wandering prospector seeking gold in the Ameri-
can Soulhwest, takes an Eastern investor whom he
calls “Boston” into the desert to look at a prospect.
Their guide is a Cahuille Indian. On the way, a
sandstorm uncovers a rich pockel which Corblay
stakes out and mames the “Baby Mine” in honor
of the little one soon to be born lo him at his home in

" San Bernardino. He loads his burros with the ore

Ir

which is his by discovery. In the absence of the
Indian, “Boston” altacks Corblay, leaves him to
death in the desert, and escapes with the gold. His
victim wriles an imperishable message upon the lava-
encrusted floor of the canyon: ‘‘Friend, look in my
canteen and see that I get justice.” Thal message
is destined to be delivered years afterward to Donna
Corblay, the heroine of the Hat Ranch at San Pas-
qual. Meanwhile Donna, bereaved of her mother,
finds a loyal friend in Harley P. Hennage, the gam-
bler, at once the best and the worst man in San Pas-
qual. Hennage walches over the girl from the dis-
creet distance at which he had long worshiped her
mother. But one night Donna is attacked by hoboes,
and young Bob McGraw, riding into town, spurs lo
her rescue. During the gun-play that ensues, Bob
is seriously wounded. Donmna, removing him to

the Hat Ranch, becomes his nurse. Cupid lakes a
hand in the game. Bob, convalescent, unfolds to
his sweetheart a plan for conquering the desert with
his irrigation scheme, ‘“‘Donnaville,” and goes to
San Francisco for financial backing from his father's
friend, Homer Dunstan, an allorney. Bob's scheme
involves a clever, adroit, but honest, application of
State laws by which he proposes to acquire vast lands
and a valuable water-right, for philanthropic use.
To do this he must outwit a clique of land-grabbers,
with T. Morgan Carey as their chief conspirator.
Bob gets fifty applicants for state lands and presents
these applications for filing at the land office. He
gains entrance ahead of the hour by pretending to
be the emissary of Carey, the land-grabber, and his
papers are properly entered and receipled for before
Carey arrives. Bob gets away from Carey certain
papers necessary to complete his filing and then im-
pudently vanishes by commandeering Carey's aulo-
mobile. He had already wired Donna, at San Pas-
qual, to meet him at Bakersfield—object, matrimony. .
After a honeymoon in the Yosemite Valley, Donna
returns to her work in San Pasqual, Bob disappears
into the desert to hunt gold, and no one guesses their
secret except Hennage, who disapproves of “marryin’
on a shoe-string” but would like to have “‘shoved across
a stack o’ chips for a weddin’ present.”

THE STAGE ROBBER

THE once prosperous mining camp of
Garlock is a name and a memory now.
Were it not that the railroad has been
built in from San Pasqual a hundred and
fifty miles up country through the Mojave,
Garlock would be a memory only. But
some official of the road, imbued, perhaps,
with a remnant of sentimental regret for
the fast-vanishing glories of the past, has
caused to be erected beside the track a
white sign carrying the word Garlock in
black letters; otherwise one would scarcely
realize that once a thriving camp stood in
the sands back of this sign-board of the past.
Even in the days when the stage line oper-
ated between San Pasqual and Keeler,

Garlock had run its race and the Argonauts
had moved on, leaving the rusty wreck of
an old stamp-mill, the decayed fragments
of half-a dozen pine shanties and a few adobe
casas with the sod roofs fallen in.

There are a few deep uncovered wells in
this deserted camp, filthy with the rotting
carcasses of desert animals which have
crawled down these wells for life—and re-
mained for death. But no human being
resides in Garlock. It is a sad and lonely
place. The hills that rise back of the ruins
are scarlet with oxide of iron; in the sheen
of the westering sun they loom harsh and
repellent, provocative of the thought that
from the very inception of Garlock their

*This story began in the December (1912) number of SUNSET MAGAZINE.
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crests have been the arena of murder—
spattered with the blood of the hardy men
who made the camp and then deserted it.

Therefore, one would not be surprised
at anything happening in Garlock—where
it would seem a wanton waste of imagina-
tion to look forward to anything happening
—yet, at about noon of the day that
Harley P. Hennage looked over the rail
fence into the feed corral at San Pasqual
and discovered that Bob McGraw’s horse
was gone, a man on a tired horse rode up
from the south, turned in through the
ruined doorway of one of the roofless
tumble-down adobe houses, and concealed
himself and his horse in the area formed by
the four crumbling walls.

He dismounted, unsaddled and rubbed
down his dripping horse with handfuls
of the withered grasses that grew within
the ruins. Next, the man hunted through
Garlock until he found an old rusty kero-
sene can with a wire handle fitted through
it, and to this he fastened a long horsehair
hitching rope and drew water from one of
the filthy wells. The horse drank greedily
and nickered reproachfully when the man
informed him that he must cool off before
being allowed to drink his fill.

For an hour the man sat on his saddle
and smoked; then, after drawing several
cans of water for the horse, he spread the
- saddle-blanket on the ground and poured
thereon a feed of oats from a meager supply
cached on the saddle. From the saddle-
bags he produced a small can of roast beef
and some dry bread, which he ‘“‘washed
down’ with water from his canteen while
the horse munched at the oats.

Late in the afternoon the man stepped to
the ruined doorway and looked south.
Three miles away a splotch of dust hung high
in the still atmosphere; beneath it a black
object was crawling steadily toward Gar-
lock. It was the up stage from San Pasqual
for Keeler, and the stranger in Garlock had
evidently been awaiting its arrival, for
he dodged back into the enclosure, saddled
his horse, gathered up his few belongings
and seemed prepared to evacuate at a
moment’s notice. He peered out, as the
old Concord coach lurched through the
sand past the bones of Garlock, and ob-
served the express messenger nodding a
little wearily, his eyes half closed in pro-
test against the glare of earth and sky.

Suddenly the express messenger started,
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and looked up. He had a haunting im-
pression that somebody was watching him
—and he was not mistaken. Over the crest
of an adobe wall he saw the head and
shoulders of a man. Also he saw one of
the man’s hands. It contained a long blue-
barreled automatic pistol, which was pointed
at him. From behind a mask fashioned
from a blue bandana handkerchief came
the expected summons:

“Hands up!”

The driver pulled up his horses and
jammed down the brake. The express
messenger, surprised, hesitated a moment
between an impulse to obey the stern com-
mand and a desire to argue the matter with
his sawed-off shotgun. The man behind
the wall, instantly realizing that he must
be impressive at all cost, promptly fired and
lifted the pipe out of the messenger’s mouth.
The latter swore, and his arms went over
his head in a twinkling.

“Don’t do that again” he growled. “I
know when a man’s got the drop on me.”

“I was afraid your education had been
neglected” the hold-up man retorted pleas-
antly. ‘“Throw out the box! No, not you.
The driver will throw it out. You keep
your hands up.”

The express box dropped into the grease-
wood beside the trail with a heavy metallic
thud that augured a neat profit for the man
behind the wall.

“The passengers will please alight on this
side of the stage, turn their pockets inside
out and deposit their coin on top of the
box” continued the road agent. “My friend
with the spike beard and the gold eye-
glasses! You dropped something on the
bed of the stage. Pick it up, if you're
anxious to retain a whole hide. Thank
you! That pocketbook looks fat. Now,
one at a time and no crowding. Omit the
jewelry. I want cash.”

The highwayman continued to discourse
affably with his victims while the little pile
of coin and bills on top of the box grew
steadily. When it was evident that the
job was complete he ordered the passengers
back into the stage and addressed the
driver.

“Drive right along now and remember
that it’s a sure sign of bad luck to look
back. I have a rifle with me and I’m con-
sidered a very fair shot up to five hundred
yards. Remember that—you with the
sawed-off shotgun!”

.
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“Good-by”’ replied the messenger. “See
you later, I hope.”

The horses sprang to the crack of the
driver’s whip, and the stage rolled north
on its journey. When it was a quarter of a
mile away the man behind the wall came
out into the road and shot the padlock off
the express box, transferred the fruits of
his industry to his saddle-bags, mounted
and rode out of Garlock across the desert
valley, headed northeast for Johannesburg.

As he rode out into the open a rifle
cracked and a bullet whined over him.
He glanced in the direction whence the
sound of the shot came and observed a man
on a white horse riding rapidly toward him.
The bandit suddenly remembered that the
off leader on the stage team was white.

“Qld man, you’re as clever as you are
brave” muttered the bandit admiringly.
“You unhook the off leader while I'm
monkeying with the box, dig up a rifle and
come for me riding bareback. Well, I'm
not out to kill anybody if I can help it, and
my horse has had a nice rest. T’ll run
for it.”

He did. The rifle cracked again and the
bandit’s wide-brimmed hat rose from his
head and sailed away into the sage. He
looked back at it a trifle dubiously, but he
knew better than to stop to recover that
hat, in the face of such close snap-shooting.
That express messenger was too deadly—
and too game; so the bandit merely spurred
his horse, lay low on his neck and swept
across the desert. When he came to a little
swale between some sandhills he dipped into
it, pulled up, dismounted and waited. The
sun was setting behind the gory hills now,
and glinted on a rifle which the bandit drew
from a gun-boot which a broad sweat leather
half concealed. It was better shooting-
light now; distances were not quite so
deceptive.

Suddenly the man on the white horse
appeared on the crest of a distant sand-hill.
The outlaw, leaning his rifle across his
horse’s back, sighted carefully and fired;
the white horse went to his knees and his
rider leaped clear. Instantly the pursued
man vaulted into his saddle and rode
furiously away. A dozen shots whipped
the sage around him; one of them notched
the ear of his straining mount, but in the
end the bullets dropped short, the sun set,
and through the gathering gloom the out-
law jogged easily up the long sandy slope

Peter B. Kyne 131
toward Johannesburg. It was quite dark
when he rode around the town to the north,
circled through the range back of Fremont’s
Peak and headed out across Miller’s Dry
Lake, bound for Barstow.

As for the express messenger, he removed
the bridle from his dead horse and trudged
back to the waiting coach. On the way he
back-tracked the outlaw’s trail until he
came to the man’s hat, which he appro-
priated.

Donna Corblay was at the eating-house
when the first down stage from Keeler
came into San Pasqual with the news of the
hold-up at Garlock the day before. The
town was abuzz with excitement for an
hour, when the news became stale. After
all, stage hold-ups were not infrequent in
that country, and Donna paid no particular
heed to the commonplace occurrence until
the return to San Pasqual two days later
of the stage which had been robbed.

The express messenger told her the story
when he came to the counter to pay for
his rib steak and coffee. He had with him
at the time a broad-brimmed gray sombrero,
pinched to a peak, with a ragged hole close
to the apex of the peak.

“I wanted to show you this, Miss Cor-
blay” he said, as he exhibited this battered
relic of the fray. “You do a pretty good
trade in hats, and it’s just possible you
might have handled this sombrero in the
line o’ business. Ever recollect sellin’ a hat
to this fellow—his name’s—lemme see—
his name’s Robert McGraw? It’s written
inside the sweat-band.”

He drew the band back and displayed the
name, in indelible pencil.

“I lifted it off’'n his head with my second
shot” the messenger explained. “He was
goin’ like a streak an’ it was snap-shootin’,
or he’d never 'a got away from me. As it
was, I sent him on his way bareheaded, and
a bareheaded man is easily traced in the
desert. We sent word over to Johannesburg
and Randsburg, an’ somebody reported
seein’ a bareheaded man ridin’ around the
town after dark. We have him headed off
at Barstow, and if he can’t get through there,
he’ll have to head up into the Virginia Dale
district—and he’ll last about a day up
there, unless he knows the waterholes.
We'll get him, sooner or later, dead or alive.
Remember sellin’ anybody by that name a
hat? It might help if you had an’ could
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describe him. All T could see was his eyes.
He was behind a wall when he stuck us up.”

“No” said Donna quietly, “I—”" She
paused. She could not articulate another
word. Had the express messenger been
watching her instead of the hat, he might
have noticed her agitation. Her eyes were
closed in sudden, violent pain, and she
leaned forward heavily against the counter.

“Don’t remember him, eh? Well, per-
haps he wasn’t from San Pasqual. But I
thought I'd ask you, anyhow, because if he
was. from this town it was a good chance
he bought this hat from you. Much
obliged, just the same,” and gathering up
his change the express messenger. departed
to make room for Harley P. Hennage, who
was standing next in line to pay his meal-
check.

Donna opened her eyes and sighed—a
little gasping sob, and turned her quivering
face to the gambler. He smiled at her,
striving pathetically to do it naturally.
Instead, it was a grimace, and there was
the look of a thousand devils in his baleful
eyes. For an instant their glances met—
and there were no secrets between them now.
Donna moaned in her wretchedness; she
placed her arm on the cash register and
bowed her head on it, while the other little
trembling hand stole across the counter,
seeking for his and the comfort which the
strong seem able to impart to the weak by
the mere sense of touch.

“Oh, Harley, Harley” she whispered
brokenly, ‘“the light’s—gone out—of the
world—and I can’t—cry. I—I—I can’t.
I can—only—suffer.”

Harley P.’s great freckled hand closed
over hers and held it fast, while with his
other hand he touched her beautiful head
with paternal tenderness.

“Donnie” he said hoarsely. She did not
look up. “I'm sorry you're not feelin’ well,
Donnie. You’re all upset about somethin’,
an’ you ought to go home an’ take a good
rest.
I noticed it last night. You looked a mite
peaked.”

“Yes, yes” she whispered, clutching at
this straw which he held out to her, “I'm
ill. I want to go home—oh, Mr. Hennage,
please—take me—home.”

Mr. Hennage turned and beckoned to
one of the waitresses whose duty it was, on
Donna’s days off, to take her place at the
cash counter. As the waitress started to

You don’t—you don’t look well."
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obey his summons, the gambler turned and
spoke to Donna.

“Buck up and beat it. I can’t take you
home, an’ neither can anybody else. You’ve
got to make it alone. When you get to the

"Hat Ranch, send Sam Singer up to me.

Remember, Donnie. Send Sam Singer up.”

He turned again to the waitress. “You'd
better take charge here” he said. “Miss
Corblay’s been took sick, an’ the pain’s
somethin’ terrible. I've been a-tellin’ her
she ought to have Doc Taylor in to look
at her. If I had the pain that girl’s a-suf-
ferin’ right now I'd be in bed, that’s what
I would. T’ll bet a stack o’ blues she got
this here potomaine poisonin’. Better run
right along, Miss Donnie, before the pain
gets worse, an’ I'll see Doc Taylor an’ tell
him to bring you down some medicine or
somethin’.”

Donna replied in monosyllables to the
excited queries of the waitress, pinned on
her hat and left the eating-house as quickly
as she could. She was dry-eyed, white-
lipped, sunk in an abyss of misery; for there
are agonies of grief and terror so profound
that their very intensity dams the fount of
tears, and it was thus with Donna. Harley
P. accompanied her to the door of the
eating-house, but he would go no further.
He realized that Donna wanted to talk with
him; in a vague way he gathered that she
looked to him for some words of comfort
in her terrible predicament. Not for worlds,
however, would he be seen walking with her
in public, thereby laying the foundation
for “talk”; and under the circumstances he
realized the danger to her, should he even
be seen conversing with her from now on.
She pleaded with him with her eyes, but
he shook his head resolutely. He had heard
the news. Inadvertently he had stumbled
upon her secret, and she knew this. But
she knew also that never by word or sign
or deed would Harley P. Hennage indicate
that he had heard it. It was like him to
ascribe her agitation to illness, and as she
turned her heavy footsteps toward the Hat
Ranch the memory of that loving lie
brought the laggatd tears at last, and she
wept aloud. In her agony she was con-
scious of a feeling of gratitude to the
Almighty for His perfect workmanship in
fashioning a man who was not one of the
presuming kind.

It seemed to Donna that she must have
wandered long in the border-lands of hell
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before eventually she reached the shelter
of the adobe walls of the Hat Ranch. Soft
Wind heard her sobbing and fumbling with
the recalcitrant lock on the iron gate, and
hurried toward her.

“My little one! My nestling!” she said
in the Cahuilla tongue, and forthwith Donna
collapsed in the old squaw’s arms. It was
the first time she had ever fainted.

When she recovered consciousness she
found that she was lying, fully dressed, on
her bed, at the foot of which Soft Wind and
Sam Singer were standing, gazing at her
owlishly. She commenced to sob imme-
diately, and Sam Singer pussy-footed out of
the room and fled up town to lay the matter
before Harley P. Hennage. For the second
time there was a crisis at the Hat Ranch,
and Sam yielded to his first impulse, which
was to seek help where something told him
help would never be withheld.

In the meantime, Harley P. Hennage
had fled to the seclusion of his room in the
eating-house hotel. The disclosure of the
identity of the stage-robber had over-
whelmed the gambler with anguish, and he
wanted to be alone to think the terrible
affair over calmly. In the language of
his profession, the buck was clearly up to
Mr. Hennage.

Twice during his eventful career the
gambler had sat in poker games where an
opponent had held the dead man’s hand
and paid the penalty. He recalled now
the quick look of terror that had flitted
across the face of each of these men when
it came to the show-down and the pot was
lost in the smoke; he endeavored to com-
pare it with the sudden despair and suffer-
ing that came into Donna’s eyes when the
express messenger drew back the sweat-
band of the outlaw’s hat and showed her
Bob McGraw’s private brand of ownership.

“No,” moaned Mr. Hennage, ‘“there
ain’t no comparison. Them two tin-horns
was frightened o’ death, but poor little
Donnie is plumb fearful o’ life, an’ there
ain’t a soul in the world can help her but
me. She’s got hers, just like her mother
did, an’ there ain’t never goin’ to be no
joy in them eyes no more, unless I act, an’
act lively.”

He sat down on his bed and bowed his
bald head in his trembling hands, for once
more Harley P. Hennage was face to face
with a great issue. He, too, was experi-
encing some of the agony of a grief that
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could find no outlet in tears—a three-year-
old grief that could have no ending until
the end should come for Harley P.

Presently he roused and looked at his
watch. He was horrified to discover that
he had just forty minutes left in which to
arrange his affairs and leave San Pasqual.

He went to the window, parted the cur-
tains cautiously and looked out. At the
door of the post-office, half a block down
on the other side of the street, the express
messenger, with the hat still in his hand,
stood conversing with Miss Molly Pickett.

“You—miserable—old—mischief-maker”’
he muttered slowly, and with hate and em-
phasis in every word. “You’re tellin’ him
to see me for information concernin’ Bob
McGraw, ain’t you? You're tellin’ him
this road agent’s a friend o’ mine, because
I called for a registered letter for him once,
ain’t you? An’ now you’re takin’ him
inside to show him the written order Bob
McGraw give me for that registered letter,
ain’t you? You’re quite a nice little old
maid detective, ain’t you, Miss Molly?
You're tellin’ him that I knew the man
that saved Donnie Corblay, an’ that ke
was a friend o’ mine, too, because I led
his roan horse up into the feed corral an’
guaranteed the feed bill. An’ everybody
knows, or if they don’t they soon will,
that the initials ‘R. McG.” was on that
fool boy’s saddle. All right, Miss Pickett!
Let ’er flicker. Only them Wells Fargo
detectives don’t get to ask me no ques-
tions regardin’ that girl’s husband. Not
a dog-gone question! If I stay in this
town they’ll subpeeny me an’ make me
testify under oath, an’ then I'll perjure
myself an’ get caught at it, an’ I'm too old
a gambler to get caught bluffin’ on no
pair. No, indeed, folks, I can’t afford
it, so I'm just a-goin’ to fold my tent like
the Arab an’ silently fade away.”

Thus reasoned Mr. Hennage. Both by
nature and professional training he was
more adept in the science of deduction
than most men, and while he had never
seen Donna’s marriage license he firmly
believed that she had been married. He
had looked for the publication of the
license in the Bakersfield papers. Not
having seen it, Mr. Hennage was not dis-
turbed. He understood that Donna, plan-
ning to keep on at the eating-house, de-
sired her marriage to remain a secret for
the present, and Bob had doubtless
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arranged to have the record of the issuance
of the license “buried.” The fact that
Friar Tuck had disappeared from the feed
corral on the very night of Donna’s return
to San Pasqual was to Mr. Hennage prima
facie evidence that Bob McGraw had re-
turned with her. Donna had gone to the
Hat Ranch while Bob had saddled and
ridden north. At least, since he had come
from the north, Mr. Hennage deduced
that to the north he would return. Gar-
lock lay a hard thirty-five miles from San
Pasqual, and it seemed reasonable to pre-
sume that Bob had stopped there for
water, rested until the stage came along
and then robbed it.

However, there was one weak link in
this apparently powerful chain of evidence.
The stage driver and the express messen-
ger both reported the bandit to be mounted
on a bay mustang. At close quarters the
horse had been concealed behind the wall
with the upper half of his face showing.
Well, Bob McGraw’s horse was a light
roan—a very light roan, with almost bay
ears and head, and at a distance, and in
certain lights and in -the excitement of
the hold-up, he might very easily have been
mistaken for a bay. Many a bay horse,
when covered with alkali dust and dried
sweat, has been mistaken for a roan.

In addition there was the evidence of
the automatic pistol! Few men in that
country carried automatics, for an auto-
matic was a weapon too new in those days
to be popular, and the residents of the
Mojave still clung to tradition and a Colt’s
.45. The bandit had shown himself pe-
culiarly expert in the use of his weapon,
having shot the pipe out of the messen-
ger’s mouth, merely to impress that un-
impressionable functionary. It would have
been like Bob McGraw, who carried an
automatic and was a dead shot, to show
off a little!

However, an alibi might very easily
discount all this circumstantial evidence,
were it not for the fact that there could
be no alibi for Bob McGraw, for beyond
doubt he must have been in the neighbor-
hood of Garlock that very day. Then
there was the hat, with his name in it;
also the report that one of the passen-
gers who knew him had recognized the
bandit as Bob McGraw.

“Alibi or no alibi, he’ll get twenty years
in San Quentin on that evidence” mourned
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Harley P. “Oh, Bob, you infernal young
rip, if you was as hard up as all that, why
didn’t you come to me? Why didn’t
you trust old Harley P. Hennage with
your worries! I'd ’a seen you through.
But you wouldn’t trust me—just went to
work an’ married that good girl, an’ then
pulled off a job o’ road work to support
her. Oh, Bob, you dog, you’ve broke her
heart an’ she’ll go like her mother went.”

He clenched his big fists and punched
the air viciously, in unconscious exemplifi-
cation of the chastisement he would mete
to Bob McGraw when he met him again.

“It ain’t often I make a mistake judgin’
a man” he muttered piteously, “but I've
sure been taken in on this feller. I thought
he’d stand the acid—by God! I thought
he’'d stand it. An’ at that there’s heaps
o’ good in the boy! He must ’a been just
desperate for money, an’ the notion to
rob the stage come on him all in a heap an’
downed him before he knew. Great Grief!
That misfortunate girl! He’ll never come
back, an’ if they trace him to her she’ll
die o’ shame. Whiskered bob-cats, I never
thought o’ that. She’ll have to get out too!”

The gambler had a sudden thought.
Donna could do two things. She could
leave San Pasqual, or she could stand pat!
If she said nothing, not a soul could befoul
her by linking her name to that of a stage-
robber. She must stand pat! There was
but one channel through which the news
that Bob McGraw had been harbored at
the Hat Ranch could possibly filter. Peo-
ple might think what they pleased, but
they could never prove, provided Doc Tay-
lor remained discreet. Therefore it be-
hooved Mr. Hennage to see Doc Taylor
immediately. That possible leak must be
plugged at once.

Three minutes later the gambler strolled
into the drug-store.

“How” he saluted.

“Hello, Hennage.”

“What’s new?”

“Nothing much. What do you think
about that hold-up at Garlock?”

“Pretty bold piece o’ work, Doc. Do
they know who did it?”

“Fellow named McGraw. And as near
as I can make out, Hennage, it’s the same
fellow I attended that time down at the
Hat Ranch.”

“It is” Mr. Hennage agreed quietly.
“At least, I believe it is. That’s what I
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called to see you about, Doc. Have you
said anything to anybody?”

“No—not yet. I wasn’t quite certain,
and I figured on talking it over with you
before I gave Wells Fargo & Company the
quiet tip to watch the Hat Ranch for
their man.”

“Good enough! But they’ll be around
asking you questions, Doc. Don’t worry
about that. They won’t wait for you to
come to them. An’ when they come to
you, Doc, you don’t know nothin’. Com-
prende?”’

“But McGraw robbed the stage—"

“He didn’t kill nobody, Doc. He wasn’t
blood-thirsty. He shot the horse when he
might have shot the messenger. Now,
let’s be sensible, Doc. Sometimes a feller
can accomplish more in this world by
keepin’ his mouth shut than he can by
tellin’ every durned thing he knows. Now,
as near as I can learn, this outlaw gets
away with about four thousand dollars.
If the passengers an’ the express company
get their money back, they’ll be glad to
let it go at that, an’ I'll buy ’em a new pad-
lock for the express box. This is the
young feller’s first job, Doc—I'm certain
o’ that. He ain’t bad—an’ besides, I've
got a special interest in him. Now, listen
here, Doc; I've got a pretty good idea
where he’s gone to hole up until the noise
dies down, an’ I'm goin’ after him myself.
I’ll make him give up the swag an’ send
it back; then I’ll get him out o’ the country
an’ let him start life all over again some-
where else. He’s a young feller, Doc, an’
it ain’t right to kick him when he’s down.
He oughter be lifted up an’ given a chance
to make good.”

Doc Taylor shook his head dubiously.
He realized that Harley P.’s plan was
best, and in his innermost soul he com-
mended it as a proper Christian course.
But he also remembered to have heard
somewhere that godless men like Harley
P. Hennage and the outlaw McGraw had
a habit of being friendly and faithful to
each other in just such emergencies—a
sort of ‘“honor among thieves” arrange-
ment, and despite Mr. Hennage’s kindly
words, Doc Taylor doubted their sincerity.
In fact, the whole thing was irregular, for
even after the return of the stolen money
the bandit would still owe a debt to so-
ciety—and moreover, the worthy doctor
was the joint possessor, with Harley P.
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Hennage, of an astounding secret, the
disclosure of which would make him the
hero of San Pasqual for a day at least.

“I can’t agree to that, Hennage” he
began soberly. “It doesn’t look right to
me to let a stage-robber go scot-free—"

“Well, I tell you, Doc,” drawled Mr.
Hennage serenely, “it’d better look right
to you, an’ damned quick at that. You
seem to think I’m here a-askin’ a favor o’
you. Not much. I never ask favors o’
no man. I'm just as independent as a
hog on ice; if I don’t stand up I can set
down. I run a square game myself an’
I want a square game from the other
fellow. Now, Doc, you just so much as
say ‘Boo’ about this thing, an’ by the Nine
Gods o’ War I'll kill you. D’ye under-
stand, Doc? TI'll kill you like I would a
tarantula. An’ when they come to ask
you the name o’ the man you ’tended at
the Hat Ranch you tell ’em his name is—
lemme see, now—yes, his name is Roland
McGuire. That’s a nice name, an’ it
corresponds to the initials on the saddle.”

Doc Taylor looked into the gambler’s
hard face, which was thrust close to his.
The mouth of the worst man in San Pas-
qual was drawn back in a half snarl that
was almost coyote-like; his small deep-set
eyes bespoke only too truly the firmness
of purpose that lay behind their blazing
menace. For fully thirty seconds those
terrible eyes flamed, unblinking, on Doc
Taylor; then Mr. Hennage spoke.

“Now, what is his name goin’ to be, Doc?”

“Roland McGuire” said Doc Taylor,
and swallowed his Adam’s apple twice.

“Bright boy. Go to the head o’ the
class an’ don’t forget to remember to
stick there.”

He turned slowly and walked out of
the drug-store, for he had accomplished
his mission. Once again, without recourse
to violence, he had maintained his repu-
tation as the worst man in San Pasqual,
for his power lay, not in a clever bluff,
but in his all-too-evident downright hon-
esty of purpose. Had Doc Taylor pre-
sumed to fly in the face of Providence,
after that warning, Mr. Hennage felt
that the responsibility must very properly
rest on the doctor, for the gambler would
have killed him as surely as he had the
strength to work his trigger finger.

“Well, that’s over” he muttered as he

"returned to his room. “She’s woman
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enough to cover the rest o’ the trail her-
self now, poor girl, an’ in about a week
I'll pull the big sting that’s hurtin’ her
most.”

Hastily he packed a suit-case with his
few simple belongings, for in his haste he
was forced to abandon his old rawhide
trunk that had accompanied him in his
wanderings for twenty years. But one
article did Mr. Hennage remove from his
trunk. It was an old magazine. He
opened it tenderly, satisfied himself that
the faded old rose that lay between the
leaves was still intact, and packed this
treasure into the suit-case; then, while
waiting for the north-bound train to
whistle for San Pasqual, he sat down at a
little table and wrote a note to Donna:

Dear Miss Donnie:

I am sending you a thousand by Sam Singer.
You might need it. Am in trouble and must
get out quick. Will stay away until things
blow over. Hoping these few lines will find
you feeling well, as they leave me at present,
Iam

Respect. yrs.
H. P. Hennage.

P. S. I came to say good-by a little while
ago and was sorry you wasn’t feeling well.

This note Mr. Hennage sealed carefully
in an envelope, together with a compact
little roll of bills, just as the train whistled
for San Pasqual. He seized his suit-case
and hurried down stairs, and on the way
down he met Sam Singer coming up.

“Give this to Miss Donna” said Mr.
Hennage, and thrust the envelope into the
Indian’s hand. “Ain’t got no time to
talk to you, Sam. This is my busy day,”
and then, for the last time, he gave Sam
Singer the inevitable half dollar and a cigar.

“Good-by, Sam” he called as he de-
scended the stairs. ‘“Be a good Injun till
I see you again.”

He went to the ticket window, pur-
chased a ticket to San Francisco and
climbed aboard the train. Two minutes
later it pulled out. As it plunged into
Tehachapi Pass, Mr. Hennage, standing
on the platform of the rear car, glanced
back across the desert at San Pasqual.

“Nothin’ like mystery to keep that
rotten little camp up on its toes” he mut-
tered. “I'll just leave that mess to stew
in its own juices for a while.”

He went into the smoker and lit a cigar.
His plans were well matured now and he
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was content; in this comfortable frame
of mind he glanced idly around at his
fellow-passengers.

Seated two seats in front of him and on
the opposite side of the coach, Mr. Hen-
nage observed a gray-haired man reading
a newspaper. The gambler decided that
there was something vaguely familiar
about the back of this passenger’s head,
and on the pretense of going to the front
of the car for a drink of water he con-
trived, on his way back to his seat, to catch
a glimpse of the stranger’s face. At the
same instant the man glanced up from his
paper and nodded to Mr. Hennage.

“How” said Harley P., and paused be-
side the other’s seat. “Mr. T. Morgan
Carey, if I ain’t mistaken?”

“The same” replied Carey in his dry,
precise tones. ‘“And you are—Mr.—Mr.
—Mr. Hammage.”

“Hennage” corrected the gambler. -

“I beg your pardon. Mr. Hennage.
Quite so. Pray be seated, Mr. Hennage.
You'’re the very man I wanted to see.”

He moved over and made room for Mr.
Hennage beside him. The gambler sat
down and sighed.

“Hot, ain’t it?”’ he remarked, rather
inanely.

“Rather. By the way, Mr. Hennage,
have you, by any chance, seen that young
man for whom I was inquiring on the day
I first had the pleasure of making your
acquaintance? His name is McGraw—
Robert McGraw. You will recollect that
I left with you one of my cards, with the
request that you give it to McGraw,
should you meet him, and inform him that
I desired to communicate with him.”

“Yes” replied Mr. Hennage calmly.
“I met him one day in San Pasqual an’
gave him your card.”

“You gave him my registered letter,
also?”

So Carey had been talking with Miss
Pickett again! Mr. Hennage nodded.

“Tell me, Mr. Hennage” purred Carey.
“Why did the man, McGraw, send you to
the post-office with an order for that
registered letter?”

“Oh, he was in a little trouble at the
time an’ didn’t care to show in public”
lied Mr. Hennage glibly.

“I perceive. I believe you mentioned
something about his reputation as a hard
citizen when I first spoke to you about him.”



The Long Chance: Peter B. Kyne

“Tougher’n a bob-cat’” Mr. Hennage
assured him, for no earthly reason except
a desire to be perverse and not contradict
his former statements.

“Hu-u-m-m! I presume you know
where Mr. McGraw may be found at
present. Is he liable to communicate with
you?”

Mr. Hennage was on guard. “Well, I
ain’t sayin’ nothin’” he replied eva-
sively. It was in his mind to discover, if
possible, the details of the business which
this man of vast emprise could have with
a penniless desert rat like Bob McGraw.

“Is this McGraw a friend of yours, Mr.
Hennage?”’ pursued Carey.

“Well.” the gambler fenced, “I've loaned
him money.”

“Ever get it back?” Carey smiled a
thin sword-fish smile.

“Certainly. Why do you ask?”

“You consider McGraw honest?”

“Sure shot—between friends. Yes.”

Carey turned his head slowly and gazed
at the gambler in mean triumph. “Well,
I’'m sorry I can’t agree with you’ he said.
“Your friend McGraw robbed me of fifteen
hundred dollars on the San Pasqual-Keeler
stage a few days ago.”

The fact that Carey had been a victim
of Bob McGraw’s felonious activities was
news to Mr. Hennage, but he would not
permit Carey to suspect it.

“Yes” he replied calmly, “I heard he’d
taken to road work.”

“He held up the stage” Carey repeated,
in the flat tone of finality which the fore-
man of a jury might have employed when
repeating the verbal formula: “We, the
jury, find the defendant guilty, as charged.”

“Then you recognized McGraw” ven-
tured the gambler.

“The moment I saw him.”

“That’s funny” echoed Harley P. “I
gathered from what you told me in San
Pasqual that you two’d never met up, an’
they tell me that durin’ the hold-up
McGraw was behind a wall an’ wearin’ a

.mask. You’re sure some recognizer, Mr.
Carey.”

“We had met prior to the hold-up and
subsequent to my conversation with you
in San Pasqual.” 4

“Still the bet goes as she lays” repeated
Mr. Hennage. “For a near-sighted gent
you're sure some recognizer.”

“I recognized his voice.”
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Mr. Hennage was silent for a minute.
Carey continued.

“If the sheriff gets him, I’ll see to it
that McGraw doesn’t rob another stage
for some time to come.”

Still Mr. Hennage was silent. He was
digesting the conversation, and this much
he gathered:

There was some mysterious business
afoot wherein Carey and Bob McGraw were
jointly interested, and they had met and
quarreled over it, as evidenced by T.
Morgan Carey’s all too apparent ani-
mosity. Mr. Hennage had a haunting
suspicion that Carey’s animus did not
arise from the fact that McGraw had
robbed him of fifteen hundred dollars.
He felt that there was a deeper, more
vital reason than that. All of his days
Mr. Hennage had lived close to the primi-
tive; he was a shrewd judge of human
impulses and it had been his experience
that men quarrel over two things—women
and money. The possible hypothesis of
a woman, in the suspected quarrel between
Bob McGraw and T. Morgan Carey,
Harley P. dismissed as untenable. Re-
mained then, only money—and Bob
McGraw had no money. His finances
were at so low an ebb as to be beneath the
notice of such a palpable commercial wolf
as T. Morgan Carey; consequently, and
in the final analysis, Mr.- Hennage con-
cluded that Bob MeGraw possessed some-
thing which Carey coveted. Whether his
spiteful attitude toward the unfortunate
Bob arose from this, or the loss of the
fifteen hundred dollars, Mr. Hennage now
purposed discovering. He leaned toward
Carey confidentially and lowered his voice.

“Say; looky-here, Mr. Carey. This boy,
McGraw, is a friend o’ mine. A little
wild? Yes. But what young feller now-
a-days ain’t? I know he’s robbed you o’
fifteen hundred dollars, an’ I’m sorry for
that, but I can fix you up all right. I'm
goin’ to get into communication with our
young friend before long, if he ain’t beefed
by the sheriff first, or captured alive—
but it’s ten to one they get him, an’ he’ll
be brought to trial. Well, now, here’s
what I'm drivin’ at. If the boy’s nabbed,
an’ you'll agree to sorter, as the feller says,
tangle the woof o’ memory an’ refuse to
swear that you recognize the said defend-
ant as the hereinbefore mentioned stage-
robber, I'll see that you get your fifteen
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hundred back. This is his first serious
job, Mr. Carey, an’ I wish you’d go easy
on him. He ain’t really bad.”

T. Morgan Carey pounded the back of
the seat in front of him.

“Not for fifty thousand dollars” he said.
“The suggestion is preposterous. The man
is a menace to society and it is my duty
to testify against him if he is apprehended.”

“Then it ain’t a question with you o’
money back an’ no questions asked?”

Carey shook his head emphatically.
“It’s principle” he said.

Mr. Hennage appeared chopfallen. In
reality he was amused. Never before
had Mr. Hennage met a man to whom the
abandonment of such “principle” would
have been impossible under the terms
suggested. Clearly there was something
wrong here. Mr. Hennage had met men
to whom vengeance would have been
cheap at fifty thousand, but principle—
the gambler shook his head. He had lived
long enough to learn that principle is a
marketable commodity, and he was not
deceived in T. Morgan Carey’s attitude of
civic righteousness.

“Well, it’s too bad you won’t listen to
reason, Mr. Carey” he said regretfully.
“I thought you might be willin’ to go easy
on the young feller. It’s too durned
bad,” and he rose abruptly and returned
to his own seat. Carey resumed the pe-
rusal of his newspaper. He was not
anxious to continue the conversation, and
he believed he had Mr. Hennage intimi-
dated, and for reasons of his own he was
desirous of permitting the gambler to
think matters over.

Mr. Hennage proceeded at once to
think matters over. ‘“Now, I wonder
what that kid-glove crook has against the
boy?” he mused. “I can see right off that
Bob has an ace coppered, an’ this sweet-
scented burglar would like to see Bob
tucked away in the calaboose while he
goes huntin’ for the ace. What in Sam
Hill can them two fellers have between
them? Here's Bob, just a plain young
desert rat, a-dreamin’ an’ a-romancin’
over the country, while this Carey is a
solid citizen. He’s president o’ the Inyo
Land & Irrigation Company, accordin’ to
his card. Bob ain’t got no money—Carey
has a carload of it. Bob ain’t got no
water—Carey’s in the irrigation business.
Bob ain’t got no real estate, 'ceptin’ what
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he accumulates on his person wanderin’
around, and Carey’s got land—"

Mr. Hennage emitted a low soft whistle
through the slit between twoof his gold teeth.

Land! That was it. Land! And gov-
ernment land at that!

Mr. Hennage suddenly recollected the
letter which Bob McGraw had written
him from Sacramento, requesting a loan
of fifty dollars, and enclosing, without com-
ment, a typewritten contract form for the
acquisition of state lieu lands. Mr. Hen-
nage had read this contract at the time of
its receipt, little thinking that Bob was
wholly unconscious of the fact that he had
enclosed it with his letter. Mr. Hennage
had marveled at the time that Bob should
have made no reference to it in his letter.

He took Bob’s letter from his breast
pocket now, and carefully perused once
more this typewritten contract form. To
him it conveyed little information, save
that Bob had been endeavoring to induce
Tom, Dick and Harry to acquire state lieu
lands by engaging him as their attorney,
and without the disagreeable necessity of
putting up any money. A very queer
proceeding, concluded Mr. Hennage, in
view of the fact that Bob apprehended
litigation in order to establish the rights
of his clients. At the first reading of this
document two weeks previous, the gambler
had merely looked upon it as evidence of
another of Bob McGraw’s harebrained
schemes for acquiring a quick fortune—a
scheme founded on optimism and pre-
destined to failure; but in the light of
recent events the meager information
gleaned from the contract form had now
a deeper, a more significant meaning.

Here was a conundrum. Carey (accord-
ing to his card, at any rate) had the water,
while Bob McGraw (according to this
contract form) was endeavoring to acquire
the land. Both were operating in Owens
valley. Mr. Hennage smiled. No won-
der they had quarreled, for without the
land, of what use was the water to Carey?
and without the water, of what value could
the land be to Bob McGraw?

“I wouldn’t give a white chip for a hull
county o’ such land” mused the gambler,
“unless I could set in the game with the
chap that had the water, an’ Carey bein’
a human hog, it stands to reason Bob’s
a chump to tie up with him, unless—unless
—he’s got water of his own!”
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Mr. Hennage slapped his fat thigh. “By

Jupiter,” he murmured, “he’s got the
water! He must have it. He might be
fool enough to hold up a stage, but he ain’t
fool enough to face a lawsuit, without a
dollar in the world, tryin’ to make people
take up land so he can sell '’em water for
irrigation, unless he has the water. The
boy ain’t plumb crazy by no means. That's
the ace he’s got coppered! He’s got the
water, and if Carey can put him across for
that hold-up job, who’s to protect the boy’s
bet? Not a soul, unless it’s me, an’ I'm
only shootin’ at the moon. Bob ain’t the
man to put up aTight for worthless land, an’
besides, wasn’t Donnie askin’ me a lot o’
questions about water an’ water rights, an’
showin’ a whole lot of interest, now that I
come to think on’t? By the Nine Gods o’
War! I smell a rat as big as a kangaroo.
Bob’s been buttin’ in on Carey’s game;
Carey’s been tryin’ to buy him out, but Bob
has Carey on the floor with his shoulders
touchin’, so he won’t sell an’ he won’t con-
solidate. If she don’t 'tack up that-a-way,
I’'m an Injun. Carey wouldn’t compro-
mise with me an’ take back his fifteen
hundred. Why? There’s a reason. He’d
sooner see young Bob in the penitentiary
because it’d mean more money to him.
He wants Bob out o’ the way, so he won’t
be on hand to draw cards, an’ then this
Carey person ’ll just reach out his soft little
mitt and rake in the jack-pot. All right,
T. Morgan Carey! Bob’s out of it, but even
if he is a crook I’ll string a bet with him, for
Donnie’s sake, an’ I'll deal you a brace
game an’ you’ll never know that the deck’s
been sanded.”
" And having thus, to his entire satisfac-
tion, solved the mystery of the hitherto
unaccountable actions of T. Morgan Carey
and Bob McGraw, Mr. Hennage dismissed
the matter from his mind, lit a fresh cigar
and permitted the peanut butcher to in-
veigle him into a friendly little game of
whist with three traveling salesmen.

Harley P. Hennage had purchased a
ticket for San Francisco, but when the train
reached Bakersfield and he observed T.
Morgan Carey leaving the car, bag in hand,
the gambler suddenly decided that he, also,
would honor Bakersfield with his presence.
He excused himself, hastily quitted his in-
nocent game of whist, seized his suit-case
and rode up town in the same hotel bus
with Carey.
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Carey registered first, sent his bag and
overcoat up to his room, and then walked
over to the telegraph desk. Harley P.
Hennage, standing in line to register, no-
ticed that Carey had filed a telegram; con-
sequently, when he had registered and T.
Morgan Carey had disappeared into the
barber shop, Mr. Hennage, following up a
strong winning “hunch,” walked over to
the telegraph desk and laid a ten-dollar
piece on the railing.

“I'm goin’ to open a book, young lady”
he announced. “I'm willin’ to bet ten
dollars that the respectable old party that
just give you a telegram signed Carey is
wirin’ about a friend o’ mine. If I don’t
guess right, you get the ten bucks. Fair?”

The young lady operator dimpled and
admitted that it was eminently fair. She
had no illusions (although her position re-
quired her to have them) regarding the
sacredness of privacy in a telegram, and
Mr. Hennage had not as yet asked her to
violate a confidence.

“I'm a-bettin’ ten bucks” repeated Mr.
Hennage, “that the name McGraw’s occurs
in that telegram.”

“You win” the operator replied. “How
did you guess it?”

“Y was born with a veil” he replied. “I
got the gift o’ second sight, an’ I'm just a-
tryin’ it out. The ten is yours for a copy
o’ that telegram.”

The operator seized a scratch-pad, copied
the telegram and cautiously “slipped” it
to Mr. Hennage, who as cautiously
“slipped” her the ten-dollar bill. He was
rewarded for his prodigality by the follow-
ing:

R. P. McKeon,
Mills Building,
Sacramento, Calif.
Advise our friend approve McGraw appli-
cations at once. Letter follows.
Carey.

The gambler smiled his thanks and
walked across the hotel lobby to the public-
telephone operator. On this young lady’s
desk he laid a five-dollar bill.

“I want you to call up Sacramento on
the long distance an’ ask the central there
to find out who Mr. R. P. McKeon is
an’ what he does for a livin’.”

“We have copies of the telephone direc-
tories of the principal cities in the state”
came the quick reply. “It makes it easier
if we ask for the number direct.”
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“Five bucks for a look in the book” an-
nounced Mr. Hennage. He got the book,
with the information that he might have
his look for nothing, but being a generous
soul he declined. He ascertained that R. P.
McKeon was an attorney-at-law.

“As the feller says, I believe I see the
light” murmured the gambler. “Now
please get me the agent for Wells Fargo &
Company at San Pasqual.”

When the operator informed him that
San Pasqual was on the line, Mr. Hennage
went into a sound-proof booth and told a
lie. He informed the agent at San Pasqual
that he was the Bakersfield representative
of the Associated Press, and demanded the
latest information regarding the hunt for
the Garlock bandit. He was informed that
there was no news.

“T gotta get some news’’ he bellowed into
the receiver. ‘“What's the exact loss o’
your company?”’

“Twenty-onehundred eighty-threeforty.”

“Serves you right. How about the pas-
sengers? Got their names an’ addresses an’
the amounts they lost?”

“No, but the express messenger has and
he’s in town. Hold the line a minute and
I'll go call him.”

So Mr. Hennage waited. Five minutes
later, when he hung up, he had secured thein-
formation and made careful note of it, after
which he sought an arm-chair in the hotel
window, planted his feet on the window sill
and gave himself up to reflection. He was
occupied thus when T. Morgan Carey came
out of the barber shop, and seeing Mr.
Hennage, came over and sat down beside
him. Mr. Hennage decided that the
financier must have something on his mind,
and he was not wrong.

“Mr. Hennage” said Carey unctuously,
“T have been thinking over the proposition
which you made me coming up from San
Pasqual this afternoon, and if you still feel
inclined to act as intermediary in this un-
fortunate affair, I will submit a proposition.
Mr. McGraw may retain the fifteen hun-
dred dollars which he stole from me, and I
will agree to give him, say, five thousand
more, through you, for a relinquishment to
me of a water right which he has filed upon
in the Sierra overlooking Owens valley.
There is also another matter of which Mc-
Graw has cognizance, and he must agree to
drop that too. His money will be delivered
to you, for delivery to him. In return, I
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will agree to be absent when his case comes
to trial, should he be captured. I will agree
not to recognize him.”

“But suppose he refuses this program,
Mr. Carey. Then what?”

“In that event, my dear Mr. Hennage”’
replied Carey coldly, “you may tell him
from me that I will spend a hundred thou-
sand dollars to run him down. I will have
this state combed by Pinkertons, and when
I land Mr. Robert McGraw I’ll land him
high and dry and it will be too late for him
to make me a proposition then. I have the
power and the money necessary to get him—
and I know how.” :

“Well, what a long tail our cat’s develop-
in’!” drawled Mr. Hennage. “Carey, you
give me a pain where I never knew it to
ache me before. Now, you just sit still
while I submit you a little proposition. An’
remember I ain’t pleadin’ with you to ac-
cept it. No, indeed. I'm just a-orderin’
you to. Bob McGraw can’t prove that he
didn’t rob that stage, but a child could make
a monkey out o’ you on the witness stand.
Talked to him once an’ recognized his
voice, eh? Pooh! Met him once an’ recog-
nized him masked. Rats! I happen to
know, Carey, that you didn’t recognize the
stage robber until after the messenger re-
turned to the stage with his hat an’ showed
you his name on the sweat-band. Then you
remembered, because the wish was father
to the thought, an’ you wanted the boy in
jail. Now, looky here. I happen to be
mighty heavily interested in this here water
right you’re plannin’ to blackmail McGraw
out of. But you ain’t got nothin’ on me,
an’ you can’t buy me out for a million dol-
lars, an’ you ain’t got money enough—
there ain’t money enough in the world—to
make me double-cross Bob McGraw just
because he’s a outlaw from justice.” .

He tapped Carey on the knee with his
fat forefinger. “I'm playin’ look-out on
this game, an’ it’s hands off for you. You
can’t make a bet. You don’t get that water
right an’ you won’t get the land; if Bob
McGraw ain’t on hand to sue for his rights,
by the Nine Gods o’ War, I'll sue for him,
an’ I’ll put up the money, an’ I'll match you
an’ your gang for your shoe-strings, and
you're whipped to a frazzle, an’ get that
into your head—understand? You're fig-
urin’ now on gettin’ them applications ap-
proved, eh? Well, you just cut it out. If
them applications are approved before I'm
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ready to have ’em approved, you know
what I’ll do to you, Carey. T’ll cut your
heart out. Don’t you figure for a minute
that there ain’t somebody protectin’ that
boy’s bet. You scatter his chips an’ see
what happens to you. Understand? You
try upsettin’ the Hennage apple-cart one
o’ these bright days, an’ there’ll be a rush
order for a new tombstone. The motto o’
the Hennage family has allers been ‘Hands
Off Or Take The Consequences.” Of course,
if you insist, you can go to it with your pri-
vate detectives, but you won’t get far.
You’re up against a double-jointed play,
Carey. Look out for snags.”

T. Morgan Carey stared hard at Harley
P. Hennage while the worst man in San
Pasqual was delivering his ultimatum. He
continued to stare when Mr. Hennage had
finished, smiling, for to Carey that golden
smile was more deadly than a scowl. Carey
knew too well the kind of eyes that were
gazing into his; they were the eyes of an
honest man, and by the cut of Mr. Hen-
nage’s jaw Carey knew that here was a man
who would “stay put.”

Mr. Hennage laughed boldly, as he real-
ized on what a slender foundation his gigan-
tic bluff was resting, and what an impression
his words had made upon Carey. The latter
pulled himself together and favored the
gambler with a wintry grin.

“Kinder game little pup, after all”
thought Mr. Hennage. “He thinks he’s
licked, but he's goin’ to bluff it out to the
finish. I believe if this feller was on the
level I'd like him. He’s no slouch at what-
ever he tackles, you bet.”

“Very well, Mr. Hennage” said Carey
quietly, “I think I understand you. See
that you understand me, in order that we
may both understand each other. You've
declared war, on behalf of your felon of a
partner. Very well, I accept. It’s war.”

In turn, T. Morgan Carey tapped Mr.
Hennage on the knee with Ais forefinger.

“T’ll keep my hands off your business in
the state land office. Your applications can
pass through for approval, for all T care,
but I'll enter a contest, alleging fraud,
against you in the General Land Ofhice at
Washington, and T'll hold you up for ten
years in a mass of red tape.  Hennage, you
and McGraw have brains, I'll admit, but
you can’t play my game and beat me at it.
If I'm not in on this melon-cutting, I'll
spend a million dollurs to delay the ban-
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quet. Let me tell you something. The day
will come when you’ll come scraping your
feet at my office door, begging for a com-
promise. I'm a business man, and I tell
you before you’re half through with this
fight, you'll come to the conclusion that
half a loaf is better than none at all—par-
ticularly in the matter of extra large loaves.
You'll come to me and compromise.”

“Gosh, I'm dry with argument” taunted
Mr. Hennage. “Now that we understand
each other, let’s be friends. We can be
friends out o’ business hours, can’t we,
Carey? Come an’ have a drink.”

“With all my heart” Carey retorted,
with genuine pleasure. “I must confess to
a liking for you, Mr. Hennage. I could kill
you and then weep at your funeral, for upon
my word you are the most amusing and
philosophical opponent I have ever met.
I really have hopes that ultimately you will
listen to reason.” .

“There is no hope” said Mr. Hennage,
as he took T. Morgan Carey by the arm—
almost, as Mrs. Dan Pennycook would
have expressed it, “friendly like,” and es-
corted him to the hotel bar. Here Mr.
Hennage produced a thousand-dollar bill
from his vest pocket (he had carried that
bill for ten years and always used it as a
flash during his peregrinations outside San
Pasqual) and calmly laid it on the bar.

“Wine” he said. Mr. Hennage’s order,
when doing the handsome thing, was al-
ways ‘“wine.” The barkeeper set out a pint
of champagne and filled both glasses. The
gambler raised his to the light, eyed ‘it
critically and then flashed his three gold
teeth at T. Morgan Carey.

“Here’s damnation to you, Mr. Carey”
he said. “May you live unhappily and die
in jail.”

“The sentiment, my dear Hennage, is
entirely reciprocal” Carey flashed back at
him. They drank, gazing at each other
over the rims of their glasses.

Despite the knock-out which Harley P.
had given him, T. Morgan Carey was en-
joving the gambler’s society. Mr. Hennage
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