






















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































306 THE TRAIL RIDER

almost everybody rejoicing in the overthrow of
Mackey, who had made his office a position of op-
pression. On account of public felicitation, and
the unusual celebration among the normally staid
and domesticated citizens, the town was drowsy
next morning and asleep later than its accustomed
hour.

Cattlemen began to arrive before the sun had
struck down to the door lintels of the stores, and be-
fore anything but the restaurants and all-night
saloons was open. Several came to the Woodbine
Hotel for breakfast, and Mrs. Goodloe was showing
more teeth than a shark.

Hartwell was up early, waiting the opening of
the bank, to exact justice, and the fulfillment of his

agreement, from Stott. Back and forth, like a

sentry, he walked a short beat opposite the bank,
waiting the opening-hour. People who recognized
him in passing spoke with respect, and turned in
curiosity to look at him again, wondering’ what new
eruption was to come in the business of Cottonwood
out of that early patrolling in the street.

Hartwell was concerned over the arrival of the
cattlemen, whose horses were already thick along
the hitching-racks up and down the street. These
had come from near-by ranches, as the freshness of
their animals told, and there was none among them



















































































































































JOURNEY’S END 355

“But I guess it might be good for her to tell her,
when you’re gone, and let her grieve. Snap judg-
ment ain’t fair to a man, and it’s harder on a
woman, every time. I took it on you that day, but
I wasn’t so bull-headed I couldn’t be reasoned out
of it, was I, Texas?”

“You've al-ways been mighty liberal with me,
Uncle Boley, even when things looked bad.”

“Yes, and I wanted you to like Sallie, tooth and
toe-nail, dang the luck! But I'm dome with
women, I'm through. I ain’t'a goin’ to marry no
more; I’m a goin’ to take my pen in hand to-night
and write to that girl up in Topeky and tell her
she don’t need to bother about comin’ down to look
at m’ teeth, I'll tell her I lost the last one of ’em
I could chaw on this afternoon.”

Texas said nothing, although he applauded
Uncle Boley’s resolution in his heart. For he
knew that if Gertie Moorehead ever came to Cot-
tonwood she would marry the old man for his pen-
sion. There was the look of a home-hunter in her
starved eyes, as hungry as a lost hound’s.

“I guess Sallie and her mother won’t be needin’
me no more, either, since they’ve got money agin,”
Uncle Boley said, very sadly.

“Surely, sir, that never can make any difference
between them and you. Gratitude for what you've
been to them will hold them your friends.”
















































