Budd Dabbles

in

Author of " When Money Went to His Head,” ete.

2] URNT CREEK — three

%] frame outhouses and one
general merchandise store
—simmered under the
midday heat. Old man
Budd sat on the porch of
- the store, his bulk welded to the chair,
and watched the successive atmospheric
waves dance across the Bend-Klamath
road and evaporate in the jack pine for-
est. “Must me a hundred 'n’ ten degrees
in that brush,” he commented to him-
self. A laggard drone accompanied the
heat; from the highway came the red-
hot puff of air which funneled the sand
and struck the porch. Budd closed his
eyes and endured it with stoic gravity.
“Scorch, dang y'. I'm seasoned.”

He opened his eyes and found com-
. pany. Sim Meeker rode a slattern horse

through the jack pines, wilted in the
saddle. Budd clucked his tongue and
moved a foot back from the sun. He’d
“heard rumors of Meeker being in trou-
ble. The newcomer got down, tied his
- animal on the shady end of the porch
and walked up.

G ’LO, Sim.”

“’Lo, Dave, Kinda warmish.”

“So it be, Sim. What’s made y’ travel
this a way at noon?”

Meeker’s sun-blackened face draped
itself into wrinkles of bitterness. He

was a tall man, very thin, and passing
into middle age. His hands were lump-
ish, his shoulders rugged, indicative of
many years’ hard work; the sharp re-
bellion in his eyes, however, was wit-
ness to the fact that no prosperity or
happiness had come of all that toil
“Why,” said he, “I thought I'd like to
talk a mite with you, Dave. Fact is, I'm
about to be thrown off my ranch.”

It was a startling announcemeént to
Budd.: He closed his eyes again and
gently scratched his chin. “What fer?”

“Foreclosed mortgage,” was the
laconic answer.

“What in time! How’d that come?”

“Needed money last year fer seed an’
some tools. So I borrowed four hun*
dred ’n’ fifty dollars on the place.
Thought I could pull out this season an’
pay it off. But I'm like all the rest.
Wheat burned t’ cinders an’ my few
cows ain’t worth shlppln’ &

“What you worryin’ about?” queried’
8Budd. “We're all in the same whgon.
Ain’t anybody in a hundred miles out o’
debt. But no bank’s goin’ to freeze you
out. They can’t afford to. They got to
stick with the crowd, else they go bust.”

“I couldn’t get the loan from a bank,”
confessed Meeker. ‘“Aaron Bixby lent
it me.” The last phrase was an angry
shout. “At nine per cent! You un-






























