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THE HERITAGE OF THE DESERT

IN 1908 Zane Grey took a trip to the West in com-
pany with the famous old plainsman, Colonel C. ].
(“Buffalo”) Jones. Grey had what he later descrvibed
as a ‘“‘magnificent adventure,” but the resultant book,
“The Last of the Plainsmen,” was rejected by an
editor who told him there was nothing in it to prove
he could write “either narvative or fiction.”

It was a temporari.y stunning blow, but it did not undermine Grey’s
faith in himself. He immediately set about the tash of wriling his first
Western romance, putting into it many of the wildiy beautiful scenes
of Grand Canyon and Painted Desert which had so impressed him dur-
ing his Western trip. He called it “The Heritage of the Desert,” and he
had the satisfaction of secing it aca’pted by the editor who had turned
down “The Last of the Plainsmen” with such critical comment.

The novel tells the story of Jol:n Hare, an Lasterner who comes to
the desert to regain his lost health; and Mescal, a beaut ful part-Indian
girl. Aside from these two, theve towers above the rest of the people
tictured.in the story the firure of August Naab, one of the most power-
ful characters ever created by Zane Grey's pen. Naab is an old Mormon
rancher, a physical and spiritial giant who ho'ds tenaciously to his
humanitarian faith until the depredations of lawless men finally drive
liim to a great and righteous wrath.

Hare, surcored and befriended by the old Mormon rancher, soon
makes the desert way of l'fe his own. Motivated by a deep respect and
affection for August Naab. friendship for Dave and hatred for Snap—
two of Naab’s sons—and passionate love for Mescal, he finds himself
caught up in a maelstrom of fateful events. e has to fight to save him-
self, to protect the old rdncher, to avenge Dave Naal, and to rescue the
desert girl.

Published originally in 1910, “The Herilage of the Desert” fore-
shadows the series of great stories which made Zane Grey so popular in
succeeding years.

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

THe HeriTaGE oF THE Drsert by Zane Grey. Copyright, 1910, by Harper & Bros.; 19318, by
Zane Grey. By arrangement with The Hawley Publications, {nc.

WanTED—2 by Eugene Cunningham. Copyright by Doubleday, Page & Ce., 1927. By perinissien
of the author.

Mesquite by Bliss Lomax. Caopyright by World Publishing Co. By permission of the author.

Tre OLe Vircinia by Stewart Edward White. From Arrzena Nighets, copyright, 1907, 1935,
by Stewart Edward White. By permission of Brandt & Brandt.

Tur Canvon by Haniel Long. From Pinon Country, copyright, 1941, by Haniel Long. By
permission of Duell, Sloan & Pearce.

Trne Hiues by Henry Herbert Knibbs. From Songs of the Outlands, published by Houghton
Mifflin Co. By permission of the publishers,

2



The Heritage of the Desert

By ZANE GREY

CHAPTER ONE
The Sign of the Sunsct

UT the man’s almost
dead.”

The words stung
John Hare's faint-
ing spirit into life.

‘ : He opened his

= eyes. The descrt
still stretched before him the ap-
palling thing that had overpow-
ered him with its decciving purple
distance. Near by stood a somber
group of men.

“IL.eave him here,” said one, ad-
dressing a gray-bearded giant.
“He's the [ellow sent into south-
ern Utah to spy out the cattle
thieves. He’s all but dead. Dene’s
outlaws are after him. Don't cross
Decne.”

“Martin Cole, I will not go a
hair’s breadth out of my way for
Dene or any other man. You for-
get your religion. I see my duty to
God.”

“Yes, August Naab, T know,”
replied the little man bitterly.
“You would cast the Scriptures in
my teeth, and liken this man to
onc who went down from Jeru-
salem to Jericho and fell among
thicves. But I've suffcred enough
at the hands of Dene.”

The formal speech, the Biblical
references, recalled to the reviv-
ing Hare that he was still in the
land of the Mormons.

“Martin Cole, I hold to the
spirit of our fathers,” replied
Naab, like one reading from the
Old Testament. “They came into
this desert land to worship and
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multiply in pcace. They con-
quered the desert; they prospered
with the ycars that brought set-
tlers, cattlemen, sheepherders, all
hostile to their rcligion and their
livelihood. Nor did they ever fail
to succor the sick and unfortu-
nate. Why should we forsake the
path of duty, and turn from mercy
because of a cut-throat outlaw? I
like not the sign of the times,
but I am a Mormon; I trust in
God.”

“August Naab, I am a Mormon
too,” returncd Cole, “but my
hands are stained with
Soon yours will be if vou keep
your water holes and your cattle,
Holderness is creeping slowly on
you. He’ll ignore vyour water
rights and drive your stock. Soon
Denc will steal cattle under your
very eyes. Don’t make them en-
emies.”

“I can’t pass by this helpless
man.”

Suddenly, with livid face and
shaking hand, Cole pointed west-
ward. “There! Dene and his band!
See, under the red wall; see the
dust, not ten miles away. See
them?”

The dcsert, gray in the fore-
ground, purple in the distance,
sloped to the west. Far away little
pufts of dust rose above the white
sage, and creeping specks moved
at a snail’s pace.

“See them? Ah! then look, Au-
gust Naab, look in the heavens
above for my prophecy,” cried

blood.

Cole fanatically. “The red sunsct
—the sign of the times—blood!”

A broad bar of dense black shut
out the April sky, except in the
extreme west, where a strip of
pale blue formed background for
scveral clouds of striking color
and shape. They alone, in all that
expanse, were dyed in the desert’s
sunset crimson.

Then, as Jight surrendcred to
shade, the sinister color [aded.
One golden shaft shot up, to be
blotted out by sudden darkening
change, and the sun had set.

“That may be God's will,” said
August Naab. “So be it. Martin
Cole, take your men and go.”

There was a word, half oath,
half prayer,. and then rarttle of
stirrups, the creak of saddles, and
clink of spurs, followed by the
driving rush of fiery horses. Cole
and his men disappeared in a pall
of yellow dust.

A wan smile lightened John
Hare’s face as he spoke weakly. “I
fear your—generous act—can’t save
me—may bring you harm. I'd
rather you lelt me—seeing you
have women in your party.”

“Don’t try to talk yet,” said Au-
gust Naab. “You're faint. Here—
drink.” He stooped to Hare, and
held a flask to his lips. Rising, he
called to his men, “Make camp,
sons. We've an hour before the
outlaws come up, and if they
don’t go round the sand dune
we’'ll have longer.”

Hare’s flagging senses rallied,
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and he forgot himself in wonder.
While the bustle went on, un-
hitching of wagon-teams, hobbling
and fceding of horses, unpacking
of camp-supplies, Naab appearcd
to be lost in deep meditation or
prayer. At length he turned to the
campfire; he raked out red coals
and placed the iron pots in posi-
tion, by way of assistance to the
women who were preparing the
evening meal.

A cool wind blew in from the
desert, rustling the sage, sifting
the sand, fanning thc dull coals
to burning opals. Twilight failed
and night fell; one by one great
stars shonc out, cold and bright.
From the zone of blackness sur-
rounding the camp burst the short
bark, the hungry whine, the long-
drawn-out wail of desert wolves.

“Supper, sons,” called Naab, as
he rcplenished the firc with an
arm([ul of greasewood.

Naab’s sons had his stature,
though not his bulk. They were
wiry, rangy men, young, yet
somehow old. The desert had mul-
tiplied their years. IHare could not
have told one face from another,
the bronze skin and stcel cyc and
hard linc of each were so alike.
The women, one middle-aged, the
others young, were of comcly, seri-
ous aspcct,

“Mescal,” called the Mormon.

A slender girl slipped from one
of the covcred wagons; she was

dark, supple, straight as an In-
dian.

August Naab dropped to ‘his
knces, and, as the members of his
family bowed thcir heads, he ex-
tended his hands over them and
over the food laid on the ground.

“Lord, we kneel in humble
thanksgiving. Bless this food to
our use. Strcngthen us, guide us,
keep us as Thou hast in the past.
Bless this stranger within our
gates. Help us to help him. Teach
us Thy ways, O Lord—Amen.”

Hare found himself unable to
control a painful binding in his
throat. In 48 hours he had learned
to hate the Mormons unutterably;
here, in the presence of this au-
stcre man, he felt that hatred
wrenched from his heart, and in
its place stirred somcthing warm
and living. That simple prayer re-
called the home he had long since
Ieft in Connecticut. Now he was
alone in the world, sick and de-
pendent upon the Kkindness of
these strangers.

“Mescal, wait on the stranger,”
said August Naab, and the girl
knelt beside him, tendcring meat
and drink. ITis nerveless fingers
refused to hold the cup, and she
put it ro his lips while he drank.
Hot coffce revived him; he ate and
grew stronger, and readily began
to talk when the Mormon asked
for his story.

“There isn’t much to tell. My
name is Hare. I am twenty-four,
My parcnts arc dead. I came West
because the doctors said I couldn’t
live in the East. At first I got bet-
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ter. But my money gave out and
work became a necessity. I
tramped from place to place, end-
ing up ill in. Salt Lake City. Peo-
ple were kind to me there. Some-
one got me a job with a big cattle
company, and sent me to Marys-
vale. I was ill when I reached
Lund. Before I even knew what
my duties were—for at Lund I was
to. begin work—men called me a
spy. A fellow named Chance
threatened me. An innkeeper led
me out the back way, gave me
bread and water, and said: ‘Take
this road to Bane; it's sixteen
miles. If you make it some one’ll
give you a lift north.' I walked
all night, and all the next day.
Then I wandered on till I
dropped here where you found
me.”

“You missed the road to Bane,”
said Naab. “This is the trail to
White Sage."Dene wasn’t in Lund
while you were there—else you
wouldn’t be here.”

One of his sons whistled low,
causing Naab to rise slowly, to
peer into the darkness, to listen
intently.

“Here, get up,” he said, extend-
ing a hand to Hare. “Pretty shaky,
eh? Can you walk? Give me a hold
—there—Mescal, come.” The slen-
der girl obeyed. “Take his arm.”
Between them they led Hare to a
jumble of stones on the outer edge
of the circle of light.

“It wouldn’t do to hide,” con-
tinued Naab., ‘“That might be

fatal. You’re in sight from. the
campfire, but indistinct. By and
by the outlaws will get here, and
if any of them prowl around close,
you and Mescal must pretend
to be sweethearts. Understand?
They’ll pass by Mormon love-
making without a second look.
Now, lad, courage—Mescal, it may
save his life.”

Naab rcturned to the fire, his
shadow looming in gigantic pro-
portions on the white canopy of
a covered wagon. Suddenly Hare’s
fugitive glance descried a dark ob-
ject: he watched intently as it
moved and rosc from bchind the
summit of the ridge to make a
bold black figure silhouetted
against the celd clcarness of sky.
He saw it distinctly, realized it
was close, ‘and breathed hard as
the wind-swept mane and tail, the
lean, wild shape and single plume
resolved themsclves into the un-
mistakable outline of an Indian
mustang and rider.

“Look!” he whispered to the
girl. “See, a mounted Indian,
there on the ridge—there, he's
gone—no, I sce him again. But

that's another. Look! there are
more.”
“Navajos,” said Mescal.

“Navajos!” he echoed. “I heard
of them at Lund; ‘desert hawks’
the men called them, worse than
Piutes. Must we not alarm the
men? You—aren’t you afraid?”

“No.”

“But they are hostile.”



THE HERITAGE OF THE DESERT 7

“Not to him.” She pointed at
the stalwart figure standing
against the firelight.

“Ah! They must be close by.
What does it mean?”

“I'm not- sure. I think they are
out there in the cedars, waiting.”

“Waiting! For what?”

“Perhaps for a signal.”

“Then they were expected?”

“I don’t know. I only guess. We
used to ride often to White Sage
and Lund; now we go scldom, and
when we do there seem to be
Navajos near the camp at night,
and riding tlie ridges by day. I be-
lieve Father Naab knows.”.

“Your father’s risking much for
me. I wish I could show my grati-
tude.”

“I call him Father Naab, but
he is not my father.”

“A niece or granddaughter,
then?”

“I'm no relation. Father Naab
raised me in his family. My moth-
cr was a Navajo, my father a
Spaniard.”

“Why!”  exclaimed  Hare.
“When you came out of the wag-
on I took you for an Indian girl.
But the moment you spoke—you

talk so well-no one would
dream—""
“Mormons are well educated

and tcach the children they raise.”

He realized suddenly that he
had found pleasure in her low
voice; and he regarded her close-
ly. He had only time for a glance
at her straight, clean-cut profile,

when she turned startled eyes on
him.

She held up a hand, slowly
bent toward the wind, and whis-
pered, “Listen.”

Hare heard nothing save the
barking of coyotes and the breeze
in the sage. He saw, however, the
men rise from round the camp-
fire to face the north, and the
women climb into the wagon and
close the canvas flaps. And he pre-
pared himsclf, with what forti-
tude he could command, for the
approach of the outlaws. He wait-
ed, straining to catch a sound.
Then a stronger puff of wind
whipped in, bringing the rhyth-
mic beat of flying hoofs. The
sound grew into a clattering roar.
A black mass hurled itself over
the border of opaque ircle,
plunged into the light, and halt-
ed. .

August Naab deliberately threw
a bundle of greasewood upon the
campfire. A blaze leaped up.
“Who comes?” he called.

“Friends, Mormons, friends.”

“Get down—{riends—and come
to the fire.” :

Three horsemen advanced to
the foreground; others, a troop of
eight or ten, rcmained in the
shadow, a silent group.

“Dene,” whispered Mescal.

Hare noted the clecan-shaven
face, the youthful, supple body,
the cool, careless mien. Dcne's
eyes glittered as he pulled oft his
gauntlets and beat the sand out of
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them.

“Are you the Mormon Naab?”
he queried.

“August Naab, I am.”

“Dry camp, eh? Where’s the rest
of you fellers?”

“Cole and his men were in a
hurry to make White Sage to-
night. They were traveling light;
I’'ve heavy wagons.”

“Naab, I reckon you
wouldn’t tell a lie?”

“I have never lied.”

“Heerd of a young feller thet
was in Lund—pale chap—lunger?”

“I heard. that he had been mis-
taken for a spy at Lund and had
fled toward Bane.”

“Hain’t seen nothin' of him this
side of Lund?”

“No.”

“Seen any Navvies?”

teYiesis

The outlaw stared hard at him.
“Naab, I'm shore comin’ to visit
you some day. Never been over
thet range. Heerd you had fine
water, fine cattle. An’ say, I seen
thet little Navajo girl you have,
an’ I wouldn’t mind seein’ her
again.” :

August Naab kicked the fire in-
to brighter blaze. “Yes, fine
range,” he presently replied, his
gaze fixed on Dene. ‘'Fine water,
fine cattle, fine browse. I've a fine
graveyard, too; thirty graves, -and
not one a woman’s. Fine place for
graves, the canyon country. You
don’t have to dig. There’s one
grave the Indians never named;

shore

it’s three thousand feet deep.”
“Thet must be in hell,” replied
Dcne. He leisurely surveyed
Naab’s four sons, the wagons and
horses, till his eye fell upon Hare
and Mecscal. With that he swung
in his saddle as if to dismount.
“Get.down, get down,” rcturned
the Mormon. The deep voice, un-
welcoming, vibrant with an odd
ring, would have struck a less sus-

- picious man than Dene.

The outlaw swung his leg back
over the pommel. “Two-Spot, you
look ’em over,” he ordered.

The third horseman dismount-
ed and went toward the wagons.

Hare became conscious that his

fear had intensified with the
recegnition of Two-Spot as
Chance, the outlaw whom he

would not soon forget. In his ex-
citement he mpved against Mes-
cal and felt her trembling violent-
ly. “‘Are you afraid?” he whis-
pered. ;

“Yes, of Dene.”

The outlaw rummaged in one
of the wagons, pulled aside the
canvas flaps of the other, laughed
harshly, and then with clinking
spurs tramped through the camp,
kicking the beds, overturning a
pile of saddles, and making dis-
order generally, till he spied the
couple sitting on the stone in the
shadow.

As the outlaw lurched that way,
Hare took Mescal in his arms and
leaned his head against hers. He
felt one of her hands lightly brush
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his shoulder and rest there, trem-
bling.

Shuffling footsteps scraped the
sand, sounded nearer and nearer,
slowed and paused.

“Sparkin’l Dcad to the world.
Haw! Haw! Haw!”

The coarse laugh gave place to
moving footsteps. The rattling
clink of stirrup and spur mingled
with the restless stamp of horse.
Chance had mounted. Dene’s
voice drawled out, “Good-by,
Naab. I shore will see you all
some day.” The heavy thud of
many hoofs evened into a roar
that diminished as it rushed away.

Hare tried to rise, but power of
movement had gone from him.
He was fainting, yet his sensa-
lions were singularly acute. Mes-
cal’s hand dropped from his shoul-
der; her cheek, that had been cold
against his, grew hot; she quiv-
ered through all her slender
length. Then he was whirling in
darkness; and he knew no more.

CHAPTER Two
White Sage

JI!

f
|

HE night was as a
blank to Hare; the

i

"

morning like a
drifting of hazy
clouds before his
eyes. When  he

awakened he lay
upon a couch on the vine-covered
porch of a cottage. He saw August
Naab open a garden gate to ad-

mit Martin Cole. Martin was not
the same man who had shown
fear on the desert. His welcome
was one of respectful regard for
his superior.

“Elder, I heard you were safe
in,” he said fervently. “How’s the
young man?"

“He’s very ill. But while there’s
life there’s hope.”

“Will the Bishop administer to
him?”

“Gladly, if the young man’s
willing. Come, let’s go in.”

“Wait, August,” said Cole. “Did
you know your son Snap was in
the village?”

“My son here!”

“He’s drinking and in an ugly
mood. It seems he traded horses
with Jeff Larsen, and got the
worst of the deal. There’s pretty
sure to be a fight.”

“He always hated Larsen.”

“Small wonder. Larsen is mean;
he’s as bad as we’ve got and that’s
saying a good deal. Snap has done
worse things than fight with Lar-
sen. He's doing a worse thing now,
August—he’s too friendly with
Dene.”

“I've heard—I've heard it be-
fore. But, Martin, what can 1
do?”

“Do? God knows. Dene is hcre
in White Sage, frce, welcome in
many homes. Some of our neigh-
bors, perhaps men we trust, are
secret members of this rustler’s
band.”

“You're right, Cole. There are
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Mormons who are cattle thieves.
To my cternal shame I confess it.
Under cover of night they ride
with Dene.”

“August, Dene had no great
task to win them. I{e rode in here
with a few outlaws and now he
has a strong band. We’'ve got to
face it. Someone must ki'l him.
Yet bad as Dene is, he doesn’t
threaten our living as Holderness
does. Dene steals a few cattle,
kills a man hcre and there. Hol-
derness reaches out and takes our
springs. Because we've no law to
stop him, he steals the blood of
our life—water—God's gilt to the
desert! Scmcone must kill Hol-
derness too!”

“Martin, this lust to kill is a
fearful thing. Come in; you must
pray with the Bishop.”

“No, it’s not prayer 1 nced, El-
der,” replied Cole stubbornly.
“I'm still a good Mormomn. What
I want is the stock I've lost, and
my lields green again.”

August Naab had no answer for
his friend. A very old man with
snow-white hair and beard came
out on the porch.

“Bishop, brother Martin is rail-
ing again,” said Naab, as Cole
bared his head.

“Martin, my son, unbosom thy:
self,” rejoined the Bishop.

“Black doubt and no light,”
said Colc despondently. “I'm of
the younger generation of Mor-
mons, and faith is harder for me.
I've had trials hard to bear. These

Gentiles, this rancher Holderness
and this outlaw Dene, have driv-
en my cattle, killed my sheep,
piped my water off my fields. @ur
young mcn are drifting away, and
the few who return come with
idcas opposed to Mormonism.
Our girls and boys are growing
up influecnced by the Gentiles
among us. They intermarry, and
that’s a death-blow to our creed.”
“Martin, cast out this poison
from vour heart. Return to your
f[aith. We may sulfer here and dic,
but our spirits will go marching
on; and the City of Zion will be
builded over our graves.”
August Naab bent over Hare.
“T would like to have the Bishop
administer to you,” he said.
“What’s thatr” asked Hare.
“A Mormon custom, ‘the laying
on of hands.” We know its efficacy
in trouble and illness. Let him ad-
minister to vou. It entails no obli-
gation. Accept it as a prayer.”
Thereupon Naab spoke a few
low words to someone through the
open docr. Voices ceased; soft foot-
steps  sounded without; women
crossed the threshold, followed by
tall young men and rosy-cheeked
girls and round-eyed children. A
white-haired old woman came for-
ward with solemn dignity. She car-
ried a silver bowl which she held
for the Bishop as he stood close by
Hare’s couch. The Bishop put his
hands into the bowl, anointing
them with fragrant oil; then he
placed them on the young man’s
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head, and offered up a brief prayer,
beautiful in its simplicity and
tremulous utterance.

The ceremony ended, the on-
lookers came forward with pleas-
ant werds on their lips, pleasant
smiles on their faces. Mescal flitted
by with downcast eye, with shy
smile, but no word.

“Your fever is gone,” said Aug-
ust Naab, with his hand on Hare's
cheek.

“It comes and goes suddenly,”
replied Hare. “I feel better now,
only I'm oppressed. I can’t breathe
freely, I want air, and I'm
hungry.”

“Mother Mary, the lad’s hun-
gry. Judith, Esther, where ar¢ your
wits? Help your mother. Mescal,
wait on him, see to his comfort.”

Mescal brought a little table
and a pillow, and the other girls
soon followed with food and drink.

They said 1 fell among thieves,
muscd Hare, when he was once
more alone. ['ve fallen among
saints as well. He felt that he
could never repay this August
Naab. “If only I might live!” he
ejaculated. How restful was this
cottage garden!

Hare fell asleep. Upon return-
ing drowsily to consciousness he
caught through half-open eyes the
gleam of level shafts of gold sun-
light low down in the trees; then
he felt himself being carried into
the house to be laid upon a bed.
Someone gently unbuttoned his
shirt at the neck, removed his

shoes, and covered him with a
blanket. Before he had fully
awakened he was left alone, and
quiet settled over the house. A
languorous sense of ease and rest
lulled him to sleep again. In
another moment, it seemed to him,
he was awake; bright daylight
streamed through the window,
and a morning breeze stirred the
faded curtain.

The drag in his breathing which
was always a forerunner of a
coughing spell warned him now;
he put on coat and shoes and went
outside, where his cough attacked
him, had its sway, and left him.

“Good morning,” sang out Aug-
ust Naab’s cheery voice. “Sixtecn
hours of sleep, my lad!”

“I did sleep, didn’t I? No
wonder 1 feel well this morning.”

“Go in to breakfast. Afterward
I want to talk to you. This’ll be a
busy day for me, shoeing the
horses and packing supplies. I
want to start for home tomorrow.”

Hare pondered over Naab’s
words while he ate. The sugges-
tion in them, implying a relation
to his future, made him wonder if
the Mormon intended to take him
to his desert home.

Naab was waiting for him on
the porch, and drew him away
from the cottage down the path to-
ward the gate. “I want you to go
home with me.”

“You're kind—I'm only a sort
of beggar. I've no strength left to
work my way. I'll go—though it’s
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only to die.”

“I haven’t the gilt of revclation
—yet somehow I see that you won’t
die of this illness. You will come
home with ‘me. It’s a bcautiful
place, my Navajo oasis. The In-
dians call it the Garden of Esch-
tah. If you can get well anywhere
it be thers.”

“I'll go—but I ought not. What
can I do for you? Nothing.”

“No man can ever tell what he
may do for another, The time may
come—well, John, is it scttled?”

“It’s settled—I—" Hare faltered
as he put his hand in Naab’s. The
Mormow's grip straightened his
frame and braced him. “No one
ever called me John. I don't know
the name. Call me Jack.”

“Very well, Jack, and now let’s
sce. You'll need some things from
the storc. Can you come with me?
It’s not far.”

“Surcly. And now what I need
most is a razor to scrape the alkali
and stubble off my face.”

The wide street stretched in a -

straight line to the base of the as-
cent which led up to the Pink
Cliffs. A grcen square enclosed a
gray church, a schoolhouse and
public hall. Farther down the
main thoroughfare werc scveral
wcather-boarded and whitewashed
stores. In front of the largest store
were a number of mustangs all
standing free, with bridles thrown
over their hcads and trailing on
the ground. The loungers leaning
against the railing andi about the

doors were lank brown men very
like Naab's sons.

“We'll buy what you need, just
as if you expected to ride the
ranges for me tomorrow,” said
Naab. “The hrst thing we ask a
new man is, can he ride? Next, can
he shoot?”

“I could ride before I got so
weak. I've never handled a re-
volver, but I can shoot a rifle.
Never shot at anything except
targets, and it scemed to come
natural for me to hit them.”

“Good. We'll show you some
targets—lions, bears, dcer, cats,
wolves. There's a fine forty-four
Winchester here that my friend
Abe has been trying to sell. It's
just the gun for you to use on
wolves and coyotcs. You'll need a
Colt and a saddle, too.

“By the way,” he went on, as
thcy mounted the store steps,
“here’s the kind of money we use
in this country.” He handed Hare
a slip of blue paper, a writtcn
check for a sum of money, signed,
but without rcgister of bank or
name of firm. “We don't use real
money,” he added. “There’s -very
little coin or currency in southern
Utah. We use these checks, which
go from man to man sometimes for
six months, The roundup of a
check means sheep, cattle, horses,
grain, merchandise or labor.”

They went into a wide door to
trcad a maze of narrow aisles be-
tween boxes and barrels, stacks of
canned vegetables, and piles of
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harness and dry goods; they enter-
ed an open space where several
men leaned on a counter.

“Hello, Abe,” said Naab; “seen
anything of Snap?”

“Hello, August. Yes, Snap’s in-
side. So’s Holderness. Says he rode
in off the range on purpose to see
you.” Abe designated an open
doorway from which issued loud
voices. Hare made out a crowd of
men at a rude bar. Abe went to
the door and called out, “Hey,
Snap, your dad wants you. Hold-
erness, here’s August Naah.”

A man staggered up the few
steps leading 1o the store and
swayed in. His long face had a
hawkish cast, and it was the sage-
gray of the desert. His eyes were
of the same hue, cold yet burning
with little fiery flecks in their
depths. He appeared short of
stature because of a curvature of
the spine. He wore a blue flannel
shirt, and blue overalls; round his
lean hips was a belt holding two
Colt’s revolvers, their heavy, dark
butts projecting outward.

“Howdy, father,” he said.

“I'm packing today,” returned
August Naab. “We ride out to-
morrow. I need your help.”

“All- right, When I get my pin-
to from Larsen.”

“Never mind Larsen. If he got
the better of you let the matter
drop’ " :

“Jeff got my pinto for a mus-
tang with three legs. If I hadn’t
been drunk I'd never have wraded.

So I'm looking for Jeff.” He bit
out the last words with a peculiar
snap of his long teeth,

August Naab looked at him
with gloomy eyes and stern shut
mouth. Hare realized that this son
was a thorn in his side, a black
sheep.

“Say, father, is that the spy you
found on the trail?”

“This is John Hare, the young
man I found. But he’s not a spy.”

“You can’t make anyone be-
lieve that, He’s down as a spy.
Dene’s spy! His name’s gone over
the ranges as a counter of un-
branded stock. Denc has named
him and Dene has marked him.
Don’t take him home, unless you
want another grave for your ceme-
tery. Ha! Ha!” Snap Naab swayed
to the deor and stepped down, all
the time with his face over his
shoulder, his baleful glance on
Hare.

August engaged the storekeeper
in conversation, introducing Hare
and explaining their wants. They
inspected the various needs of a
range rider, selecting, in the end,
not the few suggested by Hare, but
the many chosen by Naab. The
last purchase was the rifle Naab
had talked about. It was a beauti-
ful weapon, finely polished and
carved.

“Never had a chance to sell it,”
said Abe. “Too long and heavy
for the riders. I'll let it go cheap,
half price, and the cartridges also,
two thousand.”
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“Taken,” replied Naab quickly.

“August, yeu must be going to
shoot some?” queried Abe. “Some-
thing bigger than rabbits and coy-
otes. It’s about timc—cven if you
are an Elder. We Mormons
must—" he broke off, continuing
in a low tone, “Hcre's Holderness
now.”

A newcomer stooped to get in
the door. He outtopped even Naab
in height, and was a superb blondl-
bearded man, striding with the
spring of a mountaineer. “Good-
day to you, Naab,” he said. “Is this
the young fellow you picked up?”

“Yes. Jack Hare,” rejoined
Naab.

“Well, Harc, I'm Holderncss.
You'll recall my name. You were
sent to L.und by men interested in
my rangces. I expected to see you
in Lund, but couldn’t get over.”

Hare met the proffered hand
with his own, and was impressed
by an indefinable subtlety, a namec-
less distrust, as colorless as the
clcar penetrating amber lightness
of the cyes that bent upon him.

“Holderness, will you right the
story about Hares’ inquired
Naabh.

“You mean about his being a
spy? Well, Naab, the truth is that
was his job. T advised against
sending a man down here fer that
sort of werk. It won't do. These
Mormons will steal each other’s
cattle, and they've got to get rid
of them; so they won't have a man
taking account of stock, brands,

and all that. If the Mormons
would stand for it the rustlers
wouldn’t. I'll take Hare out to the
ranch and give him work, if he
wants. But he’d do best to leave
Utah.”

“Thank you, no,” replicd Hare,

“He’s going with me,” said
August Naab.

Holderness accepted this with
an almost imperceptible nod, and
he swept Hare with eyes that
searched and probed. Then he
turned back.

Hare, feeling that Holderness
wished to talk with Naab, walked
to the counter and began sorting
his purchases, but he could not
help hearing what was said.

“Lungs bad?” queried Holder-
ness.

“One of them,” rcplied Naab.

“lc’s all in. Better send him
out of the country. This isn’t good
judgment, Naab, to take him with
you. Even your friends don’t like
it, and it means trouble for you.”

“We've settled it,” said Naab
coldly.

“Well, remember, I've warned
you. I've tried to be friendly with
you, Naab, but you won’t have it.
Anvway, I've wanted to sce you
lately to find eut how we stand on
several  thingzs—to  begin  with,
there’s Mescal.”

“You asked me scveral times for
Mescal, and I said no.”

“But I never said I'd marry her.
Now I want her, and I will marry
her.”
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“Ne.”

“Why not?” demanded Holder-
ness. “Oh, well, I can’t take that
as an insult. I know there's not
enough meney in Utah to get a
girl away from a Mormon. About
the offer for the water rights—I'll
give vou ten thousand dollars for
the rights to Seeping Springs and
Silver Cup.”

“Ten thousand!” ejaculated
Naab. “Holderness, 1 wouldn’t
take a hundred thousand!”

“You refuse? All right. I think
I’'ve made vou a fair proposition,”
said Holderness, in a smooth,
quick tone. “The land is owned
by the Government, and though
vour ranges are across the Arizona
line they really fizure as Utah
land. My company’s spending big
money, and the Government won’t
lct you have a monopoly.”

“Holderness, this is a desert. No
men save Mormons could ever
have made it habitable. The Gov-
ernment scarcely knows of its ex-
istence. IUll be ‘fifty years before
there’s any law here. Listen. This
desert belongs to the Mormons.
No Mormon would refuse you or
vour horse a drink, or even a rea-
sonable supply for your stock. But
you can’t come in here and take
our water for your own use, to
supplant us, to parch our stock.”

“Bah! Once more I make you
the offer.”

Naab scorned to reply.

Holderness whirled on his heel,
jostling into Hare. “Get out of

my way,” said the rancher, and
his open hand sent Hare reeling
against the counter.

“Jack,” said Naab, breathing
hard, “Holderness showed his real
self today. Let us go.”

On the return to the Bishop’s
cottage Naab did not speak once.

Hare dropped wearily into the
chair on the porch; and presently
fell into a doze, from which he
awakened with a start. Naab’s
sons, with Martin Cole and sev-
cral other men, were standing in
the yard. Naab himself was gently
crowding the women into the
house. When he got them all in-
side he closed the door and turned
to Cole.

“Was it a fair fighe?”

“Yes, an even break. Snap was
quicker. Larsen’s gun went off as
he fell. That trick you taught
Snan saved his life again.”

“Where’s Snap now?”

“Gone after his pinto. He was
seber. Said he’d pack at once.
Larsen’s friends are ugly. Snap
said to tell you to hurry out of the
village with young Hare, if you
want to take him at all. Dene has
ridden in; he swears you won't
take Hare away.”

“We're all packed and ready to
hitch up,” returned Naab.

“Father!” Dave Naab spoke
sharply from where he stood high
on a grassy bank. “Here’s Dene
now, riding up with Culver, and
some man I don’t know.”

A clatter of hoofs and rattling
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“Taken,” replied Naab quickly.

“August, yeu must be going to
shoot some?” queried Abe. “Some-
thing bigger than rabbits and coy-
otes. It's about time—cven if you
are an Elder. We Mormons
must—" he broke off, continuing
in a low tone, “Here’s Helderness
now.”

A newcomer stooped to get in
the door. He outtopped even Naab
in height, and was a superb blond-
bearded man, striding with the
spring of a mountaineer. “Good-
day to you, Naab,” he said. “Is this
the young fellow you picked up?”

“Yes. Jack Hare,” rejoined
Naab.
“Well, Hare, I'm Holderness.

You’ll recall my name. You were
sent to Lund by men interested in
my ranges. I expected to see you
in Lund, but couldn’t get over.”

Hare met the proffered hand
with his own, and was impressed
by an indefinable subtlety, a name-
less distrust, as colorless as the
clear penetrating amber lightness
of the eyes that bent upon him.

“Holderness, will you right the
story about Hare:” inquired
Naab.

“You mean about his being a
spy? Well, Naab, the truth is that
was his job. T advised against
sending a man down here for that
sort of work. It won't do. These
Mormons will steal each other's
cattle, and they've got to get rid
of them; so they won't have a man
taking account of stock, brands,

and all that. If the Mormons
would stand for it the rustlers
wouldn’t. T'll take Hare out to the
ranch and give him work, if be
wants. But hc’'d do best to leave
Utah.”

“Thank you, no,” replied Hare.

“He’s going with me,” said
August Naab.

Holderness accepted this with
an almost imperceptible nod, and
he swept Hare with cyes that
searched and probed. Then he
turncd back.

Hare, feeling that Holderness
wished to talk with Naab, walked
to the counter and began sorting
his purchases, but he could not
help hearing what was said.

“Lungs bad?” queried Holder-
ness.

“One of them,” replied Naab.

“He’s all in. Better send him
out of the country. This isn't good
judgment, Naab, to take him with
you. Even your friends don’t like
it, and it means trouble for you.”

“We’'ve scttled it,” said Naab
coldly.

“Well, remember, I've warned
you. I've tried to be friendly with
you, Naab, but you won’t have it.
Anvway, I've wanted to see you
lately to find out how we stand on
several things—to begin  with,
there’s Mescal.”

“You asked me scveral times for
Moescal, and I said no.”

“But I never said I'd marry her.
Now I want her, and I will marry
her.”
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“No.”

“Why not?” demanded Holder-
ness. “Oh, well, I can't take that
as an insult. I know there’s not
enough money in Utah to get a
girl away from a Mormon. About
the ofter for the water rights—I'll
give you ten thousand dollars for
the rizhts to Seeping Springs and
Silver Cup.”

“Ten thousand!® ejaculated
Naab. “Holderness, I wouldn’t
take a hundred thousand!”

“You refusc? All right. I think
I've made vou a fair proposition,”
said Holderness, in a smooth,
quick tone. “The land is owned
by the Government, and though
vour ranges are across the Arizona
line they really fizure as Utah
land. My company’s spending big
money, and the Government won't
let you have a monopoly.”

“Holderness, this is a desert. No
mecn save Mormons could ever
have made it habitable. The Gov-
ernment scarcely knows of its ex-
istence. It'll be ‘fifty years before
there's any law here. Listen. This
deséert belongs to the Mormons.
No Mormon would refuse you or
your horse a drink, or even a rea-
sonable supply for your stock. But
you can’t come in here and take
our water for your own use, to
supplant us, to parch our stock.”

“Bah! Once more I make you
the offer.”

Naab scorned to reply.

Holderness whirled on his heel,
jostling into Hare. “Get out of

my way,” said the rancher, and
his open hand sent Hare reeling
against the counter.

“Jack,” said Naab, breathing
hard, “Holderness showed his real
self today. Let us go.”

On the return to the Bishop’s
cottage Naab did not speak once.

Hare dropped wearily into the
chair on the porch; and presently
fell into a doze, from which he
awakened with a start. Naab's
sons, with Martin Cole and sev-
eral other mcen, were standing in
the vard. Naab himself was gently
crowding the women into the
house. When he got them all in-
side he closed the door and turned
to Cole.

“Was it a fair fight?”

“Yes, an even break. Snap was
quicker. Larsen’s gun went off as
he fell. That trick you taught
Snan saved his life again.”

“Where’s Snap now?”

“Gone after his pinto. He was
sober. Said he’d pack at once.
Larsen’s friends are ugly. Snap
said to tell you to hurry out of the
village with young Hare, if you
want to take him at all. Dene has
ridden in; he swears you won't
take Hare away.”

“We're all packed and ready to
hitch- up,” returned Naab.

“Father!” Dave Naab spoke
sharply from where he stood high
on a grassy bank. “Here’s Dcne
new, riding up with Culver, and
some man I don’t know.”

A clatter of hoofs and rattling
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of gravel preceded the appearance
of a black horse in the garden
path. His rider bent low to dodge
the vines of thc arbor, and reined
in before the porch to slip out of
the saddle with the agility of an
Indian. It was Dcne, dark, smiling,
nonchalant.

“What do vou seek in the house
of a Bishop?” challenged August
Naab.

“I shore want to see the young
feller you lied to me about,” re-
turned Dene, his smile slowly fad-
ing.

“No speech could be a lie to an
outlaw.”

“I want him, you Mormon
preacherf”

“You can’t have him.”

“I'll shore get him.”

In one great stride Naab con-
fronted and towered over Denec.

The rustler’s right hand quiv-
ered and shot downward. Naab’s
act was even quicker. A Colt
gleamed and whirled to the grass,
and the outlaw cried out as his
arm cracked in the Mormon’s
grasp.

Dave Naab leaped off the bank
directly in front of Dene’s ap-
proaching companions, and faced
them, alert and silent, his hand
on his hip.

August Naab swung the outlaw
against the porch post and held
him there with brawny arm. “Do
you think we fear you and your
gunsharp tricks? Look! Se€ this!”
He released Dene and stepped

back with his hand before him.
Suddenly it moved, quicker than
sight, and a Colt revolver lay in
his outstretched palm. He drop-
ped it back into the holster. “Let
that teach you never to draw on
me again.” He doubled his huge
fist and shoved it before Dene's
eves. “One blow would crack your
skull like an eggshell. Lcave me
and mine alone from this day:
Now go!” .

He pushed Dene down the path
into the arms of his companions.

CHAPTER THREE
" The Trail of the Red Wall

FTER the departure
of Dene and his
comrades Naab de-
cided to leave
White  Sage  at
nightfall. When
Griba—ar, twilight closed in

\’aab had hlS teams ready and the

women shut in the canvas-covered

wagons. Harc was to ride in an
open wagon, onc that Naab had
left at White Sage to be loaded
with grain. When it grew so dark
that objects were scarcely dis-
ccrnible a man vaulted the cot-
tage fence.

“Dave, wherce are the boys?”’

“Not so loud! The boys are
coming,” replied Dave in a whis-
per. “Dene is wild, swears he’ll
kill us all. But Chance and the
rest of the gang won’t be in till
late. We've time to reach the Co-
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conina Trail, if we hustle.”
“Any news of Snap?”
‘““He rode out before sundown.”

Three more forms emerged
from the gloom.
“All right, boys. Go ahead,

Dave, you lead.”

Presently the leaders turned in-
to a road where the iron hoofs
and wheels cracked and crunched
the stones.

Hare thought he saw something
in the deep shade of a line of pop-
lar ‘trees; he peered closer, and
madec out a motionless horse and
rider, just a shade blacker than
the deepest gloom. The next in-
stant they vanished, and the rapid
clatter ol hools down thc road
told Hare his eyes had not de-
ccived him.

One of Naab’s sons came trot-
ting back. “Think that was Lar-
sen’s pal. He was laying in wait
for Snap.”

“I thought he was a scout for
Dene. Hurry along and kecp the
gray team going lively.”

Hare watched thc glimmering
lights of the village vanish one
by one, like Jack-o,-lanterns. The
horses kept a steady even trot on
into the huge windy hall of the
desert night. Flcecy clouds veiled
the stars, yet transmitted a wan
glow. A chill crept over Hare. As
he crawled under the blankets
Naab had spread for him his hand
came into contact with a polished
metal surface cold as ice. It was
his rifle,

Hare soon yielded to the
warmth of the blankets; a drowsi-
ness that he endeavored in vain
to throw off smothered his
thoughts. Some hours later the
whip of the cold wind across his
face rccalled the actuality of the
nicht ride. When Naab stopped
the team and, climbing down,
walked back some rods to listen,
Hare listened, too, but the move-
ments of the horses and the rat-
tle of their harness were all the
sounds he could hear.

Naab rcturned to his seat; the
team started, now no longer in a
trot; they were climbing. After
that Hare fell into a slumber in
which hc could hear the slow
grating whir of wheels, and when
it ceased hc awoke to raisc him-
self and turn his ear to the back
trail. A rosc-red horizon lay far
below and to the eastward; the in-
tervening descent was like a rol-
lmg sca with lcaguc-long swclls

“Glad you slept some,” was
Naab's grceting. “No sign ol Dcne
yet. If we can get over the divide
we're sale. That's Coconina there,
Fire Mountain in Navajo mean-
ing. It’s a plateau low and narrow
at this end, but it runs far to the
east and rises nine thousand feet.
It forms a hundred milcs of the
north rim of the Grand Canvon.
We're across the Arizona line

J "
now.

Hare followed the sweep of the
ridge that rose to the eastward,
but to his inexperienced eyes its
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appearance carried no sense of its
noble proportions.

“Don’t form any ideas of dis-
tance and size yct a while,” said
Naab, reading Hare's cxpression.
“They’d only have to be madc
over as soon as you learn what
light and air are in this country.”

The sun rose and warmed the
chill air. Hare began to notice the
increased hcight and abundance
of the sasebrush, which was dark-
er in co]or At length 1Jare, tired
of looking upward at the creep-
ing white wagons, closed his eves.

Some unusual noise rousecd
Hare out of his lethargy. The
wagon was at a standstill. Naab
stood on the seat with out-
stretched arm. George and Dave
were clase by their mustangs, and
Snap Naab, mounted on a pinto,
reined him under August’s arm,
and faced the valley below.

“Maybe you’ll make them out,”

said August: “l can’'t and I've
watched those dust-clouds for
hours. Gcorge can't decide,
cither.”

Hare, looking at Snap, was at-
tracted by the eyes from which his
fathers and brothers expected so
much. Suddenly the remarkable
vibration of his pupils ceased, and
his glance grew fixed, steely, cer-
tain.

“That's a bunch of wild mus-
tangs,” he said.

The sons wheeled their mus-
tangs and rode to the fore; Au-
gust Naab reseated himself and

took up the reins; the ascent pro-
ceeded. But it proceeded leisure-
ly, with more frequent rests. At the
end of an hour the horses toiled
over the last rise to the summuit
and entered a level forest of
cedars; in another hour they were
descending gradually.

“Here we are at the tanks,”
Naab.

Hare saw that they had come
up with the other wagons. George
Naab was lcading a team down a
rocky dceclivity to a pool of vel-
low water. The other bovs were
unharnessing and unsaddling.

“About three,” said Naab, look-
ing at the sun. “We're in good
time. Jack, get out and stretch
yourself. We camp here. There’s
the Coconina Trail where the
Navajo go in after deer.”

It was not a pretty spot, this
little rock-strewn glade where the
white hard trail forked with the
road. The vellow water with its
grecen scum made Hare sick. The
horses drank with loud gulps.
Naab and his sons drank of it.

It came home to Hare that the
tension of the past night and
morning had relaxed. He sat with
his back to a cedar and watched
the kindling of fires, the deft
manipulating of biscuit dough in
a basin, and the steaming of pots.
The generous meal was spread on
a canvas cloth, around which men
and women sat cross-legged, after
the fashion of Indians.

All had finished eating, except

said
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Snap and Dave Naab, when one
of the mustangs neighed shrilly.
Hare would not have noticed it
but for looks exchanged among
the men. The glances were ex-
plained a fcw minutes later when
a pattering of hoofs came from
the cedar forest, and a streamn of
mounted Indians poured into the
glade.

The ugly glade became a place
of color and action. The Navajos
rode wiry, wild-looking mustangs
and drove ponies and burros car-
rying packs, most of which con-
sisted of deer hidcs. Each Indian
dismounted, and unstrapping the
blanket which had served as a
saddle headed his mustang for the
water hole and gave him a slap.
Then the hides and packs were
slipped from the pack train and
soon every cedar tree circling the
glade and cvery branch served as
a peg for deer meat. Some of it
was in the haunch, the bulk in
dark dried strips. A group of fires,
sending up curling columns of
blue smoke, and surrounded by
a circle of lean, half-naked,
bronze-skinned Indians, cooking
and eating, completed a picture
which atforded Harc the satisfy-
ing fulfillment of bovish dreams.

“Jack,” said Augast Naab, “our
friends the Navajo chiefs, Scar-
breast and Eschtah, are coming
to visit us. T'ake no notice of them
at first. They’ve great dignity, and
if you entered their hogans they’'d
sit for some momcnts before ap-

pearing to scc you. Scarbreast is
a war chicf. Eschtah is the wise
old chicf of all the Navajos on the
Painted Desert. Tt may interest
you to know hc is Mescal's grand-
father. Some day I'll tell you the
story.”

Hare tried very hard to appear
uncanscious when two tall Tndians
stalked into the circle of Mor-
mons; he set his eyes on the white
heart of the campfirc and waited.
For several minutes no one spoke
or even moved. The Indians re-
mained standing for a time, then
seated themselves. Prescntly Au-
gust Naab greeted them in the
Navajo language. Another inter-
val of silencc followed bcefore they
began to talk.

“Jack, come round hcre,” said
Naab at length. “I've been telling
them about you. These Indians
do not like the whites, except. my
own family. T hope you’ll make
friends with them.”

“Howdo?” said the chief whom
Naab had called Eschtah, a state-
ly, keen-cyed warrior, despite his
age. The next Navajo grceted him
with a guttural word. :

“Shake,” finally said Eschtah,
offering his hand.

“Ugh!” exclaimed Scarbreast,
extending a silver-braceleted arm.

This sign of fricndship pleased
Naab. In lis ensuing specch, he
lapsed often into English, saving
“weak—no strong’ when he placed
his hand on Harc’s legs, and “bad”
when he tcuched the young man’s
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chest, concluding with the words
“sick—sick.”

Scarbreast regarded Hare with
great earnestness, and when Naab
had finished he said: “Chineago—
ping!” and rubbed his hand over
his stomach.

“He says vou need mcat—lots
of deer mcat,” translated Naab.,

“Sick,” repeated Eschtah, whose
English was intelligible. He ap-
peared to be casting about in his
mind for additional words to ex-
press his knowledge of the white
man’s tongue, and, failing, con-
tinued in Navajo: “Tohodena—
moocha—nalocha.”

Hare was nonplussed at the roar
of laughter from the Mormons.
August shook like a mountain in
an earthquake. '

“Eschtah says, ‘you hurry, get
many sgquaws—many wives.””

Other  Indians, russet-skinned
warriors, with black hair held close
by bands round their foreheads,
joined the circle, and sitting be-
fore the fire clasped their knees
and talked. ITare listcned awhile,
and then, bcing fatigued, he
sought the cedar tree where he
had left his blankets.

Sleep did not come so readily;
he was tot very well this night;
the flush of fever was on his cheek,
and the heat of feverish blood
burned his body. He raised him-
self and, resolutely seeking for
distraction, stared at the camp-
fire. Some time must have passed,
for only three persons were in

sight. Naab’s broad back was
bowed and his head nodded.
Across the fire in its ruddy

flicker sat Eschtah beside a slight,
dark figure. At second glance
Harce recognized Mescal. Surprise
claimed him, not more for her
presence therc than for the white
band binding her smooth black
tresses. She had not worn such an
ornament before. That slender
band lent her the one touch which
made her a Navajo. Was it worn
in respect to her aged grand-
father? He fell asleep with the
picture in his mind of Eschtah
and Mecscal, sitring in the glow of
the firc, and of August Naab, nod-
ding silently.

“Jack, Jack, wake up.” August
Naab bent over him, shaking him
gently. “Not so well this morning,
ch? Herc’s a cup of coftee. We're
all packed and starting. Wrink
now, and climb aboard. Wc¢ ex-
pect to make Seeping Springs to-
night.”

Hare rose presently and, labor-
ing into the wagon, lay down on
the sacks. He had onc of his blind,
sickening headaches. The familiar
lumbering of wheels began. De-
spite jar and jolt he dozed at times.
After a while the rapid descent
of the wagon changed to a roll,
without the irritating rattle. By
and by there came a halt, the din
of stamping horses and sharp com-
mands, the bustle and confusion
of camp. Naab spoke kindly to
him, but he refused any food, lay
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still and went to slecp.

Daylight brought him the rclicf
of a clcar hcad and cooled blood.
The camp had been pitched close
under the red wall. A lichen-cov-
ered cliff, wet with dripping wa-
ter, overhung a round pool. A
ditch led the water down the
ridge to a pond. Cattle stood up
to their knces, drinking; others
lay on the ycllow clay, which was
packed as hard as stonc; still
others were climbing the ridge
and passing down on both sides.

“You look as if you enjoyed
that water,” rcmarked Naab,
when Hare presented himself at
the fire. “Well, it's good, only a
little salty. Seeping Springs this
is, and it's mine. This ridge we
call The Saddle; you sce it dips
between wall and mountain and
separates two valleys. This valley
we go threugh today is where my
cattle range. At the other end is
Silver Cup Spring, also minec.
Keep your eyes open now, my
lad.”

How diffcrent was the begin-
ning of this day! The sky was as
blue as the sea; thc valley snug-
gled deep in thc cmbrace of wall
and mountain. Hare took a place
on the seat beside Naab and faced
the descent. The line of Navajos,
a graccful straggling curve of color
on the trail, led the way for the
white-domed wagons.

As far as Hare could see red
and white and black cattle speck-
led the valley,

.Saw.,

“If not overstocked, this range
is the best in Utah,” said Naab.
“l say Utah, but it's really Ari-
zona. The Grand Canyon seems
to us Mormons to mark the line.
There's enough browse here to
feed a hundred thousand cattle.
But water’s the thing. In some
seasons the springs go almost dry,
though Silver Cup holds her own
well eneugh for my cattle.”

“What's that?” Ilare asked,
noting a rolling cloud of dust
with black bobbing borders.

“Wild mustangs,” replied Naab.
“Therc are perhaps five thousand
on the mountain, and they are
getting to be a nuisance. They're
almost as bad as sheep on the
browse. They are wilder than any
naturally wild animal that ever
ran on four legs. Wait till you get
a look at Silvermane or White-
foot.”

“What are they?”

“Wild stallions. Silvermane is
an iron gray, with a silver mane,
the most beautiful horse I ever
Whitefoot’s an old black
shaggy demon, with one white
foot. They fight my horses and
lead off the mares. I had .a chance
to shoot Silvermane on the way
over this trip, but he looked so
splendid that I just laid down my
riflc. Why—here! Jack! quick, get
out your rifle—coyotes!”

Naab pulled on the recins, and
pointed to one side. Hare reached
back for the rifle. Naab whistled,
stopping the coyotes; then Hare
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shot. The ball cut a wisp of dust
above and beyond them. They
loped away into the sage.

“How that rifie spangs!” ex-
claimed Naab. “It's good to hcar
it. Jack, vou shot high. That’s the
trouble with men who have never
shot at game.”

The nearer Naab got to his
home the more genial he became.

‘The sun was in the west when
they began to climb a ridge. A
short ascent, and a long turn to
the right brought them under a
bold spur of the mountain which
shut out the northwest. Camp had
been pitched in a grove of trees
of a species new to Hare. From
under a boulder gushed the spar-
kling spring, a grateful sight and
soufid to desert travelers. In a
niche of the rock hung a silver
cup.

“Jack, no man knows how old
this cup is, or anything about it.
We named the spring after it—
Silver Cup. The strange thing is
that the cup has never been lost
nor stolen. But—could any desert
man, or outlaw or Indian, take it
away, after drinking here?”

The cup was nicked and bat-
tered, bright on the sides, moss-
green on the bottomn. When Hare
drank from it he understood.

That evening there was rude
merriment around the campfire.
Snap. Naab buzzed on his jews’
harp and sang. He stirred some
of the younger braves to dancing,
and they stamped and swung their

arms, singing, ‘“hoya-hccya-how-
ya,” as they moved in and out of
the firelight.

Hare would have stayed up as
latc as any of them, but August’s
saying to him, “Get to bed: to-
morrow will be bad!” sent him off
to his blankets, where he was soon
fast aslecp. Morning found him
well, hungry, eager to know what
the day would bring.

They rode out of the gray pock-
et in the ridge and began to
climb. There was nothing to see;
frequently it seemed that they
were soon to reach the summit,
but still it rose above them. Hare
went back to his comfortable
place on the sacks.

“Now, Jack,” said August.

Hare gasped. He saw a red
world. His eyes seemed bathed in
blood. Red scaly ground, bare of
vegetation, sloped down, down,
far down to a vast irregular rent

-in the earth, which zigzagged

through the plain beneath. To
the right it bent its crooked way
under the brow of a black-tim-
bered plateau; to the left it
straightened its angles to find a
V-shaped vent in the wall, now
uplifted to a mountain range. Be-
yond this earth-riven line lay
something vast and illimitable, a
far reaching vision of white
wastes, of purple plains, of low
mesas lost in distance. It was the
shimmering dust-veiled desert.
“Here we come to the real
thing,” explained Naab. “This is
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Windy Slope; that black line is
the Grand Canyon of Arizona; on
the otlrer side is the Painted
Desert where the Navajos live;
Coconina Mountain shows his flat
head there 1o the right, and the
wall en our left rises to the Ver-
million Clills. Now, look while
you can, for presently you'll not
be able to sce.”

“Why?”

“Wind, sand, dust, gravel, peb
bles—watch out for your eves!”

Naab had not ceased speaking
when Hare saw that the train of
Indians trailing down the slope
was enveloped in red clouds.
Then the white wagons disap-
pearcd. Soon he was struck in the
back by a gust which justificd
Naab’s warning.

The alternoon grew apace; the
sun glistened on the white patches
of Coconina Mountain; it set;
and the wind died.

“Five miles of red sand,” said
Naab. “liere’s what kills the
horses. Getup.”

There was no trail. All before
was red sand, hollows, slopes,
levels, dunes, in which the horses
sank ahove their fetlocks, The
wheels ploughed deep, and little
red streams trailed down from the

tires. Twilight came with the
horses still toiling.
“There! Thankful I am when

we get off that strip! But, Jack,
that trailless waste prevents a
night raid on my home. Even the
Navajos shun it after dark. We’ll

be home soon. There's my sign.
See? Night or day we call it the
Blue Star.”

High in the black cliff a star-
shaped, wind-worn hole let the
blue sky through. In the pitchy
blackness under the shelving clift
they picked their way cautiously,
and turned a cerner. Lights twin-
kled in Hare’s sight, a fresh
breeze, coming from water, dam-
pened his cheek, and a hollow
ruruble, a long roll as of distant
thunder, filled his ears.

“What's thatz” he asked.

“That, my lad, is what I always
love to hear. It means I'm home.
It's the roar of the Colorado as
she rakes her first plunge into the
Canyon.”

CuarTer Four
The Oasts

. ~-UGUST NAAB'S
pasis was an oval
valley, level as a
floor, green with
leaf and white with
blossom, enclosed
$ by a circle of colos-
sal c[n‘fs of vivid vermilion hue. At
its western curve the Colorado
River split the red walls from
north to south, When the wind
was west a sullen roar, remote as
of some far off driving mill, filled
the vallevi when it was cast a
dreamy hollow hum, a somnolent
song, murmured through the cot-
tonwoods; when no wind stirred,




24 ZANE GREY'S WESTERN MAGAZINE

silence reigned, compressed,
strange, and breathless. Safe from
the storms of the elements as well
as ol the world was this Garden
of Eschtah.

Naab had put Hare to bed on
the unvooofed porch of a log
house, but routed him out early,
and when Hare lifted the blan-
kets a shower of cotton-blossoms
drifted away like snow. A grove
of gray-barked trees spread green
canopy overhead, and through the
intricatc web shone crimson walls,
soaring up and up to shut out all
but a blune lake of sky.

“I want you to see the Navajos
cross the river,” said Naab.

Hare accompanicd him out
through the grove to a road that
flanked the first rise of the red
wall; they followed this for half
a mile, and turning a corner came
into an unobstructed view. The
river was red and swilt; it slid on-
ward like an enormous slippery
snake; its constricted head raised
a crest of leaping waves, and dis-
appeared in a dark chasm, whence
came a bellow and boom.

“That opening where she jumps
off is the head of the Grand Can-
yon,” said Naab. “It’s five hun-
dred feet deep there, and thirty
miles below it's five thousand.
Oh,. oncce in, she tears in a hurry!
Come, we turn up thc bank here.”

On a sandy strip of bank the
Navajos had halted. This was as
far as they could go, for above
the wall jutted out into the river.

“The Navajos go in here, and
swim their mustangs across to that
sand bar,” explained Naab. “The
current helps when she’s high, and
therc’s a three-foot raisc on now.”

The mustangs had to be driven
into the water. Scarbreast led, and
his mustang, after many kicks and
rcluctant stcps, went over his
depth, wetting the stalwart chief
to the wauist, Bare-legged Indians
watled in and urged their pack
ponies. Shouts, shrill cries, blows
minglcd with snorts and splashcs.

Dave and George Naab in flat
boats rowcd slowly on the down-
stream side of the Indians. Pres-
ently all the mustangs and ponies
were in, the processsion widening
out in a triangle from Scarbreast,
the lecader. The pack ponies ap-
peared to swim better than the
mounted mustangs, or else the
packs of deer pelts made them
more buoyant. When one-third
way across the head of thc swim-
ming train met the current, and
the line of progress broke. Mus-
tang after mustang swept down
with a rapidity which showed the
power of the current. Yet they
swam steadily with flanks shining,
tails somectimes afloat, sometimes
under, noses up, and riders hold-
ing weapons aloft. But the pack
ponics labored when the current
struck them, and whirling about,
they held back the Indians who
were leading them, and Dlocked
those behind. The orderly pro-
cession of the start became a bro-
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ken line. Here and there a Navajo
slipped into the  water and swam,
leading his mustang; others
pulled on pack ponies and beat
their mounts; strong-swimming
mustangs forged ahead; wcak ones
hung back, and all obeyed thc
downward will of the current.
So the crossing of the Navajos
proceeded, never an instant free
from danger in that churning cur-
rent. The mustangs and ponics
floundered somewhat on the sand
bar, and then parted the willows
and appcared on a trail skirting
the red wall. Dave Naab moored
his boat on that side of the river,
and returned with George.
‘“We’ll look over my farm,”
said August, as they retraced their
steps. He led Hare through ficlds
of alfalfa, in all stages of growth,
explaining that it yielded six
crops a ycar. Into one ten-acre lot
pigs and cows had been turncd
to fced at will. Everywhere the
ground was soggy; little streams
of water trickled down ditches.
Next to the fields was an orchard.
“I can raisc any kind of fruit
in such abundance that it can’t
be used. My garden is prodigal.
But we gct little benefit, except
for our own usc, for we cannot
transport things across the desert.”
The water which was the prime
factor in all this richness came
from a small stream which Naab,
by making a dam and tunnelling
a corner of cliff, had diverted
from its natural course into his

oasis.

Between the fence and the red
wall there was a wide bare plain
which stretched to the house. At
its farthest end was a green en-
closure, which Hare recognized as
the cemetery mentioned by Snap.
Hare counted 30 graves.

“I've the reputation of doctor-
ing the women, and letting the
men dic,” said Naab, with a smile,
“I hardly think it’s fair. But the
fact is no women are buried here.
Some graves are of men I fished out
of the river; others of thosc who
drifted here, and who were killed
or died keeping their secrets. Five
sons of mine, not ene of whom
dicd a natural dcath, found graves
here—God rest them! Here’s the
grave of Mescal’s father, a Span-
iard. He was an adventurer. I
helped him over in Nevada when
he was ill; he came here with me,
got well, and lived nine years, and
he died without speaking one
word of himself or telling his
name."”

Three huge corrals filled a wide
curved space in the wall. Snap
Naab’s cream pinto, a bay, and a
giant horsc of mottled white at-
tracted Hare most.

“Our best stock is out on the
range,” said Naab. “The white is
Charger, my saddle horse. He’s a
weight carrier and he can run
some. You're fond of a horse—I
can see that.”

The cottonwood grove, at the
western curve of the oasis, shaded
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the five log huts where August’s
grown sons lived with their wives,
and his own cabin, which was of
considerable dimensions. It had a
covered porch on onc side, an
open one on the other, a shingle
roof, and was a roomy and com-
fortable habitation.

Naab was pointing out the
schoolhouse when he was inter-
rupted by childish laughter,
shrieks of glee, and the rush of
little feet.

“It’s recess time,” he said.

A frantic crowd of tousled-
headed little ones were running
from the log schoolhouse to form a
circle under the trees. There were
fourteen of them, from four years
of age up to ten or twelve.

This recess time completed
Hare’s introduction to the Naabs.
There were Mother Mary, and
Judith  and Esther, whom he
knew, and Mother Ruth and her
two daughters, very like their sis-
ters. Mother Ruth, August's sec-
ond wife, was younger than Moth-
er Mary, more comely of face, and
more sad and serious of expres-
sion. The wives of the five sons,
except Snap Naab's frail bride,
were stalwart women.

“Now, Jack, things are moving
all right,” said August. “For the
prescnt you must eat and rest.
Walk some, but don’t tire your-
selff. Anyway, make vyourself at
home.”

Hare found cating and resting
to be matters of profound enjoy-

mcnt. Before he had fallen in
with these good people it had
been a year since he had sat down
to a full meal; longer still since
he had eaten wholesomc food.

For several days Hare was re-
markably well, for an invalid. He
won golden praise from August
at rifle practice, and hc began to
take lessons in the quick drawing
and rapid firing of a Colt revol-
ver. “My lad,” said August, “it
doesn’t follow because I'm a
Christian that I don’t know how
to handle a gun. Besides, I like to
shoot.”

In these few days Hare learned
what conquering the descrt made
of a man. August Naab was close
to threescore years; his chest was
wide as a door, his arm like the
branch of an oak. He was a black-
smith, a mechanic, a carpenter, a
cooper, a potter. At his forge' and
in his shop, everywherc wecre
crude tools, wagons, farming im-
plements, sets . of buckskin har-
ness, odds and ends of nameclcss
things, eloquent proof of the fact
that necessity is the mother of in-
vention. He was a mason; the
levee that buffeted back the rage
of the Colorado in flood, the wall
that turned the creek, thc irriga-
tion tunnel, the zigzag trail cut
on the face of the cliffi—all these
attested his eye for line, his judg-
ment of distance, his strength in
toil. He was a farmer, a cattleman,
a grafter of fruit trees, a brecder
of horses, a herder of sheep, a
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preacher, a phvsician.

Best and strangest of all in this
man was the instinct and the
heart to heal. “I don’t combat the
doctrine of the Mormon church,”
he said, “but I administer a little
medicine with my healing. I
learned that from the Navajos.”
The children ran to him with
bruised heads, and cut f{ingers,
and stubbed toes; and his black-
smith’s hands were as gentle as a
woman'’s. Anything hurt or help-
less had in August Naab a friend.

As the days passed the children
grew less shy and came readily to
Hare. They were the most whole-
some children he had ever known.
Hc told them stories, and after
school hours they would race to
him and climb on his bed and beg
for more.

He exhausted -his  supply of
fairy storics and animal stories;
and had begun to tcll about the
places and cities which he had
visited when the eager-eyed chil-
dren were peremptorily called
within by Mother Mary.

Other developments surprised
Hare. The housc of this good
Mormon was divided against it-
self. Prccedence was given to the
first and clder wife--Mother Mary;
Mother Ruth’s life was not with-
out pain. The men were out on
the ranges all day, usually two or
more of them for several days at a
time, and this left the women
alone. One daughter taught the
school, the other daughters did all

the chores about the house, from
feeding the stock to chopping
wood. The work was hard, and the
girls would rather have been in
White Sage or Lund. They dis-
liked Mescal, and said things in-
spired by jealousy,

It struck him. en hearing this
gossip that he had missed Mescal.
He asked little Billy about her.

“Mescal’s with the shecp,” piped
Billy. :

One day upon his return to the
house he saw Snap’s cream pinto
in the yard, and Dave’s mustang
cropping thc grass near by. Hare
walked down the avenue of cot-
tonwoods and was about to turn
the corner of the old forge when
he stopped short.

“Now mind you, I'll tuke a bead
on this white-faced spy il you send
him up there.” It was Snap Naab’s
voice, and his speech concluded
with the click of teeth characteris-
tic ol him in anger.

“Stand there!” August Naab ex-
claimed in wrath. “Listen. You
have becn drinking again or you
wouldn’t talk of killing a man. I
warned you. I won't do this thing
you ask of me till I have your
promise. Why won’t you leave the
bottle alone?”

“I'll promise,” came the sullen
reply.

“Very well. Then pack and go
across to Bitter Secps.”

“That job’ll take all summer,”
growled Snap.

“So much the better. When you
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come home I'll keep my promise.”

Hare went to the orchard, but
his stay of an hour availed noth-
ing, for on his return, aftcr thread-
ing thc maze of cottonwoods, he
came face to face with the man he
wanted to avoid.

Snap Naab, at the moment of
‘meetin:, had a black bottle tipped

0!

high abeve his lips. With a curse
he threw the bottle at Hare, miss-
ing him narrowly. “If you tell
father vou saw mec drinking I'll
kill you!” he hissed, and. rattling
his Colt in its holster, he walked
away.

Hare walked back to his bed,
wherc he lay for a long time with
his whole inner being in a state
of strife. It gradually wore off as
he strove for calm. Then his at-
tention was diverted by a clatter
of rinzing hoofs on the road; a
mustang and a cloud of dust were
approaching.

The mustang turncd in the
gate, slid to a stop, and stood
quivering, tossing its head, Dlack
as coal, with frcedom and fire in
every line. Mescal lcaped off light-
ly.

A gray ferm flashed in at the
gate, Icll at her leet, and rose to
lcap about her. It was a splendid
dog, huge in frame, almest white,
wild as the mustang.

She wore fringed and beaded
buckskin. “I've come lor you,” she
said.

“For mc?”

“Down, Wolf!” she cried to the

Icaping dog. “Yes. Didn’t vou
know? Father Naab says you're to
help me tend the sheep.”

He looked up at her, at the
black sweep ol her hair under the
white band, at her eyes, like jet;
and suddenly realized that he
liked to look at her, that she was
beautiful.

CHAPTER FIvE
Black Sage and Juniper

UGUST NAAB ap-
peared on the path
lcading from his
fields.

“Mescal, here you
are,” he greeted the
girl. “How about

the sheep?”

“Piute’s driving them down to
the lowcr range. There are a
thousand coyotes hanging about
the flock.”

“That's had,” rcjoined August.
“Jack, there’s evidently some real
shooting in storc for you. We'll
pack today and get an early start
tomorrow. I'll put you on Nod-

dle; he’s slow, but the easiest
climber I cver owned. Hc’s like
riding—what’s the matter with
you?”

“@h, nothing,” said Hare, flush-
ing.

“Lad, T know of few circum-
stances that justify a lic. You've
met Snap.”

Hare kept silent.

“Drink makes my son unnat-
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ural,” said Naab. He breathed
heavily as one in conflict with
wrath. “We'll not wait till tomor-
row to go up on the plateau; we'll
go at once.”

Then quick surprise awakened
for Hare in the meaning in Mes-
cal's eyes; it left him with a glow
of an emotion half pleasure, half
pain.

“Mescal,” went on August, “‘go
into the house, and keep out of
Snap’s way. Jack, watch mec pack.
You need to learn these things.”

Mescal came at his call and,
mounting Black Bolly, rode out
toward the. cliff wall, with Wolt
trotting before her. Hare bestrode
Noddle. August, waving good-by
to his womenfolk, started the train
of burros after Mescal.

How they would be able to
climb the face of that steep cliff
puzzled Hare. The yard-wide trail
curved upward in cork-screw fash-
ion round a projecting corner of
cliff. The stone was a soft rcd shale
and the trail had been cut in it at
a stecp angle. It was so steep that
the burros appeared to be climb-
ing straight up. August walked in
the rear.

The first thing that struck Hare
was the way the burros in front of
him stopped at the curves in the
trail, and turned in a space so
small that their four feet were
close together; yet as they swung
their packs they scarcely scraped
the wall. At every turn they were
higher than he was, going in the

opposite direction, yet he could
reach out and touch them. He
glanced up to see Mescal right
above him, leaning forward with
her brown hands clasping the
pommel. Then he looked out and
down; already the green cluster of
cottonwoods lay far below. The
trail changed to a zigzag alang a
seamed and cracked buttress where
ledges leaned outward waiting to
fall. Then a steeper incline, where
the burros crept upward warily,
led to a level ledge heading to the
left.

Mescal halted on a promontory.
She, with her windblown hair, the
gleam of white band about her
head, and a dash of red along thc
fringed leggings, gave inexpressi-
ble life and beauty to that wild,
jagged point of rock, sharp against
the glaring sky.

“This is Lookout Point,” said
Naab. “I keep an Indian here all
the timc during daylight. He's a
peon, a Navajo slave. He can't
talk, as he was born without a
tongue, or it was cut out, but he
has the best eyes of any Indian I
know. You see this point com-
mands_the farm, the crossing, the
Navajo Trail over the river, the
Echo Clifis opposite, where the
Navajos signal to me, and also the
White Sage Trail

“With this peon watching here
I'm not likely to be surprised.
That strip of sand protects me at
night from approach, and I've
never had anything to fear from
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across the river.”

Naab's peon came from a little
cave in the wall and grinned the
greeting he could not speak. Naab
gave him a bag from one of the
packs, spoke a few words in Nav-
ajo, and then slapped the burros
into the trail.

The climb thenceforth was more
rapid because less steep, and the
trail now led among broken frag-
ments of clif. The color of the
stones had changed from red to
yellow, and small cedars grew in
protected places. Hare gave up
trying to estimate the altitude.

“Hang on, Jack,” cheered Au-
gust. “We’re almost up.”

At last Black Bolly disappeared,
likewise the bobbing burros, one
by one, then Noddle, wagging his
ears, reached a level. Then Hare
saw a gray-green cedar forest, with
yellow crags rising in the back-
ground, and a rush of cold wind
smote his face. For a moment he
choked; he could not get his
breath. Presently he realized that
the trouble was not with the rar-
ity of the atmosphere, but with the
bitter-sweet penetrating odor it
carried.

“Ha! that’s good!” said Naab,
expanding his great chest. “That’s
air for you, my lad. Can you taste
i2 Well, here’s camp, your home
for many a day, Jack. There’s
Piute. How do? how're the sheep?”

A short, squat Indian, good-
humored of face, shook his black
head till the silver rings danced in

his ears, and replied, “Bad—damn
coyotcc!”’

“Piute—shake with Jack. Him
shoot coyote—got big gun,” said
Naab.

“How-do-Jack?” replied Piute,
extending his hand, and then
straightway. began examining the
new rifle. “Damn—heap big gunl!”

“Jack, you'll find this Indian one
you can trust, for all he’s a Piute
outcast,” went on August. “What
Piute doesn’t know about this side
of Coconina isn’t worth learning.”

In .a depression sheltered from
the wind lay the camp. A fire
burned in the center; a conical
tent, like a tepee in shape, hung
suspended from a cedar branch
and was staked at its four points;
a leaning slab of rock furnished
shelter for camp supplies and for
the Indian, and at one end a
spring gushed out. A gray-sheath-
ed cedar tree marked the entrance
to this hollow glade, and under it
August began preparing Hare's
bed.

“Here’s the place you're to sleep,
rain or shine or snow,” he said.
“Now I'vc spent my life sleeping
on the ground, and mother earth
makes the best bed. I'll dig out a
little pit in this soft mat of nee-
dles; that’s for your hips. Then the
tarpaulin so; a blanket so. Now
the other blankets. Pull up the
blankets, and then the long end
of the tarpaulin. If it rains or
snows cover your head, and sleep,
my lad, sleep to the song of the
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wind!’

From where Hare lay, resting a
weary body, he could sce down in-
to the depression which his posi-
tion guarded. Naab built up the
fire; Piute peeled potatoes with
deliberate care; Mescal, on her
knees, her brown arms barc, knead-
ed dough in a basin.

Naab called him to supper, and
when Hare set to with a will on
the bacon and eggs and hot bis-
cuits, he nodded approvingly.
“That’s what I want to. sce. You
must eat. Piute will get deer, or
you may shoot them yoursclf; eat
all the venison vou can. Then
rest. That’s the secret. If you eat
and rest vou will gain strength.”

The edge of the wall was not a
hundred paces from the camp;
and when Hare strolled out to it
after supper, the sun had dipped
the undcr side of its red disc be-
hind the desert. He watched it
sink, while the golden-red flood of
light grew darker and darker.

The bleating of sheep aroused
him and he returned to camp. The
fire was still bright. Wolf slept
close to Mescal's tent; Piute was
not in sight; and Naab had rolled
himself in blankets. Crawling into
his bed, Hare stretched aching
legs and lay still, as if he would
never move again.

A thin coating of frost crackled
on his bed when he awakened;
and out from under the shelter of
the cedar all the ground was hoar-
white. As he slipped from his

blankets the same strong smcll of
black sage and juniper smote him,
almost likc a blow. His nostrils
seemed glued together by some
rich piny pitch; and when he
opened his lips to breathe a sud-
den pain pierced his lunvs. The
thought following was as sharp as
the pain.

Pneumonia! What he had long
expected! He sank against the
cedar, overcome by the shock. But
he rallied prescntly, for the wild-
ness of this country, and the spirit it
souzht to instil in him, had wak-
ened a desire to live. He put his
hand under his flannel shirt and
felt of the soreness of his lungs.
He found it not at the apex of the
richt lung, always the one sensi-
tive spot, but all through his
breast. Little panting breaths did
not hurt; but the deep inhalation,
which alone satisfied him, filled
his whole chest with thousands of
pricking needles. In the depth of
his breast was a hollow that burn-
ed.

When he had pulled on his
boots and coat, and had washed
himself in the runway of the
spring, his hands were so numb
with cold they refused to hold his
comb and brush; and he present-
ed himself at the roaring firc half-
frozen, dishevelled, trembling, but
cheerful.

“Up with the sun!” was Naab’s
greeting. Following the wave of
his hand, Hare saw the sun, a pale
pink globe through a misty blue,
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rising between the golden crags of
the eastern wall.

“Did you hear the covotes last
night?” inquired August. “No!
Well, of all the choruses I ever
heard. There must be a thousand
on the bench. You'll have prac-
tice with the rifle, but don’t
neglect the Colt. Practice particu-
larly the draw I taught you. Piute
has a carbine, and he shoots at the
coyotes, but who ever saw an
Indian that could hit anything?”

“Damn—gun no good!” growled
Piute, who evidently understood
English pretty well. Naab laugh-
ed, and while Hare ate breakfast
he talked of the shecp. The flock
he had numbered 3000. They
were a goodly part of them Nava-
jo stock; small, hardy sheep that
could live on anything but cac-
tus, and needed little water. In
the winter he drove them down
into the oasis; the other seasons
he herded them on the high ranges
where the cattle could not climb.

“Get the forty-four,” concluded
Naab, “and we’ll go out and break
it in.”

With the long rifle in the hol-
low of his arm Jack forgot that he
was a sick man. When he came
within gunshot of the flock the
smell of sheep effcctually smoth-
ered the keen, tasty odor of black
sage and juniper. Sheep ranged
everywhere under the low cedars.

“They're spread now,” said
August. “Mescal drives them on
every little while and Piute goes

ahead to pick out the best browse.
Watch the dog, Jack; he’s all but
human.”

Nimble, alert, the big white dog
was not still a moment. His duty
was to keep the flock compact, to
head the stragglers and turn them
back; and he knew his part per-

fectly. He never barked. At times

when he was working on one side
a crafty sheep on the other would
steal out into the thicket. Then
Mescal called and Wolf flashed
back to her, eager, spirited, ready
to take his order. A word, a wave
of her whip sufficed for the dog to
rout out the recalcitrant sheep
and send him bleating to his fel-
lows.

“He manages them easily now,”
said Naab, “but when the lambs
come they can’t be kept in. The
coyotes and wolves hang out in
the thickets and pick up the strag-
glers. The worst enemy of shecep,
though, is the old grizzly bear. Us-
ually he is grouchy, and dangerous
to hunt. Let’s get off into the
woods some little way, into the
edge of the thickets—for Piute al-
ways keeps to the glades—and see
if we can pick off a few coyotes.”

August cautioned Jack to step
stcalthily, and slip from cedar to
cedar, to usc every bunch of sage
and juniper to hide his advance.

In the course of a mile, without
keeping the sheep near at hand,
they saw upward of 20 coyotes, five
of which Jack killed in as many
shots.
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“You’ve got the hang of it,” said
Naab, rubbing his hands. “You’'ll
kill the varmints. Piute will skin
and”salt the pelts. Now I'm going
up on the high range to look for
bear sign. Go ahead, on your own
hook.”

Hare was regardless of time
while he stole under the cedars
and through the thickets, spying
out the cunning coyotes. Then
Naab’s yell pealing out claimed
his attention; he answered and re-
turncd. When they mct he re-
counted his adventures in mingled
excitement and disappointment.

“Are you tired?” asked Naab.

“Tired? No,” replied Jack.

“Well, you mustn’t overdo the
very first day. I've news for yeu.
There are some wild horses on the
high range. I didn’t see them, but
found tracks evcrywhere. If they
come down here you send Prute to
clese the trail at thc upper cnd of
the bench, and you close the one
where we came up. We made the
gates to keep the shecp in, and
they’ll serve a turn. If you get the
wild horses on the bench send
Piute for me at once.” 5

They passed the Indian herding
the sheep into a corral built
against an uprising ridge of stone,
Naab dispatched him to look for
the dead coyotes.

“Mescal, hadn’t I better take
Black Bolly home?” asked August.

“Mayn’t I keep her?”

“She’s yours. But you run a risk.
There are wild horses on the

range. Will you keep her hob-
bled?”

“Yes,” replied Mescal reluctant-
ly. “Though I don’t believe Bolly
would run off from me.”

“ILook out she doesn’t go, hob-
bles and all. Jack, here’s the other
bit of news I have for you. There’s
a big grizzly camping on the trail
of our she¢p. Now what I want to
know is—shall I leave him to you,
or put off work and come up here
to wait for him myself?”

“Why—" said Jack
“whatever you say.”

“If he comes down it’s more
than likely to be after dark. Don’t
risk hunting him then. Wait till
morning, and put Wolf on his
trail. He’ll be up in the rocks, and
by holding in the dog you may
find him asleep in a cave. How-
ever, if you happen to meet him
by day do this. Don’t waste any
shots. Climb a ledge or trce if one
be handy. If not, stand your
ground. Get down on your knee
and shoot and let him come. Mind
you, he’ll grunt when he’s hit, and
start for you, and keep coming till
he’s dead. Have confidence in
yourself and your gun, for you can
kill{ him. Aim low, and shoot
steady. If he keeps on coming
there’s always a fatal shot, and
that is when he rises. You'll see a
bare spot on his breast. Put a
forty-four into that, and he’ll go
down.

“Now, Jack, I'm off. Good-by
and good luck. Mescal, look out

slowly,
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for him. So-ho! Noddle! Getup!
Biscuit!”

Piute came stooping toward
camp so burdened with covotes
that he could scarcely be seen
undcr the gray pile. With a fer-
vent “damn” he tumbled them
under a cedar, and trotted back
into the forest for another load.
Jack insisted on assuming his
share of the duties about camp;
and Mescal assigned him to the
task of gathering firewood, break-
inz red-hot sticks of wood
small pieces, and raking them in-
“to piles ‘of live coals. Jack did not
do justice to the supper; excite-
ment had robbed him of appetite.

The sunset drew him to the rim.
Dark clouds were mantling the
desert like rolling smoke from a
prairie fire. He almost stumbled
over Mescal, who sat with her hack
to a stone. Wolf lav with his head
in her lap, and he growled.

“There’s a storm on the desert,”
she said. “Those smoky streaks
are flying sand. We may have snow
tonight. It’s colder, and the wind
is north. See, I've a blanket. You
had better get one.”

He thanked her and went for
it, returned to Mesczl and sat be-
side her.

“You
asked.

i(}les.l'

“Do vou sit here often?”

“E\ery evening.”

“Haven't you been louely?"

C(No')’

love this outlook?” he

into

“You'd rather be here with the
shecp than be in Lund or Salt
Lake Citv, as Esther and Judith
want to be:”

“Yus™

Twilight and falling dew sent
them back to the camp. Piute and
Peon were skinning coyotes by the
blaze of the fire. The night wind
had not yet risen; the sheep were
quiet: there was no sound save the
crackle of burning cedar sticks.

Jack talked of cities, of ships, of
people, of simple things in the lifc
he had left, and Mescal listened,
became abserbed. She did not seck
her tent till he ceased; then with
a startled “gocd night” she was
gone.-

From under the snuzness of his
warm blankets Jack watched out
the last wakeful moments of that
day of days. A star peeped through
the fringe of cedar foliage. The
wind sighed, and rose steadily, to
sweep over him with breath of
ice, with the fragrance of juniper
and black sage and a tang of
cedar.

Every succceding day was like
its predecessor, only richer. LEvery
day the hoarfrost silvered the
dawn; the shecp browsed; the coy-
otes skulked in the thickets: the
rifle spoke truer and truer. Every
sunset Mescal’s changing eyes mir-
rored the desert. Every twilight
Jack sat beside her in the silence;
cvery night, in the campfire flare,

‘he talked to Piute and the pcon.

The Indians were appreciative
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listeners, whether they understood
Jack or not, but his talk with
them was only a pretense. He
wished to reveal Phe outside world
to Mescal, and he saw with pleas-

ure that every day she grew more

interested,

Onc cvening he was tclling of
New York City, of the monster
buildings where men worked, and
of the elevated railways, for the
time was the late ’seventies and
they were still a novelty. Piute
vigorously interrupted Jack, de-
manding to have this last strange
story made more clecar. Jack did
his best in gesture and speech, but
he had to appeal to Mescal to
translate his meaning to the
Indian. The result, however, was
that Piute took exception to the
story of trains “carrying people
through the air. He lost his grin
and regarded Jack with much dis-
favor.

“Heap damn lie!” he exclaimed
with a growl, and stalked off into
the gloom.,

Piute’s expressive doubt discom-
fited Hare, but only momentarily,
for Mescal’s silvery pecal of laugh-
ter told him that the incident had
brought them closer together. The
ice being broken, she began to ask
questions, shyly at first, yet more
and more eagerly, until she forgot
hersclf in the desire to learn of
cities and people.

Lambing time came late in
May, and Mescal, Wolf, Piute, and
Jack knew no rest. All in a day,

seemingly, the little fleccy lambs
came, as if by magic, and filled
the forest with piping bleats. Then
they were tottering after their
mothers, gamboling at a day’s
grewth, wilful as youth—and the
carnage began. Piute slept not at
all, and the dog’s jaws were fleck-
ed with blood morning and night.
Jack hung up 54 coyotes the scc-
ond day; the third he let them lie,
70 in number.

One night when shecp and
lambs were in the corral, and the
shepherds rested round the camp-
fire, the dog rose quivering, sniffed
the cold wind, and suddenly bris-
tled with every hair standing
ercct.

“Wolfl' called Mescal.

The sheep began to bleat. A rip-
pling crash, a splintering of wood,
told of an irresistible onslaught
on the corral fence.

“Chus*-chus!” exclaimed Piute.

Wolf flashed Ilike lightning
under the cedars. The rush of the
sheep pattering across the corral
was succeeded by an uproar.

“Bear! Bear!” cried Mescal, with
dark eyes on Jack. He seized his
rifle.

“Don’t go,” she implored.

“Listen! I won’t stand that. I'll
go. Here, get in the tree—quick!”

“No—no—"

“Do as I say!” The girl waver-
ed. He dropped the rifle and
swung her up. “Climb!” With
Piute at his heels he ran out in-
to the darkness.
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CHAPTER S1Xx
“You're, Going to Get Well!”

IUTE'S Indian sense
of the advantage of
position in attack
stood Jack in geod
stead; he led him
up the ledge which
overhung one end

of the corral. In the pale starlight
the sheep could be scen running

in bands, massing together, crowd-

ing the fence; their cries made a

deafening din.

The Indian shouted. A large
black object was visible in the
shade of the ledge. Piute fired his
carbine. Beforc Jack could bring
his rifle up the black thimg moved
into startlingly rapid flight. Then
spouts of red flame illumined the
corral. As he shot, Jack got fleet-
ing glimpses of the bear moving
like a dark streak against a blur of
white.

When certain that the visitor
had departed, Jack descended into
the corral. He and Piute searched
for dead sheep, but found none.
If the grizzly had killed one he
must have taken it with him.
They repaired the break and re-
turned to camp.

“He’s gone, Mescal. Come
down,” called Jack into the cedar.
“I.,et me help you—there!”

Piute found woolly brown fur
hanging from Wolf’s jaws.

“He’s nipped the brute, that’s
sure,” said Jack. “Good dog! May-

be he kept the bear from— Why,
Mescal! you're white—you're shak-
ing.”

Mescal went silently into her
tent.

The sheep quieted down and
madec no further disturbance that
night. After breakfast Jack tried
to get Wolf to take the track of

the grizzly, but the scent had
cooled.
Next day Mescal drove the

sheep eastward toward the crags,
and ahout the middle of the after-
noon reached the edge of the
slope. Grass grew luxuriantly and
it was easy to keep the sheep in.
Moreover, that part of the forest
had fewer treces and scarcely any
sage or thickets, so that the lambs
were sater, barring danger which
mizht lurk in the seamed and
cracked cliffs overshadowing the
open grassy plots. Piute’s task at
the moment was to drag dead
coyotes to the rim, near at hand,
and throw them over. Mescal rest-
ed on a stone, and Wolf reclined
at her feet.

Jack presently found a fresh
deer track, and trailed it into the
cedars, then up the slope to where
the huge rocks massed.

Suddenly a cry from Mescal
halted him; another sent him fly-
ing down the slope. He bounded
out of the cedars into the open.

The flock had spread, and
streams of jumping sheep fled
frantically from .an enormous sil-
ver-backed bear.
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As the bear struck right and
left, Jack sent a bullet into him
at leng range. Stung, the grizzly
whirled, bit at his side, and then
reared with a roar of fury.

But he did not see Jack. He
drepped down and launched his

huge bulk fer Mescal. The grizzly

hurdled 'the streams of sheep.

Terror for Mescal dominated
Jack. Checking himself with a
suddenncss that fctched him to
his knees, he levelled the rifle. It
waved as if it were a stick of wil-
low. The bead-sight described a
blurred curve round the bear. Yet
he shot—in vain—again—in vain.

Above the bleat of sheep and
trample of hoofs rang out Mes-
cal's cry, despairing. She had
turned, her hands over her breast.
Wolf spread his legs before her
and crouched to spring, mane
crect, jaws wide. '

By some lightning flash of
mcmory, August Naab’s words
steadied Jack's shaken nerves. He
aimed low and ahead of the run-
ning bear. Down the beast went
in a sliding sprawl with a mulflled
roar of rage. Up he sprang, dang-
ling a wuseless lecg, yet leaping
swiltly forward. One blow sent
the attacking dog aside. Jack fired
again. The bear became a wres-
tling, fiery demon, death-stricken,
but full of savage fury. Jack aimed
low and shot again.

Slowly now th'e grizzly reared,
his frosted coat blood-flecked, his
great head swaying. Another shot.

There was one wide sweep of the
huge paw, and then the bear sank
forward, drooping slowly, and
stretched all his length as if to
rest.

Jack, bounding up, made sure
the .bear was dead before he
looked at Mcscal. She was faint.
Wolf whined about her. Piute
came running from the cedars.

“I couldn’t run—I couldn’t
move,” she said, shuddering.
“He'd soon have reached me.”

Hare laughed away his own
fear and turned their attention
to the stampeded sheep. It was
dark before they got the flock to-
gether again, and they never knew
whether they had found them all.
Supper-time was unusually quiet
that night.

So the days slipped by. June
came, with more leisure for the
shepherds, better grazing for the
sheep, heavier dcws, lmhter frosts,
snow squalls half rain, and burst-
ing blossoms on the prickly
thorns, wild-primrose patches in
every shady spot, and bluebells
lifting wan azure faces to the sun.

The last snow storm of June
threatened all one morning, hung
menacing over the yellow crags, in
dull lead clouds waiting for the
wind. It was brief in passing.
Wind-driven toward thc desert, it
moaned its last in the cedars, and
swept away, a sheeted pall.

Jack marched into camp with a
snowy burden over his shoulder.
He flung it down, disclosing a
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small deer; then he shook the
white mantle from his coat, and,
whistling, kicked the fire logs, and
looked abroad at the silver cedars,
now dripping under the sun, at
the rainbows in the settling mists,
at the rapidly melting snow on
the ground.

“Got lost in that squall. Finel!
Fine!” he exclaimed and threw
wide his arms.

“Jackl” said Mescal. “Jack!”

“Well?” he replied, in surprise.

“To look at you!—I never
dreamed—I'd forgotten—"

“What's the matter with me?
demanded Jack.

1*Oh—Jack! You're going to get
welll” Her lips curved in a,smile.

“Mescal—Mescall”  he  cried
brokenly. Blindly, instinctively he
kissed her—a kiss unutterably
grateful; thep he fled into the
forest, running without aim,

Twilight had enfolded the pla-
teau when Hare traced his way
back to camp. Mescal was not
there. His supper awaited him;
Piute hummed a song; .the peon
sat grimacing at the fire. Hare
told them to eat, and moved away
toward the rim.

Mescal was at her favorite seat,
with the white dog beside her;
and she watched the desert where
the last glow of sunset gilded the
mesas.

“Mescal, I didn't know I loved
you—then—but I know it now.”

Her face dropped quickly from
its level poise, hiding the brood-

»

ing eyes; her hand trembled on
Wolf's head.

“You spoke the truth. T'll get
well. I'd rather have had it from
your lips than from any in the
world. I mcan to live my life here
where these wonderful things
have come to me.”

The wind ble ¢« her dusky hair;
he could not see her face; he tried
gently to turn her to him. The
hand he had taken lay warm and
trembling .in his, but it was not
withdrawn. As he waited, in fear,
in hope, it became still. Her slen-
der form, rigid within his arm,
gradually ‘relaxed and yielded to
him; her face sank on his breast,
and her dark hair loosened from
its band, covered-her and blew
across his lips.

CHAPTER SEVEN
Silvermane

ITTLE dew fell on
the night of July
Ist; the dawn

=2 brightened without

{/ mists; a hot sun

rose; the short sum-

KNSR mer of the plateau
had clearly begun.

As Hare rose from his break-
fast, his whistle was cut short by
the Indian.

“Ugh!” exclaimed Piute, lifting
a dark finger. Black Bolly had
slipped her halter, and she moved
toward the opening in the cedars,
her head high, her black ears
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straight up.

“Bollyl” called Mescal. The
mare did not stop.
“What the deuce?” Hare ran

forward to catch her.

“I never knew Bolly to act that
way,” said Mescal. “Jack look at
Wolfl”

The white dog had risen and
stood warily shifting his nose. He
sniffed the wind, turned round
and round, and slowly stiffened
with his head pointed toward the
eastern rise of the plateau.

“Hold, Wolf, hold!”
Mescal.

“Ugh!” grunted Piute.

“Listen, Jack! Did you hear?”
whispered the girl.

The warm breeze came down in
puils from the crags, and present-
ly it bore a low, prolonged whis-
tle.

“What is it?"

“Wild mustangs,” said Mescal.

“No,” corrected Piute, vehe-
mently shaking his head. “Clea,
clea”

“Jack, he says ‘horse, horse.
It's a wild horse.”

The whistle rang down from
the ridge, splitting the air, strong
and trenchant. Black Bolly reared
straight up.

Jack ran to the rise of ground
above the camp, and looked over
the cedars. He beckoned for Mes-
cal. She ran to him, and Piute,
tying Black Bolly, hurried after.

Jack pointed to a ridge rising
to the left of the yellow crags. On

called

the bare summit stood a splendid
stallion clearly silhouetted against
the ruddy morning sky. He was
an iron-gray, wild and proud,
with long silver-white mane wav-
ing in the wind.

“Silvermane!”
cal.

“What a magnificent animal!”
Jack stared at the splendid pic-
ture for the moment before the
horse moved batk along the ridge
and disappeared. Other horses,
blacks and bays, showed above the
sage for a moment, and they, too,
passed out of sight.

“He’s got some of his band
with him,” said Jack. ‘Mescal,
they're down off the upper range,
and grazing along easy. The wind
favors us. I'll slip round through
the cedars, and block the trail
leading up to the other range, and
you and Piute close the gate of
our tratl at this end. Then scnd
Piute down to tell Naab we've got
Silvermane.”

Jack ran from tree to tree,
avoiding the open ‘places, taking
advantage of the thickets, keeping
away from the ridge. He climbed
the slope, and threaded a way
over masses of fallen cliff until he
reached the base of the wall. The
tracks of the wild-horse band were
very fresh and plain in the yel-
low trail. Four stout posts guard-
ed the opening, and a number of
bars lay ready to be pushed into
place. He put them up, making
a gate ten feet high. This done,

exclaimed Mes-
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he hurried back to camp.

When Mescal and Jack drove
in the sheep that afternoon,
rather earlier than usual, Piute
had returned with August Naab,
Dave, and Billy, a string of mus-
tangs and a pack train of burros.

«‘Hello, Mescal,” chcerily called
August, as they came into camp.
“Well Jack—how you've filled
out!” He crushed Jack’s hand in
his broad palm, ard his gray eyes
beamed. “I've not the gift of
revelation—but, Jack, you’re go-
ing to get well.”

“Yes, I-" He thumped his
breast significantly and smiled.

“Black +sage and juniper!” ex-
claimed August. “In this air if a
man doesn’t go off quickly with
pneumonia, he’ll get well.”

He questioned Piute and Mecs-
cal about the sheep, and was
greatly pleased with their report.
He shook his head when Jack
spread out the grizzly pelt, and
asked for the story of the killing.
Mescal told it, and Naab'’s great
hand resounded fromi Jack’s
shoulder. Then he came back to
the object- of his trip upon the
plateau.

“So you've corralled Silver-
mane? How many horses with
him?”

“We had no chance to count. I
saw at least twelve.”

“Good! Jack, the history of that
stallion wouldn’t make you proud
of him. We've corralled him by a
lucky chance. If I don’t miss my

guess he’s after Bolly. Well, Dave,
shall we thirst him out, or line
up a long corral?”

“Better have a look around to-
morrow,” replied Dave. “Itll
take a lot of chasing to run him
down, but there’s not a spring on
the bench where we can throw up
a trap corral. We’ll have to chase
him.”

“Mescal, has Bolly been good
since Silvermane came down?”

“No, she hasn’t,” declared Mes-
cal, and told of the circumstance.

“Bolly’s all right,” said Billy
Naab. “Any. mustang will do that.
Keep her belled and hobbled.”

“Silvermane would care a lot
about that, if he wanted Bolly,
wouldn’t he?” queried Dave in
quiet scorn. “Keep her roped and
haltered, I say.”

“Davc’s right,” said August.

Black Bolly broke her halter
about midnight and escaped into
the forest, hobbled as she was.
The Indian heard her first, and
he awoke August, who aroused
the others.

“Bon't makc any noise,” he
said, as Jack came up, throwing
on his coat. “Bolly’s loose, broke
her rope, and I think Silvermane
is closc.”

The slight breeze favored them,
the campfire was dead, and the
night was clear and starlit. They
had not been quiet many mo-
ments when the shrill neigh of a
mustang. rang out. The Naabs
raised themselves and looked at
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one another in the starlight.

“Now what do yvou think of
that?” -whispered Billy.

“No more than I expected. It
was Bolly,” replied Dave.

“Bolly it- was, confound  her
black hide!” added August. “Now,
boys, did she whistle for Silver-
mane, or to warn him, which?"”

“No tclling,” answered Billy.
“Let’s lie low and take a chance
on him coming close.”

Jack strained his hcaring, yet

caught no sound except the dis-.

tant yelp of a coyote. Moments
went by.

“There!” whispered Dave.

From the dircction of the ridge
came the faint rattling of stones.
Presently sharp clicks preceded
the rattles, and the sounds began
to merge into a regular rhythmic
tramp. It softened at intervals,
probably when the horses were
under the ccdars, and strength-
ened as they camc out on the
harder ground of the open.

“I see them,”

A black, undulating line wound
out of the cedars, a line of horses
approaching with drooping hcads,
hurrying a little as they neared
the spring.

“Twenty-odd, all blacks and
bays,” said August, “and some of
them are mustangs.
Silvermane?—Hark!”

Out among the cedars rose the
peculiar halting thump of a hob-
bled horse trying to cover ground,

followed by snorts and crashings -

whispered Dave.

But where’s °

of brush and the pound of plung-
ing hoofs. The long black line
stopped short and began to stamp.
Then into the starlit glade below
moved two shadows. -

“Silvermane and Bollyl” ex-
claimed August, “and now she’s
broken-her hobbles.”

Wheeling about her, neighing,
,and plungirg, he arched his splen-
"did necck and pushed his head
against her. Suddenly Black Bolly
snorted and whirled down the
glade. Silvermane whistled one
blast and thundered after hcr.

“It’s one on me,” remarked
Billy. “That little mare played us
at the finish. Caught wherr she
was a yearling, broken better than
any mustang we ever had, she has
helped us run down many a stal-
lion, and now she runs olf with
that big white-maned brutel™

At breakfast the following day
the Naabs fell into a discussion
upon thc possibility of thcre be-
ing other means of exit from the
plateau than the two trails al-
ready closed. It was advisable to
know the ground exactly. Billy
and Dave rode in opposite direc-
tions around the rim of the pla-
teau. It was triangular in shape
and some six or seven .miles in
circumference; and the brothers
rodc around it in less than an
hour.

“Corralled,” said Dave.

“Good! Did you see him? What
kind. of a bunch has he with
him?” asked his father.
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“If we get the pick of the lot it
will be worth two weeks’ work,”
replied Dave. “I saw him, and
Bolly, too. I think we can run her
into a cove under the wall and
get her. Then Mescal can help us
run down the stallion. And you
can look out on this cnd for the
best level stretch to drop the line
of cedars and make our trap.”

The Dbrothers, at their father’s

nod, rode off into the forest. Naab
had detainced the peon, and now
gave him orders and sent him off.

“Tonight you can stand on the
rim here, and watch him signal
across to the top of Echo Cliffs to
the .Navajos,” explained August
to Jack. “I've sent for the best
breaker of wild mustangs on the
desert. Dave can break.mustan\gs,
and Piute is" very good; but I
want the best man in the coun-
try, because this is a grand horse
and I intend to give him to you.”

“To mel” exclaimed Hare.

“Yes, and if he's broken right
at the start, he'll serve you faith,
fully and not try to bite your arm
off every day, or kick your brains
out. No white man can break a
wild mustang to the Dbgost advan-
tage.”

“Why is that?”

“I don’t know. To be truthful,
I have an idea it’s bad temper and
lack of patience. Just wait till you
sce this Navajo go at Silvermane!”

After Mescal and Piute drove
down the sheep, Jack accom-
panied Naab to the corral.

“I've brought up your saddle,”
said Naab, “and you can put it
on any mustang here.” He rode
with August all over the western
end of the plateau. They came at
length to a strip of ground, high-
er than the Dordering forest,
which was comparatively [ree of
cedars and brush, and when Au-
gust had surveyed it once he
slapped his knee with satisfaction.

“Finel! better than I hoped for!
This stretch is about a mile long,
and narrow at this cnd. Now,
Jack, you see the other side faces
the rim, this side the forest, and
at the end here is a wall of rock;
luckily it curves in a half circle,
which will save us work. We'll cut
cedars, drag them in line, and
make a big corral acainst the
rock. From the opening in the
corral we’ll build two fences of
trecs; then we'll chase Silvermane
tiill he’s done, run him down into
this level, and turn him inside
the fence. No horse can break
through a close line of cedars.
ITe’ll run till he’s in the corral,
and then we’ll rope him.”

They returned to camp and
prepared supper. Mescal and
Piute soon arrived, and, later,
Dave and Billy on jaded mus-
tangs. Black Bolly limped behind,

. stretching a long halter, an un-

happy mustanz with dusty, foam-
stained coat and hanging hcad.
“Not Dbad,” said August, cx-
amining the lame leg. “She'll be
fit in a fcw days, long beforc we
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need her to help run down Sil-
vermane.”

Mescal's love for the mustang
shone in her eyes while she
smoothed out the crumpled mane
and petted the slender neck.
“Bolly, to think you'd do it}”

When darkness fell they gath-
ered on the rim to watch the sig-
nals. A fire blazed out of the black
void below, and as they waited it
brightened and flamed higher.

“Ugh!” said Piute, pointing
across to the dark line of cliffs.

“Jack, look sharp!” said August,
“Peon is blanketing his fire. See
the flicker? One, two—one, two—
one. Now for the answer.”

Next day Jack helped the
brothers .cut down cedars while
August hauled them into line
with his roan. What with this la-
bor and the necessary camp du-
ties nearly a week passed, and in
the meantime Black Bolly re-
covered from her lamencss. Twice
the workers saw Silvermane stand-
ing on open high ridges, restive
and suspicious.

“Itd be worth something to
find out how dong that stallion
could go without water,” com-
mented Dave. ‘“But we’ll make
his tongue hang out tomorrow.
It’d serve him right to break him
with Black Bolly.”

Daylight came warm and misty;
veils unrolled from the desert; a
purple curtain lifted from the
castern crags; then the red sun
buraed,

Dave and Billy Naab mounted
their mustangs, and each led an-
other mount by a halter. “We'll
go to the ridge, cut Silvermane
out of his band, and warm him
up; then we’ll drive him down
to this end.”

August delayed about camp,
punching new holes in his saddle
girth, shortening his stirrups, and
smoothing kinks out of his lasso.
At last he saddled the roan, and
also Black Bolly. Mescal came out
of her tent ready for the chase.

Hare walked, leading two mus-
tangs by the halters, and Naab
and Mescal rode, each of them
followed by two other spare
mounts. August tied three mus-
tangs at one point along the level
stretch, .and three at another.
Then he led Mescal and Jack to
the top of the stone wall above
the corral, where they had good
view of a considerable part of the
plateau.

The eastern rise of ground, a
sage and juniper slope, was in
plain sight. Hare saw a white
flash; then Silvermane broke out
of the cedars into the sage. One of
the brothers raced him half the
length of the slope, and then the
other coming out headed him off
down toward the forest. He was
running easily.

Hare watched the stallion with
sheer fascination. He veered off to
the left, out of sight in the brush,
‘while Dave and Billy galloped up
to the spot where August had tied
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the first three mustangs. Here they
dismounted, changed saddles to
fresh horses, and were off again.

Silvermane twinkled in and out
among the cedars, and suddenly
stopped short on the rim. He
wheeled and coursed away toward
the crags, and vanished. But soon
he reappeared, for Billy had cut
across and faced him about. Again
he struck the level stretch. Dave
stopped short on the rim. He
shot away to the left and flashed
through the glades beyond.. The
brothers saved their steeds, con-
tent to kecp him cornered in that
end of the plateau. Then August
spurred his roan into the scene of
action. Silvermane came out on
the one piece of rising ground be-
yond the level, and stood looking
backward toward the brothers.
When the great roan crashed
through the thickets into his sight
he leaped as if he had been stung,
and plunged away.

The Naabs had hemmed him in
a triangle, Dave and Billy at the
broad end, August at the apex,
and now the real race began. Au-
gust chased him up and down,
along the rim, across to the long
line of cedars, always in the end
heading him for the open stretch.
Down this he fled with flying
mane, only to be checked by the
relentless brothers. To cover this
broad end of the open required
riding the like of which Hare had
never dreamed of. The brothers,
taking advantage of the brief

periods when the stallion was go-
ing toward August, changed their
tired mustangs for fresh ongs.

“Ho! Mescal!” rolled out Au-
gust’s voice. That was the call for
Mescal to put Black Bolly after
Silvermane. In a flash she was
round the corral, with Silvermane
between her and the long fence of
cedars. The gray stallion length-
ened his stride in a wonderful
way. He raced down the stretch
with his head over his shoulder,
watching the little black. Sceing
her gaining, he burst into desper-
atc headlong flight. If he had becn
fresh he might have left Black
Bolly far behind, but now he
could not clude her.

August Naab let him run this
time, and Silvermane, keeping
close to the fence, passed the gate,
ran down tq the rim, and wheeled.
The black mustang was on him
again, holding him in close to the
fence, driving him back down the
stretch.

The brothers remorselessly turn-
ed him, and now Mescal, forcing
the running, caught him, lashed
his haunches with her whip, and
drove him into the gate of the
corral.

August and his two sons were
closc behind, and blocked the
gate. “Hold here, boys,” said
August. “I'll go in and drive him
round and round ull he’s done,
then, when I yell, you stand aside
and rope him as he comes out.”

Silvermane ran round the cor-
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ral, tore at the steep scaly walls,
fell back and began his weary
round again and yet again. Then
he ran blindly; every time he
passed the gunarded gateway his
cyes were, wilder, and his stride
more labored.

“Now!” velled August Naab.

Mescal drew out of the open-
ing, and Dave and Billy pulled
away, one on each side, their las-
socs swinging looscly.

Silvermane sprang for the open-
ing with something of his old
speed. As he went through, yellow
loops flashed in the sun, circling,
narrowing, and he seemed to run
straight into them. One loop
whipped close round his glossy
neck; the other caught his hcad.
Dave's mustang staggered undér
the violent shock, went to his
Knees, struggled up and held firm-
ly. Bill's mount slid on his
haunches and spilled his rider
from the saddle. Silvermane seem-
cd 1o e climbing into the air.

Then August Naab, darting
through the gate in a cloud of
dust, shot his lasso, catching the
right foreleg. Silvermane landed
hard, his hoofs striking fire from
the stones; and for ap instant
strained in convulsive struggle;
then fell heaving and groaning. In
a twinkling Billy loosened his
lasso over a knot, making of it a
halter, and tied the end to a
cedar stump.

The Naabs stood back and
gazed at their prize.

CHAPTER EIGHT
The Breaker of Wild Mustangs

OR a few days after
the «apture of Sil-
vermanc, a time full
to the brim of ex-
citement for Hare,
he had no word
with Mescal, save
and evening greet-

for morning
ings. When he did come to scek
her, she avoided him.

Hare nursed a grievance for 48

hours, and then, taking ad-
vantage of Piute’s absence on an
crrand down to the farm, and of
the Naabs’ strenuous day with
four vicious wild horses in the
corral at onc time, he walked out
to the pasture where Mescal shep-
herded the flock.

“Mescal, why are vou avoiding
me?” he asked. “What has hap-
pened?”

“Nothing,” she replied.

“But there must be something.
You have given me no chance to
talk to you, and I wanted to know
if you'd let mc speak to Father
Naab.”

“To Father Naab? Why—-what
about?”

“About you, of course—and me
—that I love vou and want to
marry you.”

She turned white. “No—no!"

“Why not? What’s wrong? You
must tell me, Mescal.”

“I am pledged to marry Father
Naab’s eldest son.”
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“What did you say?” he asked
slowly. Mescal repeated her words
in a whisper.

“But—but, Mescal-I loye you.
You let me kiss you.”

“Oh, Jack, I forgot,” she wail-
cd. “It was so new, so strange, to
have you up here. It was like a
kind of dream. And after—after
you kissed me I-I found out—"

*“What, Mecscal?”

Her silence answered him.

“But, Mescal, if you really love
me you can’t marry anyonc clse,”
said Hare.

“Oh, you don’t know, you don’t
know. It's impossible!”

. “Impossible!” Hare's anger flar-
ed up. “You lct me believe I had
won you. Your actions were lies.”

He threw his arms around her
and held her close. “It can’t be a
lie. You do care for me—love me.
Look at me.” He drew her head
back from his breast. Her lips
were parted. He kissed them again
and again, while the shade of the
cedars seecmed to whirl about him.

She leaned back in his arms,
supple, pliant with quivering life,
and for the first time gave him
wide-open level cyes.

“You do love me, Mescal?”’

“I—I couldn’t help it.”

There was a pause, tense with
feeling.

“Mescal, tell me—about your be-
ing pledged,” he said at last.

“I gave him my promise because
there was nothing else to do. I was
pledged to—to him in the church

at White Sage. It can’t be
changed. I've got to marry—
Father Naab's eldest son.”

“LEldest son?” echoed Jack, sud-
denly mindful of the implication.
“Why! Snap Naab already has a
wife.”

“You’ve also forgotten that
we're Mormons.”
“Are you a Mormon?”" he

queried bluntly.

“I've been raised as one.”

“Would not Father Naab re-
lease you?”

“Rcelcase me? Why, he would
have taken me as a wife for him-
self but for Mother Mary. She
hates me. So he pledged me to
Snap.”

“When was this—this marriage
to be?”

“I don't know. Father Naab
promised me to his son when he
came home from the Navajo
range. It would be soon if they
found out that you and I—Jack,
Snap Naab would kill you!”

“I mightn't be so easy to kill,”
said Hare darkly.

“Don’t speak to Father Naab.
Don’t let him guess. Don't leave
me here alone,” she answered low.

“How can I help but leave you
if he wants me on the cattle
ranges?”’

“I don’t know. You must think.
He will keep me with the sheep
as long as he can, for two reasons
—because I drive them best, he
says, and because Snap Naab’s
wife must be persuaded to wel-
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come me in her home.”

“Mescal, there’s one question I
wish you'd answer. Does August
Naab think he’ll make a Mormon
of me? Is that the secret of his
wonderful kindness?”

“Of course he believes hell
make a Mormon of you. That’s his
relizion. He’s felt that way over
all the strangers who ever came
out here. But he’d be the same to
them without his hopes. I don't
know the secret of his kindness,
but I think he loves everybody
and everything. He’s been a father
to me, and 1 love him."

“I think I love him, too,” re-
plied Hare simply.

With an effort he left her at last
and mounted the grassy slope and
climbed high up among the tot-
tering yellow crags; and there he
battled with himself. He could
not give her up—and yet—

Twilight forced Hare {from his
lofty retreat. He thought he had
renounced his hope of Mescal; he
returned with a resolve to. be true
to August, and to himself.

“Well, Jack, we rode down the
last of Silvermane’s band,” said
August at supper. “The Navajos
came up and helped us out. To-
morrow you’ll see some {un, when
we start to break Silvermane. As
soon as that’s done I'll go, leav-
ing the Indians to bring the horses
down when they're broken.”

“Are you going to leave Silver-
mane with me?” asked Jack.

“Surely. Those desert stallions

can be made into the finest kind
of saddle horses. I've seen one or
two. I want you to stay up here
with the sheep. Then when. we
drive the sheep down in the fall
you can begin life on the cattle
ranges, driving wild steers. There's
where you’ll grow lcan and hard,
like an iron bar. You'll need that
horse, ‘too, my lad.”

“Why—because he’s fast?”

August nodded gloomily., “I
haven't the gift of revelation, but
I've come to believe Martin Cole.
Holderness is building an outpost
for his riders close to Sceping
Springs. He has no water. If he
tries to pipe my water—" The
pause was not a threat; it implied
the Mormon's deubt of himself.
“Then Denc is on the march this
way. He’s driven some of Mar-
shall’s cattle from the range next
to mine. Dene got away with
about a hundred head. The bare-
faced robber sold them in Lund
to a buying company from Salt
Lake.”

“Is he openly an outlaw, a rust-
ler?”’ inquired Hare.

“Everybody knows it, and he's
finding White Sage and vicinity
warmer than it was. Now the
Mormons are slow to wrath. But
they are awakening. Men of the
Holderness type are more to be
dreaded. He’s a rancher, greedy,
unscrupulous, but hard to corner
in dishonesty. Dene is only a bad
man, a gunfighter. He and all his
ilk will get run out of Utah.”
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Silvermane snorted defiance
from the cedar corral next morn-
ing when the Naabs, and Indians,
and Hare appeared. A half-naked
sinewy Navajo with a face as
changeless as a bronze mask sat
astride August’s blindfolded roan,
Charger. He rode barcback cx-
cept for a blanket strapped upon
the horse; he carried only a long,
thick halter, with a loop and a
knot. When August opened the
gate, the Indian rode into the cor-
ral. Silvermane snorted a blast of
fear and anger.

Into the farthest corner of
densely packed cedar boughs Sil-
vermane pressed himself and
watched. The Indian rode around
the corral, circling closer and
closer, yet appearing not to see
the stallion. Silvermanc pranced
out of his thicket of boughs; he
whistled, he wheeled with his
shiny hoofs lifting. In an hour the
Indian was edging the outer circle
of the corral, with the stallion
pivoting in the center, ears laid
back, cyes shooting sparks, fight
in every linc of him. And the cir-
cle narrowed inward.

Suddenly the Navajo sent the
roan at Silvermane and threw his
halter. It spread out like a lasso,
and the loop went over the head
of the stallion, slipped to the knot
and held fast, while the rope
tightened. Silvermane leaped up,
forehoofs pawing the air, and his
leng shrill cry was neither whistle,
snort, nor screech, but all com-

bined. He came down, missing
Charger with his hoofs, sliding off
his haunches. The Indian, his
bronze muscles rippling, close-
hauled on the rope, making half
hitches round his bony wrist.

In a whirl of dust the roan drew
closer to the gray, and Silvermare
began a mad racc around the cor-
ral. The roan ran with him nose
to nose. When Silvermane saw he
could not shake him, he opened
his jaws, rolled back his lip in an
ugly snarl, his white teeth glisten-
ing, and tried to bite. But the
Indian’s moccasined foot shot up
under the stallion’s ear and press-
ed him back. Then the roan hug-
ged Silvermance so close that half
the time the Navajo virtually rode
two horses. But for the rigidity of
his arms, and the play and sudden
tension of his leg muscles, the
Indian’s work would have ap-
peared commonplace, so dexter-
ous was he, so perfectly at home
in his dangerous scat. Suddenly
he whooped and August Naab
hauled back the gate, and the two
horses, neck and neck, thundered
out upon the level stretch.

Jack watched the horses plunge
at brecakneck speed down the
stretch, circle at the forest edge,
and come tearing back. Silvermane
was pulling the roan faster than
he had ever gone in his life, but
the dark Indian kept his graceful
seat. The speed slackened on the
second turn, and decreased as,
mile after mile, the imperturbable
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Indian held roan and gray side to
side and let them run.

The time passed, but Hare’s in-
terest in the breaking of the stal-
lion never flagged. He began to
understand the Indian, and to feel
what the restraint and drag must
be to the horse. Silvermane would
have killed himself in an hour;
he would have cut himself to
pieces in one headlong dash, but
that steel arm suffered him only
to wear himsclf out. Latc that
aftcrnoon the Navajo led a drip-
ping, drooping, foam-lashed stal-
lion into the corral, tiecd him with
the halter, and left him.

Later Silvermane drank of the
water -poured into the corral
trough, and had not the strength
or spirit to resent_the Navajo’s
caressing hand on his mane.

Next morning the Indian rode
again into the corral on blind-
folded Charger. Again he dragged
Silvermane out on the level and
drove him up and down with re-
morseless, * machine-like persist-
ence. At noon he took him back,
tied him up, and roped him fast.
Silvermane tried to rear and kick,
but the saddle went on, strapped
with a flash of the dark-skinned
hands. Then again Silvermane
ran the level stretch beside the
giant roan, only he carried a sad-
dle now. At the first, he broke out
with frec wild stride as if to run
forever from undecr the hateful
thing. But as the afternoon waned
he crept weariedly back to the

corral.

®n the merning of the third
day the Navajo went into the cor-
ral without Charger, and roped
the gray, tied him fast, and sad-
dled him. Then he loosed the
lassoes cxcept the onc around Sil-
vermane’s neck, which he whipped
under his foreleg to draw him
down. Silvermane hcaved a groan
which plainly said he never
wanted to rise again. Swiltly the
Indian knelt on the stallion’s
head; his hands flashed; there was
a scream, a click of steel on bone;
and Silvermanc jumped to his fecet
with a bit between his teeth.

The Navajo, firmly in the sad-
dle, rose with him, and Silver-
mane leaped through the corral
gate, and out upon the stretch,
lengthening out with cvery stride,
and settling into a wild, despair-
ing burst of speed. The white
mane waved in the wind; the half-
naked Navajo swayed to the mo-
tion. Horse and rider disappcared
in the cedars. :

They were gone all day. To-
ward night thcy appeared on the
stretch. The Indian rode into
camp and, dismeunting, handed
the bridle rein to Naab. He spoke
no word; his dark impassiveness
invited no comment. Silvermane
was dust-covered and sweat-stained.

“Here, my lad,” said August
Naab, throwing the bridle rein
over Hare’s arm. “Take him and
know this