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ROARING HORSE

BY ERNEST HAYCOX

e 3 -,

“1 happen to know,” re- |

plied Woollridge. He was so

quietly positive about it that |

Dad Satterlee’s red cheecks
grew crimson.

*Of all the dumb fool things!
By Jupiter, if I don’t tear the
hide offen him! Three years

work gone up the spout, and |

he’s too doggone proud to ask |

me for a boost! Wait till I lay
a tongue on the young stiff-
back!”

Gay’s attention was at-
tracted elsewhere. “Who is
that enormous man coming
through the side gate?”

» All three judges looked; all
exchanged glances. “Ills name
88 Theodorik Perrine,” said
Woolfridge, voice

¢ “What a mountain he is,”
bresthed the girl. “What a
poeaitar walk!”

Theodorik Perrine marched
slowly into the field, and the
¢rowd, seeing that his course
took him directly in front of
Jim Chaffee, fixed :ts at-
tention upon the pair and
grew silent. Every soul in the
Roaring Horse country under-
stood the antagonism, bitter
and profound, that lay be-
tween the two. It had existed
since the first meeting years
ago, and through those years
the Roaring Horse country
had seen the breach widen,
had witnessed the tentative
crossing of wills, the duels
each staged at the rodeos, the
slow piling up of temper in
the men, auguring some tre-
mendous and terrific struggle
that one day must surely
come, It was ordained. Some-
body behind Gay whispered:
“Those boys are pointed t’'ords
each other again. Some day
there’ll be an almighty big
explosion. It can't last much
longer like this.” Gay, un-
ecomsciously doubling  her
small fists, leaned forward
and studied Jim Chaffee's
fine lean face.

Chaffee had his back to the
approaching Perrine, Yel he
caught the silence coming
over the crowd and he felt
Perrine’s presence. He took a
final draw on the cigaret and
tipped his head to the distant
horizon, The cigaret veered
through the air and Jim, all
muscles seeming slack, turned
casually about, thumbs hook-
ing into his belt.

The man behind Gay drew
a deep breath, exclaiming:
“Look how slow and easy he
'does it. Those fellows don’t

make any quick motions when |

they meet. By the Lord, Jim
Chaffee’'s a sight to watch.
Now hnld on to yoursell.”
Thaddorik Perrine advanced,
bootd sliding across the soft
earth with that particularly
sinuous motion so much a
part of him. His knees buckled

changing. |

with each step as if the |

weight of his body pressed
him down, and his hands
Araveling back and forth were
turned so that the palms
brushed thigh and thigh at
every swing. Theodorik Per-
tine was a Tennessean, of that
class of mountain folk who
trace their ancestors back
without a break or flaw to the
England of the Thirteenth
Century. Yet from the hairy
reaches of his mighty neck to

the crown of his head his |
skin was burned to a brown |

that suggested some darker
plood; and Theodorik Perrine’s

features were all bold and ;

rounding and supported by
massive bones that seemed too
thigis to be broken. His Stet-
som was lowered, with a
braMgd rawhide passing from

with a wild record behind
him,

Jim Chaffee's lids drooped
and his lips pinched in until
they made a thin line beneath
the swooping nose. And he
waited while the lumbering
giant came to a stand five
yards away. Seldom did either
man come closer of his own

iy Y

will, Perrine poked a thumb |

against the hrim of his hat
and shot it upward, clearing
his face. He didn't immediate-
ly speak; first he took a leis-
ured chew of tobacco and
ground it solidly between his
teeth, collecting one by one
the exact words he wanted tc
use, In the.end they came out
of him, freighted with a world
of cold helligerence.

“Got to buck again’ you this
year, uh?”

“I reckon, Perrine.”

Silence. The summoning up
of mere words. The same
mutter and rumble, the same
dead and stony look. “I'm
takin' first this year, Chaffee.,”

“Maybe.”

“To hell with yore mebbe,”
sald Theodorik Perrine, boost-

ing the words truculently
across the interval.
“I'm repeatin’ the same

word,” drawled Chaffee.

“I'd go a thousand miles to
lick yuh."

“I wouldn't go that far,
speakin' for myself,” said
Chaffee.

“Yore trail runs too close to
mine. Some day they’ll cross.
Ever think of that, Chaffee?"

“It's marked on the calen-
dar,” said Chatfee solemnly.

All activity seemed to have
halted around the arena, the
crowd was quite still, and even
the three judges tarried a
moment, For this was a scene
that engrossed Roaring Horse,
that gripped every man’s
imagination. One spark flash-
ing along the bright cold
morning's air and touching
the explosives. Perrine’s tower-
ing shoulders squared and his
chest rose. His slate-colored
eyes cleared for a moment, and
Jim Chaffee saw the volcanic
fire flickering far down. Then
Theodorik Perrine moved and
walked on across the arena,
circling and placing behind
the man he both hated and
respected more profoundly
than any other.

Gay Thatcher's fists ached
with the pressure she had un-
knowingly put on them. Her
throat hurt. She heard the
man behind release a long
held breath and at the same
moment speak in a high-
pitched accent. “Not this time.
But blamed soon. This can't
go on much longer. Chaffee's
lightin’ a cigaret, and I'll bet
his fingers ain't shakin’. I'd
give a million dollars for his
nerves.” Gay leaned forward,
looking to Dad Satterlee.
“What is it—why is it?"”

Satter'ee gathered his reirs.
“Two kinds of men—poison to
each other, ma'am. Both at
the top o' the heap. And in
such case they ain’t room for
but one. Come on, boys. Time
for the ball to roll.”

A rider was up, high against
the sun. Before the girl could
adjust herself Satterlee's gun
cracked and the ride was over.
Action swirled out there in
the bright oval. Another
puncher was up and then
down in the dust while hoofs
flailed across his body. Pickup
men streamel away, new
buckers came in. Conversation

| boiled arcund her as she sat

it umler his chin; and his |
eyes were a dull, slate-colored |

pair of windows that clouded
up and concealed the fires
purning within the recesses
of his vast being. Yet the plain
physical impact of his glance
was like a blow. A brooding,
sullen, and unfathomable man

forward, chin cupped in one
hand, still watching Jim Chaf-
fee. Presently her attention
was recalled by the mention
of Perrine's name, and she
saw the man's vast frame
settling into a saddle. The
judges were spreading out,
each to command a different
view of that ride; the horse
surged away, breaking in two,

it seemed to her. Yet, above |

the pounding and the spurts
of dust and
thrusts of the brute, Perrine
sat like a rock, heels roving
fore and aft, one arm free,
voice sounding over the firld
and striking away back in the
stands. Nothing, it appeared
to Gay, could ever move that
giant. Partisan spirit tcok
hold of her and she wondered
how Jim Chaffee would fare.
The man behind was volun-
teering more information.

“Chaffee up on Lovey-
Dovey. There’s a tough one.
Perrine made a nice ride.
Always does. Jim'’s got to show
well on that double-jointed
brute. Now watch the differ-
ence in style. Perrine bears
down, Jim does it fancy.”

Gay thought Chaffee looked

directly at her, but the sun |

was in her eyes and she
couldn't be sure. He threw
away his cigaret, long arm
rippling outward, and tusned
toward Lovey-Dovey. From
that moment onward Gay
saw nor heard anything
around her, Chaifee's rangy
body was beside the horse,
and his hands were roving
along the cinches. Lovey-
Dovey struck with venom and
danced away, dragging the
anchor horse a yard along the
arena. The rodeo hand bent,
saying something to Chaffee;
and Gay saw the latter look
up and shake his head., He
was unsmiling; and again he
touched th. cinches and
seemed to be soothing the
animal. A foot went cautiously
into the stirrup. He was up
in one lithe, graceful pull. He
was looking down at the
stirrups and settling his feet
into them; he had the reins
in his hand, free arm taking
up the slack and moving
sinuously here and there about
Loved-Dovey's head. Gay
gripped the stand railing,

| feeling the suspense of that
~ long interval. It seemed a long

while to her, yet in reality it
was but a moment; then Jim
Chaffee’s arm was far above
him and Lovey-Dovey had
reared on its hind feet and
launched the fight. There-
after her eyes were filled with
a piece of weaving, raw beauty.
Man and horse were one. Jim
Chaffee sat securely, yet
swaying to each immeasure-
ably violent jolt. Silver flashed
in the sun, the brown dust
came jetting up. She saw
Chaffee far over, she saw the
horse curling, and then she
thought the man was gone. It
was a trick of eyes burdened
with those swift and continu-
ous flashes of action; Chaflee
was yet riding, matching
rhythm with rhythm, still
touching neck and flank with
his spurs. Lovey-Dovey’s fcur
hoofs were off the ground and
Chaffee was on a lonely seat
above the wings of the dust.
Gay caught that picture and
never thereafter forgot it—
Jim Chaffee with his long
arm above him, black hair
gleaming, rein arm crooked
rigidly and his lean face look-
ing down between the cars of
Lovey-Dovey with the ex-
pression of a man whose whole
will was thrown out to battle.

“Why don’t they fire the
gun!”

She thought somebody else
said that. But she said it; nor
did she know that she was on
her feet, leaning far over the
rail. The gun broke the spell.
Pickup men streamed in and
liftel Lovey-Dovey's head.
Jim Chaffee slid neatly out
of his perch and across a
pickup man’'s horse to the
ground. Gay watched him
stride over the dirt, legs far
apart and body still weaving
a little from the fight. But
he was smiling The sharp,
almost severe lines of his face
were gone, giving him a reck-
less and exuberant air. He
passed through a side gate
without turning his head,
leaving Gay Thatchcr a little
less interested in the succeed-
ing rides. Already another
man was up. The talkative in-
dividual behind her offered
somebody a bet

“It'll be the same as last
year. Perrine and Chaffee
battling it out this afterncon
for the money. Don’t he put on
a pretty show?”

the dynamic |

Shortly pefore noon the gire
slipped away and went bacl
to the hotel. As she turned in
she happened to glance on
down the street and saw Jim
«Chaffee staring up at a build-
ing wall. She wondered what
drew his interest. There was
nothing on the wall but &
sign: “Roaring Horse Irriga-
tion and Reclamation Corpor-
ation.”

Directly after dinner Mack
Moran ran into Jim Chafiee
with a message. “Dad Satter-
lee wants to see you now at
the Gusher, Where you been?”

“Investigatin’ that new-
fangled corporation,” said Jim
Chaffee, and let it ride at that
They walked down the street
and found Dad Satterlee on
the hotel steps, surrounded by
the other two judges and lesser
town dignitaries. Satterlee
broke away from the Conver-
sation to survey Chaffee with
a certain truculence, “You're
ridin’ Mixup and Fireball this
afternoon.”

“I'm obliged for the news,’
drawled Chaffee.

“Mebbe you wor't be later,”
grunted Satterlee. “We are
givin’ you these horses to spike
any gossip about favoritism.”
He grew redder and homelier.
“I hear you lost yore ranch.”

“Nothin spreads like bad
news.”

“yuh darn, skittle-minded
fool!” bellowed Satterlee.
“What did I tell you away back
in the beginnin’ about help?
Ain't I yore next door neigh-
bor?”

“Charity is a noble thing,”
replied Jim Chaffee.

“Who said anything aboul
charity?” roared Satterlee.
“There's some more of yore
doggone pride. You always was
a stiff-brimmed idiot. I take
this affair as plumb unfriendly
on your part, Jim. What's 8
neighbhor for? Roaring Horse
has got to a hell of a pass
when it abides by the rules of
seven per cent, mortgages. I'm
goin’ down to the bank and
settle that myself.”

“No. Too late. Somebody's
already assumed it.”

“Who?"

“Cralb wasn't in a position
to reveal the said person,”
said Jim.

Satterlee revolved the in-
formation angrily around his
mind. Once his eyes roamed
down the street toward the
sign of the Irrigation and Rec-
lamation Corporation; then
he directed his glance at
William Wells Woolfridge. The
latter was listening to all this
and offering no comment. He
met Satterlee’s unspoken
question with the same bland
and neutral countenance. The
owner of the Stirrup S moved
his shoulders as if irked by
an unseen pressure. *“This
used to be a white man’s land.
Looks like it’s changin’. Well,
Jim, you're comin’ back to my
outfit as peeler again. Don’t
consider that charity, do you?”

“I'd reckon not,” answered
Chaffee, smiling. “That’s hard
work."

Chaffee turned away with
Mack Moran. They traveled
leisurely and silently back
toward the arena and settled
down against a pile of baled
hay adjoining the corrals.
Cigaret smoke curled into the
bright crisp air. Mack Moran
was not wholy pleased.

“Mixup and Fireball. Two
loads of grief. Why don’t they
give Theodorik Perrine one o'
those monsters? Looks ’sif you
got to ride all the outlaws to
make a place. Mixup is bad
enough, but this fireball brute
is unhealthy distinct. I'd
ruther steal a hundred dollars
than fork him to win it.”

“Who do you figger is behind
this irrigation corporation
doo-ratchet?” asked Chatfee,
idly scanning the azure sky.
Mack only grunted.

“It's peculiar,” went on
Chaffee. “I walked in to have
a look. They’s a fellow in
charge. But he ain’t the main
push. Why? He wears a white
collar, but they’s a hole in it.
I got a look av his shoes, and
they're run down at the heels.
He ain’t no capitalist. He's 2
dummy. I've got a feelin’.”

“What kind?”

(TO B) CONTINUED)

Nature Shows Her Magic.
John T. Farlis in "“Roaming the
Rockies.”

While it may be Impossible to
transfer to canvas g picture
spread cut from the rim, the visitor

wi
the picture without wearisome turn-
and twisting and travel to ma
. For from the plateau, w
above the sea, he can
take in at one sweep of the eye the
ful horseshoe canyon, which is

miles long and two miles
Not that one is sufficient.
inated by

Fascina most
_yisitors look and look and look

again. The hours of daylight do

not sulfice; night finds many on
the brink, peering off into the 1,000
feet down to the floor of the can-
yon.

For there is so much to see in
these formations of pink and white
sandstone. Yonder is the Temple
of Osiris. And see tha Sculptor's
Studio in Queen's Castle, and thaose
structures of fairyland—the Castle
of Oz, the Wizard of Oz, Dreamland
Castle! Monarchy and republic
stand side by side, for near the
Round Tower of Windsor Castle is
the Capitol of Washington, white
with a red, red cupola. See that
church tower. crowned bv six nar.

fect pinnacles! Yonder is the Tower
Bridge, for all the world like the
famous structure across the Thames.
And when the visitor is asked to
pick out the Wall of Windows, he
finds no trouble in doing so. In
fact, the formations are so aptly
named that it is difficult not to
allee things that stand out so clear-
o JRE e

Every hour of the day is a cholce
time to look into the wonders of
Bryce. But the best moments are
at sunset and sunrise. When the

setting sun touches the coloring the
far formations seam ta ha alive: al

every instant they change, taking
on new forms of beauty. :

Through gaps in the wighty bui-
tresses, great windows in lofty walls,
loopholes in fortresses, tunnels
through jeweled ridges, come visions
of glory t surpass all dreams.

Too Good.
From Tit-Bits,

Business man (to barber): Your
confounded hair-restorer has made
my hair come off more than ever!

Barber: Ah, you must have put
too much on, sir! Made the hair
come right out instead of only half
way.

URGE UTILITY
ON FARM ISSUE

Dakotans _i:.a:lch Cam-

paign to Join Forces on
Agricultural Program

BY FRANK I. WELLER,
Associated Press Farm Editor,
Washington — —Rumblings

of discontent with certain phases
of the nation's farm relief program
have become more distinct.

In the wake of farm belt political
realignments in the November elec-
tions, 300 North Dakota republican
leaders have launched a campaign
to pull the party’s warring factions
tozether on a militant agricultural
program.

They plan to unile as “progres-
sive” republicans the old independe
ent voters' assocliation and the non-
partisan league, formed in 1916 as
a result of dissatisfaction with
both the independent and regular
wings eof the party.

The plan reflects, says Lynn J.
Frazier, non-partisan league sena-
tor from North Dakota, a growing
sentiment in the wheat belt against
tfe present method of handling the
wheat surplus.

Farmers, he says, believe. the
farm board should rescind its in-
tention of scliing sltabilization cor-
poration holdings when ths price
reaches that at which they were
acquired, and declare against liquid-
ation until the entire wheat surplus
has been removed.

Farmers fear, he coniinues, that
the grain trade will not buy wheat
in sufficient quantity to enhance
the price =o long as it knows stabil-
ization grain will come on the mar-
ket as soon as values advance and
perhaps jeojardize their positions.

The platform of the *“progres=
sives” is national in character and,
it is suggested, may influence farm
thought in neghborinz states.

It approves the farm board but
recommends the application of Mc-
Nary-Haugen principles in surplus
control—namely to get the surplua
off the market either by getting it
out of the country or indefinitely
into storage.

It proposes that the $57,000,000
profits cl the government’s war
time wheat board, plus acerued in-
terest, be used to provide long-time
storage facilities under direction of
the farm board, and it attacks the
Smoot-Hawley tariff act as unfair
to agriculture,

-—

Drought Cuts Danger
Of Springtime Floods

Washington — (UP) — Last sums-
mer’'s drought, which proved so dis=
astrous to farmers, will provide
some compensation in the form of
fewer flcods in the larger rivers dur-
ing 1931, according to M. W. Hayes,
chief of the river and flood division
of the U, S. Weather Bureau.

The outlcok for floods this spring
is less than it has been for many
years. Subsoll moisture has been
depleted by the drought and this
supply must be replenished by a
vast amount of water soaking into
the ground before there will be
enough water in the large rivers to
cause floods.

The Mississippl river has a lower
water supply now than it has had
since 1925. In 192§, after the dry
season of 1925 there were no floods
of consequerce aleng the Mississippl

el ellaadian:
“WHAT'S IN A NAME?”
TI"atigue, they say, is a disease

Which greatly cramps our style,

And lciIiJrS from off our path through
e
Full many a pleasant mile,

We soffer from its cnslaughts whon
We seek to mend our score:

We writhe within its elutches when
Too long o'er tasks we pore.

These facts we've always known, of
course,
But hera is something new:
That tired feeling, in disguise—
I pass it on to you.

When in cur stomachs, cold mince
pie,
Home brew and cheese intrigue
We suffer then, so say the ads,
“Intestinal fatigue.”
—Sam Paga2.

———————

LONDON RAPS FRENCH PLAYS
Following the presentation of
Cheri,” an adaptation of a pre-war

Parisian novel by Colette, London
theatergoers are protesting against
the production of certain French
plays. The objections are strongest
against sordid works which are sup-
posed to show “life as it is,” but
really are only unpleasant perver=
sions that evoke repulsion in the
English mind. Plays or books which
do not lend themselves to transla-
tion also are scored. One London
dramatic critic declares that dia-
logs such as “You Are an Ass,”
with the answer. “That's My Pro-
fession,” as given in “Cheri,” may
be wit, but it is not worth going to
a theater to hear. “Cheri,” tells
of the mutual attraction of a youth
and a woman old enough to be his
mother, with a sordid background
of old women who cackle of thelr
triumphs in the past.

i e N —

He Cured 'Em,
“I hear that Dr. Cheaftem isn't
going to take any more vacations”
“No. After he got back from his
vacation this summer almost all
his patients were well”

— i

SNAKE SKIN TRADE BOOSTED

Taking advantage of the demand
in America for snake and alligator
skins for women's shoes, purses and
other articles, Venezuela is boost-
ing its possibilities in that direc-
tion. Certain portion of the Orinoco

river and its tributaries are literally
crowded with alligators and croco-
diles, according to official word from
Caracas. While it is difficult to
travel through the terrain, and ma-
laria and other fevers infest these
regions, the skins can be produced

d= lassma ~Aanvantitiaa

CoLps CosT MONEY

It is estimated that -
asafferer fromec!ds .-
loses threa days’
time from work in
a year,

FORTIFY
YOURSELF
AGAINST
COLDS,
GRIPPE (#

Tone up
your Dod
wit

DR. PIERCE’S
GOLDEN MEDICAL
DISCOVERY

All Dealers. Liquid or Tablets.

" MEN WANTED

$£10 to $20 day, town, eclty or country. Yom

need simall ecapital, Bend 25¢ stamns, [
srnd you an item, and full instructions,
with which vou can get $15.00 capita) in
two hours work, It vou fail to met re-
sulta ns stated, return the Itemn and I
will return 26c and return postage, BSat-
lsfaction guarnnteed.

J. I, EWING

- o e Mgaltn, Ohie.

Box A, 107

Sunshine # 44
— Al Winter Long

AT the Foremost Desert Resort
of the West—marvelous climete — warm sunny
days—clear starlit nighis—dry invigorating
air — splendid roods — gorgeous mountain
scenes— ®.aest hotels—tha ideal winter home

Writo Creo & Challoy

PALM SPRINGS

California

- — ————
Delay in Barking Check
Costly to Cartoonist

In these days when every one is

talking about the dearth of presper-
ity In this country, there is food for
thought in the story of the cartoon-
ist who received a three-figure check,
but was 8o bhusy reading n book at
the time that he forgot all about it
and left it belween the pages.

Some thmne Iater the artist married
a widow with a son, and the bey,
browsing through the books one day,
found the check, Not only did he fiml
it, but be deposited it Wt in the
meantinme (ke firm that had made out
the check had transferred its funds
elsewhere and the check came back
“No funds.”

Of courge the firm made the check
good but informed the artist that in-
asmuch as he hiad so muck money he
would, in future, have the price of
his work reduced 50 per cent.—Los

Angeles Times,

Stubborn
e Goughs

coughs
and colds wear down

your strength and ‘-j'
vitality. Boschee’s We
Syrup soothes instantiy— '\] .‘p

ends coughs quiclkly. Re-
Boschees®
O3CNEeeEs

lief GUARANTEED.

At all S
druggists YRUP
Bayberry Candles

In making bayberry candles the
ripe bherries are collectela'rom the
bush and boiled in pails " of water.
The wax rises to the top, is skimmed
off and heiled angzain, LRegzular eandle
wicks are cut the desired length, at.
tached to a rod dipped in warin wa-
ter and then dipped into the pail of
wax several times, Allow the wax
to harden hetween times, The wax
should be kept just warm enough teo

be in a lqguid state,

Poor Kind of “Candy”

Chewing torpedoes proved an un-
healthy pastime for Charles Doone,
age Nfty-seven, of Cherry Hill, Ak
George Doone, n son, found the tor-
pedo, of the Fourth of July variety.
While walking home with his father
he gave it to him, but the Intter hit
into it, thinking it was candy. The
next thing he knew he was on the
operaling table having a surgeon
sew up a hole in his face.

-

How One Woman
Lost 20 Lbs. of Fat

Lost Her Double Chin
Lost Her Prominent Hips
Lost Her Sluggishness
Gained Physical Vigor

Gained in Vivaciousness
Gained a Shapely Figure

If you're fat—iirst remove the

cause!

Taks one hall teaspoonful of KRU-
SCOHIEEN SALTS in & glasy of hot wa-
ter before breakfast every morning—
cut out pastry and fatty meats—go
light on potatoes, butter, ¢ream and
gigar—in 3 weeks get on the scalea

and note how many pounds of fat
have wvanished.

Notles also that you have gained
in energy—your skin is clearer—your
eyes sparkle with glorious health—
you feel younger in hody—keener In
mind, KRUSCHEN will give any fat
person a joyous surprise,

Get an 85¢ hott!le of KRUSCHEN
SALTS (lasts 4 weeks), If even this
first bottle doesn't convince you this

Is the easiest, safest and surest way

to lose fat—If you don't feel a su-
perh Improvement in health—so
gloriously energetic—vigorously alive

—your woney gladly returned,

Mrs. Mame Carey of Buffalo, N.
Y., writes—"“Since T began taking
Kruschen Salts I have lost 20 pounds
and [ feel as If T had lost 50 pounds
—1 feel 80 good and the bhest part
of it all is that I eat anything I
like."—Adv,




