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In 1871 a few buffalo hunters, among them a ceptain;

Captain Stone, pitched their camp on a little knoll in Kanm|

just north of the Indian Termritory line. South and west of the|

rise flowed Fall creek; on the east the waters of Big Casino

creek ran their endless course and invited the yoaming herds

of buffalo and other wild game in which the region abounded.

The captain was a far-secing man. He noted the abun-

dance of spring water, the succulence of the prairie grass and

the not unimportant factor of the place’s nearness to the bor-

der of a land from which the government, in accordance with

its treaties with the Indians, had excluded the white man from|

settling, When other buffalo hunters joined them, Stone

thought he saw the possibility of a new “Princess of the

Prairie,”" ns Witchita then called itself; so he took the first step

in colonization and established a small store, carrying such

supplies as the hunters required, including, the records state,
Tirel of whisky.

i« the population increased, Cox and Emerson put in a

Wi hu:ng store and a man named Dixie installed a genu-

[ on, with bar, foot-rail ond all accessories. The prairies,

ir luxuriant growth of blue stem and buffalo grass, be-

diotted with small cattle and horse ranches; the big

cait 't ards on their way to Ogallala, Neb,, then a big ship-
ping puint on the Union Pacific, nloppcd in the little town for
. wipplies,

Giilad the news traveled fast. Soon hundreds were drifting
ﬂll farteherest southwest of the plain scttlements;
= and two other men, Dagner and Smith, laid

- Y
> v 13 Caldwell had attained a population of 2000.
s f!..q. shison, Topeka, & Santa Fe ran its trocks down
eitiniion, forging an iron link between Caldwell and
whitss and making its bid fqr the big herds that thundered
up the Chisholm Trail. The buffalo camp had flowered into o

aw lown-—and one of the wigkedist cow towns in history.

‘¢ big boom that started with the coming of the railrond
found Gordon W. Lillie waiting on table in one of Caldwell's
busy restaurants and longing T&y}r something that would more
nearly satisfy a normal youth's desire for adventure and the
opportunity to moke o fortune,

As he saw it. the main requirement for the latter was a
working capital, whereas' Gordon Lillie and capital were not
yet nequainted,  As far back as he could remember, Newton
Lillie, his father, had had about all he could do to make ends
meét. Gordon was 19, and the oldest of the children. Then
came Albert, Effie May, Lena and Gordon's foster sister, Lucy
Conant.

Newton Lillie had been a flour miller in Bloam:ngton, 1.
Two years before, ealamity had descended an the family when
fire had destroyed the mill, and the Lillies now lived near
Wellington, Kas., about 25 miles from Caldwell, where the
father still patiently tried to cke out a living from another
flour mill, but counted more hopefully on the productivity of
the farm land that he had pre-empted,

Gardon Lillie stood in the doorway of the icataurant, his
gaze roving jdly over one of the strangest medleya of humun—[
ity a man had ever looked uvpon. It was Saturday alternoon
in Caldwell. Bronzed, chap-clad cowboys from nenrbyl
ranges, or stopping en route from their fatiguing herd riding,
rubbed elbows with roughly dressed railroad laboiers, for Ihe|
Santa Fe extension wis not yet finished and Caldwell was the |
haven of thirsty souls who worked along the right of way.
Here, were cattle thieves, horse thieves, Indians, desperadoes;
women, some with children and others with hard eyes and
painted cheeks and a ready smile for each passing male; men
making sidewalk speeches on the coming greatness of Cald-
well, urging their listeners to buy while the boom was yet
yYoung.

A clatter of hoofs and an enveloping cloud of dust moved
down the street, Three men dismounted in front of the res-
The tallest of the three, a man with a shaggy black
Leard, eyed the youth with cold appraisal and waited. Lillie
did not appear to notice him. He tugged ot his lip and wag
lost in contemplation of the pangrama of wild border life be-
fore him.

A harsh voice broke in on his thoughts. “*We're hungry.
Are you gonna stand there and go to sleep or invite us in-
side?™

Lillie straightened up with a start,
thing in apology, then led the way into the dining room and
endicated a table for the trio. Glibly he recited the bill of fare. |

The bearded man listened impatiently and then gave his
order. 'And get a move on.'” he added surlily. '

The youth glanced at him sharply, noted the heavy, brutal |
features, the deep-set, slitted gray eyes, and said nothing. Hel
went nbout the business of setting food hefore them and :e-|
tired to the kitchen. Another waiter was out there, eating his|
own supper ahend of the evening rush. "I've got a crab out
there,"” Gordon Lillie told him.

The waiter squinted out into the dinihg
That's Tom Benton. He's ornery.”

Presently a loud command in Benton's surly tones called
Lillie forth. The man was pounding on the table with his fist.
“What kind of beef do you call Ihu? This steak’s so dl:ntmdi
tough vou could sole boots with it

The color deepened in Gordon Lillie's ruddy cheeks mdl
resentment Hamed within him. He made no answer but started |
I» remove the offending meat. Benton's heavy stare never
left the youth's fuce. 'l said the steak was tough,” he repeat-
ed. "I'm waitin’ to hear you admit it."”

A calm vojee drifted in from the doorway.
nn_\-'ﬂlinu or n'ny'l)ud}' came oo lnngh for you,
tan }\‘}ll[‘g i\lful‘ld ﬂl’ld mct ‘hc ‘\1“".“"“ l)l\"_? eyea l][ i l)[l,q‘ld'
shouldered, fair-hnired cow: puncher who had entered at that
moment with half a dozen companions,

The bearded one glared. "l don’t remember issuing any in-
vitation for you to horn in on the conversation, Joe Craig.”

Joe Craig grinned. "'l declare to goodness | clean forgot
my manners, Tom: | always was disappointing to my folks
that way., They never could countswon me to uphold the fam-

He murmured some-

“Him?

room.

“I didn’t know

Henton.” Ben-

a job riding for Titus Moore, not wanting to embarrass the

family for the rest of their lives."”

“That was being right considerate of the family’s f:clmga. :Slrtrl a gun bmkcd It wag [ollowed by the sound of running
Benton snapped. feet and a few of the diners rushed to the daor to look.

“Ain't it the truth? Although my interruption in this pm-’ Someone came in presentiy to announce that the town
ticular case might be excused on the grounds that | had a per- | manhal had been shot. Craig looked up with an expression
sonal interest in the discussion. Didn't | just hear you say |of mild interest. ““That so? Wha is the town marshal now?
lhnt the steak was too tough to suit you? " | | can’t keep track of them."

*If there ain’t anything the matter with your ears you did.” | “Not is—was,”" corrected his informant.
“Well, now, that's downright strange. You see, all the beet I‘mtunc I ]
that's setved in this place happens to be Bar K beef. Besides, | “Now ain't that too bad?” sympathized Craig. “With a
I don't hear your two friends complain.™ name like that you'd sort of expect better things was in store
“Maybe I'm a little more finicky than my friends,"" Benton | for him. Whao shot him?"*
said sarcastically. 'l always was hard to please. As for it “Brad Becker. Brad and him got in an argument over the
being Bar K beef, maybe that's the renson it didn't suit me. | nome of an author. They were both lit. Becker claimed 'the
-rhe[g s a lot of thmg; about the Bar K | can’t get wild nbﬂui | book was wrate by Shakespeare and Fortune said it was wrote

"Including me.'" Craig supplied cheerfully. "Still, you're by o man named Bunyan. They were too literary for me.
the last man in the world I'd expect to find prejudiced against “Ain't it the truth?” Joe Craig wagged his head sorrow-
Bar K steers. Matter of fact, | sort of thought you entertained | fully. "Did they say what book it was they were arguing about?”
a pretty high regard for them.” The smile had left Craig's | “Yes, they did. It was Paradise Lost or something like
face and the humorous twinkle in his eyes had been replaced | that . . . What in hell are you laughing at?"
by a cold stare. | Iur o moment Craig wos speechless with mirth, A few

Benton glared back for an instant, then, with fists swing- | of his Luuu)i:lmuna smiled  but ul]mra exchanged bewildered
ing, hr. ran at Craig. The latter deftly sidestepped the bigger | looks.  ““That,'" said Craig finally, “'is what ¢omes of pursuing
man's rush and rocked him with a solid smash to the head. As | | the higher learning too far. Where's Becker now?'"

Benton reeled back, cursing, his right hand made a quick, | “"He headed for the border. But he'll be back. Fortune
stealthy move toward his left breast, but Craig's own gun was | wasn't killed in the line of duty and Becker wasn't resistin’ ar-
whipped out in a flash and leveled from the hip. Benton's urms | rest or anything. They got in an argument, cpled each other
fell to his nides. a liar and got mad, Fortune drawed um’l Brad waus quicker.
"Some day," you're going to make me | You can’t convict a man for that.”

“Name was Sam

Craig said coolly, ™

* Harris In that

indlant Benton firad,

At the sound of the boy's “*Daddy! on's oyes wevered,

"Not in Caldwell, Craig turned Lo address the
other Bar K men. '

“"We'd nort o connted on 1I,”

real mad and I'm likely to forget myself. You can leave now, | anyway."

Me und the ]10}’! are niming lo eat and we don’t want our ap-t You lju}'u going up to ]\-'hn.;'a |)L‘Il.‘l?:'“

petites spoiled nane by the presence of complaining dyspep- one of them snid,

he added,

dowed an angry red beneath their fringe

a bit o my
in any literary arguments
gillery. 1 like enthusinsm but

stuying here o talk
petbing

"Go nhead, then. I'm
friend Bill Lillie. Don't go
and don't shoot up the musicinng

tics. And don't forget to pay your reckoning,”

Benton's cheeks 5
of beard. "Anybody," “can act like o resl bod
man when he has six more behind him to back him up.”

ttered, AT
he mutterec it has its limits

ot hin table, smoking a cigar, until the last of
Then, [ollowed by Lillie, he walked
Caldwell, It
To the west the sunset traced an orange glow
A bird ealled. Off to the south there sound-
ed the mournful cry of a cayote,

“Tom Evans.” Craig sid to Lillie, **

f.-}p.lui__r for the day when Oklnhomn would be npl‘um-i for set

l'lt‘ Illll;"rr-i
the supper crowd had left.
any |

“You know enough about my daily routine 1o know when
to catch me alone. I'd be real glad to
time. Matter of [act, there's ﬂmhmg o prevent you and me
from going up the street right now and pursuing the debnte
to a satisfactory conelusion.’

accommocnte you o th" (I(Jll: \T'!]f‘lf‘ Ih" ’['jlr!l Il-ir‘.\l!" ol an

rnrilr|)' dark now.
agninst the horizon,
[orth

He waited for an answer to his invitation. None was

coming.

was telling me you wan

“Another thing,” he flung at Benton as the latier, with his) flement.- Bill, you've been listening to bad sdvice. [ people
twa followers, strode towird the door, “when | wld you the! want ta settle somewhere why don't they fill up western Kan-
Bak K way getting tired of seeing you nround | was kind of s first?  That's Indion conntry down below the line. Also it's

]'nj.'im: party calls ot night when no!

careless in my wording.
i't‘_‘ tl]l’n(‘d h:‘l IJ.l‘.l'. i]'hiaf'lnl".'

one's looking waus barred, too.”
ly nnd sat down.

“"Me, now.”" he was saying lilteen minutes Inter as he basily
plied knife and fork, “I'd suy this was real good beel. Still,
I'm not so hard to |J]t we at Tam Benton. ih“ " he addressed

W country,
why let ‘em graze. Me, now, I'm a
to work for Titus Moore? The

wie af their lands for grazing
cowman. Why don't you
Bar K will be glad to have

“I'm obliged aid Lillie, “for the Right now 1've
I'm trying to Iand u tenchet's job in the Indian

COme
you,'
oifer,
pol other ideas

Lillie, * ‘you take i)} advice and keep a supply of poison hindy school at Pawnee, | wught country school for a while buck in
to season Benton's food with.” inois,™

Lillie smiled.  “'I'll take it under advitement. It wis renl Craiv was wotching two. ligures moving townrd them
nice of you to get him off my back. throwgh the twilight. The taller ligure was that ol & man ‘!lumt’_

slender and tall There was about him, i the ot

clothing.

IHe wore p Trock cont, o
smiller of b
for thin black sideburng that des

“You don’t know what a pleasure it was. | fired Benton | 353,
from the Bar K for two reasons. He was o bully, and | wa
satisfied he was withholding valuable informntion ws 1o the
whereabouts of some Bar K cows that was lost, strayed or
stole. Some more of our stock was run off the range aboul a
month ago and | guess | kind of hinted that
more or less suspected.”

One of Craig's companions snarted.
hear you when you're real plan spoken.”

un air of elegance

walt hat, wnd
emooth-shaven,
ended nearly to his jaw

i hl. 1.-|iu. 11'.‘!["#:[;1“' movement,
raund-crawned Ir|\\'r[
im than Craig's. e way

to him he wa The boy with him must have been 12 or thereabouls. He
wiss dark like the other and had the same black eyes. Fis hat,
which he carried in his hand,
rutfle his wnvy hair,
‘-lli{;lt Iu ure was set ofl with a'dark blue velvet ].n..]n.t_'t I a-ul.t_m.d

in front by means of braid loops.

"Hinted! I'd like to permitting
was a small replica of the man's and his |
ath

the

Craig turned once more to his supper. A frown had g
ered between his sandy eyebrows. Somewhere down

wins |

| the Bar K men before he could follow up the opening. When

and il the nuble red men are willing to permit the |

of his|
! the hand |lr-|<||u-_; his mix-shooter uud pu:npcd bullets in
except|

| loud *

the cool m.r;r- iull

A pitying smile played about Gerdaon Lillie's lips. "Papr
kid,” he said softly. The sight of Anthony Harrison never fail~
ed to evoke his sympathy. possibly because of the impression
of loneliness the boy always gave him.

The Harrisons were talking, the man smiling and ahnhag
his head at something, the boy serious-faged. When they drew
within earshot the man stopped his laughter and fell silent —
Gordon Lillie spoke to him. “Evening,” he said courtcously,
and Harrison, staring strpight shead, made nd reply but nodded
shortly and went on.

Lillie plucked at his lip. He was not surprised or hurt nt:
the rebuff. He had leamned enough about Jeff Harrison in the
ghort time they both had beep in Caldwell to know something

of the man's strange ways. A tacliturn man, curt, grave, un-
bending only when he was with his boy. Father and son had
come to Caldwell & while back and were living alope in o little
cabin on the town's edge.  Jeff Harrison spent every evening of
the week. save two, gambling. It wns rumored that he gave
those evenings to his boy, and sometimes the two were to he
geen strolling along the broad main street but more often a light
burned in their cabin and their silhouettes could be seen bund-
ing over a rude table ngainst the lamplight.

Joe Craig threw away his cigar and gazed at the backs pof
the departing Harrisons. “Bill,"" he said after a minute, “that's
a mighty handsome little boy." 51

“Takes after his father, | can't help feeling sorry, some=
how, for Tony Harmison. No mother, and a gambler for a
father. Lonstmu, I don’t know anything else Jeff Harmou =
does for a living,'”

**Any little boy without a mother,"
of takes hold of my sympathies."

"The boy,"" Gordon Lillie continued, "has to sit around all
alone at night and wait for hin daddy tc come homn Some
evenings he goes with him and waits outside.” a

"Don't he ever go ingide?" E
“His daddy won't permit it. Jeff Harrison's a gambler, blt
he nin't a common one. Another thing, I've never seen hlm !
spenk to a woman since he's been in Caldwell. The boy don't,!
either, Therg's a jumor going around that ]eff Harrison hus
brought him up to have nothing to do with them." !
“Naow that's kind of queer,” pronounced Joe Craig.

He departed a few minutes later, ""Think VIl be traveling
up to Mag Wood's pluce, Huve to keep an eye on the boys,
They can stand just so much liquor and then they fesl an ire
resiatible desire to shoot things up, 1t's just plain animal spirita |
with them, but | don't approve uf it mysalf—not when I'm re<
sponsible for them to the colonel,”

Mag Wood's place was one of the most pretentious build-
ings in Caldwell und!'Mug herself was a remarkable woman:
She had reputedly made a fortune with her big dance hally
just across the Arkansns river from Witchitn, and when the’
boom hit Caldwell she moved down to the néw town to lure
the freely squandered dollars of the free nnd easy souls wHu'
came there for their periodical flings.

For Caldwell was raw nnd wide open, Its trigger finger
perpetunlly trembled.  There was little law enforcement in
the town; men guarreled nnd killed in Caldwell nnd walked on
nbout their business, or rode south four miles and crosied the
border of No Man's Land.,  Over night, al t, it had |
a haven for the worst element along the frontier, and Mg
Woods' dance hall, nicknamed the Red Light, because of the
bright red lump that hung over the door, became the hangout
of some of the toughest.

Mag herself was not without ‘o sense of humor, Evidence
of it was found in the sheet iron and boiler plate [ortification
she had reared around her musicians. The mortality among
dance hall music mnkers, especially in the Red Light, was high,
and only the hardiest spirits dared risk the flying bullets that
were a nightly. aceompaniment to the festivities.

Jeff Hurrison was standing at the bar, drinking quictly,
when Joe Craig entered. The handsome gambler's gaze swept
aver him as he came in, then turned back to the bar, Craig
maonaged to range alongside. Every time the door opened, he
noticed, Farrison turned to scrutinize the newecomer.

“Apparently laokin' for someone,” Craig said to himselr,
Acting on a sudden impulse, he spoke quietly in the gambler's
enr. 'I'd consider it an honer if you'd have a little drink with

"

mao.

remarked Craig, ":‘q_':';'t

Jeff Harrison turned his searching brown eyes on the
blond cowboy and hesitnted half o minute belore nnswering.
Then, with o slight smile that seemed to heighten rather than
lessen his gravity, he accepted, "'I'd be glad to,”" he said quietly.

To his great annoyance; Craig was called awny by two of

he started back, he saw Horiison do s surprising thing; one
of the dance hall girls who had been casting ardent glances at
the slender, elegant figure, sidled up to the gambler and seized
his arm.

“Prohably asking him to buy a drink,” Craig was thinking.

But Harrivon, after a casunl glance at her, deliberately
turned his buek and went out, his face an expressionless mask.
The girl stared after him in  tstonishment and anger, then
shrugged and walked away. When Craig noticed her next she
wins m-lkm:: love to o little ‘Juw-lr:l:;.;cd bintam rooster of a
-'nwlluy. .
"l just passed Jeff Harrison,” he
| ex-

Gordon Lillie came in.
told Craig. “'IHe was hended for the Big Buffalo saloon.
pect he will be playing poker the rest of the evening,”

Craig puthed back hin big hat and scratched his head.
“Now that man Harrison sort of chptures my interest; He's a
gentleman, whatever he is, I'll be derned if | don't like him."

Ihe bantmn rooster of a cowboy was balancing his new-
found lady friend on one knee while on the! other he rested
the
Hoor. Magz Woods hemsell bore down on him, but befare she
teould round up the eelebrant he had Hung his arm op with a
‘Whoopee!” and fired in the sir. The bullet rang against
the iron plate protecting the musicions. The music stopped
suddenly and the fiddler stuck his head out and lookad wrath-
nny (ln\‘\rn

“If you- .III don't qu:l thut damn foolishness down there,™
| he threatened, “you ain't gonna have no orchestry. I'm havin’

(Continued ou puge €.)




