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MOUNTAIN MAN

By HAROLD CHANNING WIRE

CHAPTER XVII—Continued

— L
Irene unlocked the turtle-back and |
Breck looked in Folding chairs,
folding tables, folding bed lay |
there. He drew them out, uncover- |
ing of fruit. a tin of |
wafers, three bon voyage baskets of

candy
“Irene,"” he asked,
you have plenty of real food?"”
“Oh yes! Heaps!™
“How much flour,
con
“No flour I brought crackers.
You know, Gordon, I never eat rice
And bacon just a minute. I
had Toby buy everything."” She
turned to the chauffeur. ‘“Toby, how

s

boxes fresh

‘‘are you sure

rice and ba-

much bacon?”
“Six half pound packages, I
think."

Breck grinned. ‘““No flour, no rice,
three pounds of bacon.” He waved
toward the house “You rest in
there—all of you. I'll do the pack-
ing.”

“And I'll watch!” Irene asserted
with suspicion. ““I know what you're
going to do. I've got the cutest lit-
tle mattress with springs that
squash down. I must take it. And
1 suppose you would throw out an
evening dress.”

‘“You didn’t bring one!" |

“Of course. Won't we dance?” |

““Yes,” Breck promised, thinking |
of Temple's rodeo, “‘we'll dance. But
the only evening gown you'll need is
the one you sleep in!"

When the others had gone into the
house, he and Divine sorted what lit-
tle of the equipment there was that
could be used.

“I've seen some right pretty camp
junk,”” the packer observed, stand-
ing among the sets of furniture
painted red and blue, with striped
covers to match, “but this is plumb
grand!"

They selected about one-fourth the
car's contents and made up kyacks
for three mules. Immediately Breck
lashed on the bedding and drew
cinches tight, and so had it all cov-
ered before the family returned.
When they did come from the house
he hustled them into their saddles.

He put the Senator in the lead
and gave him a mule to tow. Then
Mrs. Sutherland with her maid next;
a middle-aged woman whose tight
lips showed disapproval of the whole
affair. Toby followed, surprising
Breck with a good knowledge of
horses. Irene chose her own place
next himself at the rear.

The start was made noisily, with
Dick Divine grinning from his door.
Breck turned and waved, at the
same time seeing they were not to
be alone on the upward trail. It was
plain that Art had waited deliber-
ately. Now he was getting his salt
train into line.

CHAPTER XVIII

Much could be read in this act,
but if Art had a definite purpose he
was in no hurry to show it. For
two hours Breck pushed his tourist
string up the wall, ascending in
short, hair-pin turns directly over
the pack camp. It was hot when
they started. Soon the Senator took
off his white coat and tried to sit
on it. A moment later he removed
his tie and hung it on the saddle
horn. He seemed inclined to dis-
pose of his shirt also when Mrs.
Sutherland spoke to him.

At the end of two hours they came
onto a shelf where the first long-
needle pine offered shade and a
spring trickled from the rock. Breck
called a halt, telling everyone to
get off and stretch their legs.

It was while they rested on the
shelf that Art Tillson came swinging
up the trail, driving eight mules and
leading two. He made a strong, rug-
ged picture. His mules, stalwart,
lean-legged fellows, bore the weight
of salt bags with no effort and
marched past in close formation,
furry ears flopping with each step.
Art himself rode with all the un-
conscious grace of a born horse-
man, with broad-shouldered body
rolling to the animal's gait, his
gloved right hand, holding the lead
rope, braced against his thigh.

From the moment he cleared the
bend of the trail his eyes were upon
Irene. He held them there until he
was almost abreast, then looked
away for a time but turned in his
saddle before passing out of sight
further on.

“Well!” Irene gasped:
that handsome beast?"

Breck scowled. “He’s a cowboy
with a herd of cattle here in the
mountains.”’

““Did he never see a woman be-
fore? Those eyes! Was he looking at
me or through me?”

“It's hard to tell,”” Breck an-
swered vaguely, preparing to move
on. "That boy is a character up
here. You won't see him again.”

“Won't I, though! My dear, when
a man looks like that, must I be
blind?"'

Breck paused in gathering up his
reins, ‘“Yes, Irene, you must.”

“What? Why Gordon! Is this an
official order—I mustn't want to see
him again?"

“Who is

| another

“Don't use any of your tricks on

| him, that's all. I can't explain now."

“But, my dear,"” Irene smiled,

| ““he’s such a fine animal!”™

Breck
into his
ranger|"

After starting the party upward
again, he rode in silence, deep with-
in his thoughts. At this moment he
would rather have been bringing a
load of dynamite into the moun
tains than Irene. She was ruthless.
He knew it was not beyond her to
take a curious interest in Art, play
him until that was satisfied, then
cut him.

Once more that afternoon she
turned their talk to him, asking,
“What will you bet that I don't see
my cowboy friend before night?"

“You won't,)”" Breck asserted.
‘“‘He'll be halfway over the roof by
the time we reach the summit.”

But woman's instinct was better
than man's reasoning. When they
came into Summit Meadow at dusk,

laughed but put sincerity
warning. “You mind the

a campfire was burning at the fur- |

ther end Tillson's mules grazed

nearby, and the cowboy sat cook-

ing his supper over the flames
Immediately Breck turned off to-

water

ward a stream of that

[
MY

' '§ o

Yes, he had changed. In one way,

at least, he had changed completely.

next morning, for stiff bodies were

hard to get on the move. He was

up at dawn and saw Art Tillson pull
| out at daybreak, but it was eight
| o'clock before his tourists could take
| the trail,

i Breck's train was late to start the
|
|

just the stirrup that needed no ad-
justing, then regained his saddle
“Thank you so much,"” Irene ca
ressed him. “'It does feel better."
She drew her horse's head around.
““Mister Temple was very kind, of-
fering us lunch, but mother looks
so tired. Really, if she ever gets off
her beast she'll never get back on

And when we reach your station 1
| Breck fell in at the rear of the | don't believe 1 will move for a
string as usual, but Irene did not | month!"
resume her place with him In- So it was settled The Senator,

stead she took the lead, and meain-
tained that aloof distance through-
out the morning. He was bdth
amused and troubled; for it was al-
ways a danger signal when Irene
felt seclusive.

They came into Temple's cow-
camp at eleven o'clock, and the old
man, hobbling.from his cabin, heart.
ily invited them to get off and eat.

“Where is she?"’ Breck asked
Temple waved a hand backward.

Pretended to adjust the stirrup that needed no adjusting.

emerged from a snow marsh. He
saw Irene’s eyes smiling at him in
feminine triumph. Halting, he drew
packs from the mules at once, then
spread canvas covers on the pine
needles.

‘““Now all you folks rest,” he said.
‘Lie around and enjoy the sunset.
I'll have grub for you in a shake.”

“Enjoy the sunset,” the Senator
groaned. “My God! If you say
something about a feather mattress,
I'll listen.” He climbed stiffly from
his horse and slumped onto one of
the canvases.

Supper of steaks he had brought
from Divine's was a wordless af-
fair, and immediately afterwards
all save Irene vanished into their
tents. She insisted she was not tired.
Breck knew better and so left only
the coals of their fire. She would
have to follow the others when that
scant heat died and the cold night
wind sprang up.

They two sat cross-legged with
fading light between them, the forest
whispering overhead, the crunch of
animals grazing just beyond. Once
sound came into these.
Breck stood up, and moving from
the glow, waited in the shadows
Tillson's camp was dark. Art might
have turned in; and still he might

not. That sound had been too much
like the snap of twigs higher up the
meadow bank, Yet it was not re-

peated and in time Breck went back
to Irene,

She put up a hand when he ap-
proached, drawing him down beside
her. Her fingers trembled

‘““Are you frightened?' he

“Of what?"”

‘““The forest; the noises.”

“Not a bit.”” Impulsively she
leaned to him, lifting up her face,
giving herself to be kissed

But he refused. She drew away
with well affected indifference and
for a moment kicked her boot heels
at the dead coals. Presently she
asked, ‘Do you like your job?"

‘““Never liked one better. It has
done wonders for me."”

She surveyed him with speculative
eyes. "It has changed you, Gor-
don.”

Breck smoked in silence. Changed
him? He had not thought of that.

“l suppose,” Irene said at last,
standing up, ‘1 might as well—what
you call it—turn in. Good night.”

He started to rise with her, but
she tapped his shoulder lightly and
was gone. Long after she had van-
ished into her tent he sat watching
one faint red eye that blinked from
the ashes, He thought of Louise
Temple and realized that Irene had
spoken more truth than she knew,

asked.

I

“‘Oh, Gordon.
terribly long. Can you fix it please?”

She urged her horse abreast of
his, looking very troubled and al-
together innocent.

With difficulty Breck masked an-
noyance, saying, ‘“‘Miss Temple, this
is Miss Sutherland.”

The two girls could not have been
more in contrast; Louise standing

cowboy boots, coarse gray
while Irene still retained her fresh
from-the-store look.
Louise nodded. ‘‘How do you do?”
Irene inclined her head slightly,
having an advantage from her
mounted position.

“Oh dear,” said Irene. ‘‘Gordon,

this stirrup -

are gradually turning to stone
his headu.

Cases of ossification—when
tissues and organs of living persons
turn to stone—are rare. Only 71
have been recorded in medical his-
tory—and of that number the case
of the Pasadena, man, referred to
as “Mr. Z."" by American medical
authorities, is the only one known
where the disease has affected the
eyes, observers a writer in Pear-
son’s London Weekly.

“Mr. Z."" has been a victim of the
disease since 1933. Complete ossi-
fication may take from 10 to 15
years. The only known cure is said
to be the surgical removal of the
parathyroid gland.

Recently an Australian was saved
from being literally pressed to death
by having a casing of stone round
his heart chipped away by surgeons.

Not only the heart and the eyes
may be attacked by stone deposit.
Sometimes it is the lung. Rarely
does the whole body become the
field of the hardening process and
the "‘living statue’’ become reality.
But this is possible. A young Amer-
ican girl who was affected in this

in

wav ‘‘ed in 1034

Breck hastened to explain; ‘‘Sen- |
| ator Sutherland is taking his vaca-

My left stirrup is |

in her work clothes of blue jeans, |
shirt, |

Ossification of tile. Org
Person Odd Disease; Man’s Eyes Affected

The eyes of a man in Pasadena | The disease is caused by over-

campaigning from long habit, had
already won Tom Temple and said
steaks sounded good But Irene
begged him to think of mother,

““Why, Mother is all right,"”” he in-
sisted

Irene fumed
stand!"

The Senator resigned and climbed
aboard his animal

“You never under-

“Louy just rode in,” he said, . . .
o v . . : Well anyway, Temple said
hungry as a coyote. I'm puttin - ' .
’ . e agreeably, “you can figure to come
steaks on the fire back £ l" th B rl 1
~ dd Q y & wo »
The girl had not appeared. : " B

Breck groped for some excuse to
ride again to Louise; yet knew that

“Yonder. Fixin' up.” would be foolish. There was noth
In a moment Louise came to the ing H'“‘!."]t“" Irene was still close
door of her own cabin and Breck | ¢ him. She remained there as the
rode to her He wanted a word | Party started on, and riding almost
knee to knee gave him a sense of

being hovered
As soon as they had passed
through Temple's gate and were in

‘est, she burst with laughter,
ny dear! That costume! Those
A real cow ulI’I'“

Ls

Breck faced her from his saddle
“Yes; a real girl.”

She sobered. *'l said cowgirl.”

Suddenly her dark eyes surveyed
him in disbelief Disdain spread
over her face. Her lip curled. “*You
don't mean it! Gordon, you're not
really—in this primitive country 1|
suppose it's called—courting her?
Oh my, oh my That's dreadful.
Almost indecent."’

Jefore Breck could answer she
lashed her horse cruelly and loped

ahead

Rock House at sunset brought
cries of wonder from the tourists,
weary as they were. The train

dropped out of the eastern notch and
into a bowl of opal light, through
which the grass bottom, the fences,
the cabin far across appeared more
as a bit of fairyland than a ranger
station in the Sierra Nevadas
Halfway into the meadow, Kit
threw his ears forward and whin-
nied. The call was answered. Breck
recognized Custer and smiled. But
immediately there followed a chorus
from mules braying further on, and
then he saw Art Tillson bivouacked

alone. But almost at once Irene

J lone pine ne: e
called sweetly from close behind ”‘“‘?”.“ f”t pine near the tourist
him pasture gate.

CHAPTER XIX

A rap on the cabin door aroused
Breck from the table where he was
writing out his week's report. The
camp had been lifeless when he
woke at daybreak, and he had taken
his time to complete the diary.
Glancing at his watch, he saw it was
now ten o'clock

“Come in!"" he

The door opened
fronted him

Breck stood up, and looking at
the cowboy's face, was puzzled. He
expected trouble Instead, Art
forced a grave expression to cover
a queer grin. He had shaved very
close. A few spots of powder clung

called
Art Tillson con-

tion up here. [ hope to show him | to stubble that had not yielded to
something of the Forest Service." cold water and a dull blade.
Louise smiled knowingly. ““This is a ranger station, ain't

it?"" he demanded.
Breck nodded, making certain the

She used his name familiarly, | boy was not drunk
with that little tone of dependence in “And you give out information
her voice. He wanted to laugh and | here, don’t you?"
tell her he understood. But a rrmn's “What is it, Art?"” Breck asked
couldn’t. Later perhaps. | flatly.

He dismounted, pretended to ad | (TO BE CONTINUED)

ans of a Living

activity of the parathyroid gland,
which causes the transfer of the

the | caleium from the bones to the soft

tissues of the body. Everyone of
us carries about within us a load,
several stones in weight, of lime-
stone, or potential limestone. Should
this solidify in one mass, ossifica-
tion sets in,

The disease is exemplified in a
minor way when the lime settles out
in organs, forming gallstones or kid-
ney stones,

A case is known in New South
Wales of a man’s head growing
three and a half inches all round
owing to limestone deposits.

Nail-Cutting Superstition

There is a superstition that, when
cutting the nails, unless one gathers
up the fragments and burns or buries
them, after death he will be sent
back to look for them. A race
track enthusiast, paring his nails at
the track, was told this and warned
to gather the pieces. ‘‘But, why
should 17" smilingly answered the
skeptic, “If I'm to be sent back
to look for. the pieces—what better
place could be picked out than the
track?”
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BIAS BINDING
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Patchwork pot holders hanging in a row,

of three tri
sheet wadding

rht |-3"~-I'|', blocks

A layer of

GREEN and white kitchen is | eig
as fresh and crisp as a lettuce |

angle

leaf. I stepped into one the other | is used for padding The backing
day with white walls, green floor | for the holder is white, The three
,|r‘.;i green organdy curtains. Ev- | layers are quilte d together by sew
erything was green and white, and | ing just inside the white triangles
over the stove hung a set of patch- | of the pieced top
work pot holders like a row of | Have vou sent for your opy of
bright green and white tiles. All| the new Sewing Book No. 37 Ev.
of us love old quilt patterns. For | gry homemaker will want a copy
those who do not have time to|for it contains useful ideas for
make quilts, here is a modern use | home decorating: as well as origl
for your favorite designs nal ideas for things to use as gifts,
Perhaps you b put to bed as and to sell at bazaars. You will
a child under this eight-pointed e delighted with 1t} new book
star? The sketch ves the dimen
sions for the p: s for the two only 10 cents post
triar s used in making it for the coin with name and
pot holder. Piece tht small Mrs. Spears, 210 S
squares of two tru le then | s St., Chicago, 1l
ASK M E A Quiz With Answers
Offering Information
ANOTH ER on Various Subjects
*
The Questions | 5. Civil and World wars
1. Are zebras black with white | 6. Germany
stripes or white with black| 7. Other animals eligible to be
stripes? recorded are spoken of as pure
2. White persons constitule what | bred
per cent of the people of the Brit I 8. A dove is a pigeon.
»

ish empire?

3. Why do people generally walk
in circles when lost?

4. In what cities would you find
the following districts: The Loop;
The Barbary Coast; The Bowery?

5. In what wars did the United
States draft troops?

6. What country is designated by
the sobriquet Cousin Michel?

7. Are animals other than horses
spoken of as thoroughbred?

8. What is the difference
tween a dove and a pigeon?

FREE buying guide for

Hallawell's
Select Bulbs

Colorful 3! page book on bulbs and
seeds for Fal mmm‘ Send lor your
copy and let Hallawell s reputastion
lot quality be yous guide to success,

be-

The Answers
1. The basic color of a zebra is
white, and his stripes are black.
2. Fourteen per cent.
Because one leg

3% MAR

Nursery

Still a Fellow Being
However wretched a fellow mor-
tal may be, he is still a member
of our common species.—Seneca,

3. is shorter
than the other.

4. Chicago; San Francisco; New
York.

CAMELS ARE
LONG-BURNING —
AND THERE'S
MORE PLEASURE

By burning 25%, slower than the average of the 18
other of the largest-selling brands tested =slower than
any of them = CAMELS give a smoking plus equal to

9 EXTRA SMOKES PER PACK

NJOY cooler, milder smoking...
the fragrance and delicate taste
of finer, more expensive tobaccos —
and at the same time get more smok-
ing per pack in long-burning Camels,

Here are the facts from a recent series
of impartial scientific laboratory
tests of 16 of the largest-selling
brands:

l CAMELS were found to contain
MORE TOBACCO BY WEIGHT
than the average for the 15 other of
the largest-selling brands.

CAMELS BURNED SLOWER

THAN ANY OTHER BRAND
TESTED — 259% SLOWER THAN
THE AVERAGE TIME OF THE 15
OTHER OF THE LARGEST-SELL-
ING BRANDS! By burning 25%
slower, on the average, Camels Rive
smokers the equivalent of 5§ EXTRA
SMOKES PER PACK!

3 In the same tests, CAMELS HELD
THEIR ASH FAR LONGER than
the average time for all the other

Get more and better smoking in
mpﬂnfﬁn’mnr'm.ﬂ
your cigarette buyl

LONG-BURNING
STLIER TOBACCOS

CAMELS .o




