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AL DODSON turned in his saddle and 
looked toward the shack on the yellow 
butte. As usual, the girl rancher was 

out nailing up something. 
 “I wonder how much longer she is 
going to hold out?” Dodson said to himself, 
giving his pony a vicious cut with the quirt. 
Since bringing in an artesian well which 
furnished enough water for his own ranch and 
two or three more, Cal had waited with 
growing impatience for the girl homesteader 
to throw up her claim or offer to sell it for a 
whistled tune. 
 He did not have any use for a woman 
rancher who wore breeches and shot a gun, 
anyway. He had made that plain to her the 
very first time she came to his ranch for 
assistance. She could not borrow his tools, nor 
his coffee; nor could she get him to do her 
chores by any stories of a pony caught in the 
barbed wire. No female rancher could work 
him, no siree. If they were fool enough to live 
out here alone, then let ’em take what came. 
 Cal pulled up his pony suddenly and 
scratched his thick, hairy neck as he looked 
down the road. 
 “By goose, what is that?” 
 It looked like a man, but it was not 
acting like one. As Cal rode nearer, he saw it 

was a man, dressed in palm beach clothes, a 
straw hat clinging precariously to a rear corner 
of his head, and a cane in his hand which 
alternately pointed at a spot on the desert and 
waved in a weird circle. 
 The fellow would slowly and 
totteringly and fearfully advance toward a 
rock beside the road—and then precipitately 
retreat. 
 Cal began to grin. The fellow was 
drunk—drunk in dry Arizona. 
 “Hello!” Cal reined up to watch the 
sport. “What’s the fraction?” 
 “I’s—just—just tryin’ to find out”—he 
staggeringly advanced again and pointed his 
cane toward the rock—“if that schnake ish a 
native—or one I brought with me.” 
 Cal slapped his leg and laughed until 
his red face looked almost good-natured. 
 “You can rest easy on that.” He took 
his revolver from the holster and blazed away. 
“That is a real rattler.” 
 “Shanks.” The drunk young man took 
out a surprisingly fresh handkerchief and 
mopped the sweat from his face. “It’s short of 
discouragin’, don’sche know, for a chap to 
come out here to lose his schnakes—and then 
find ’em scattered all over. Won’t you have a 
drink?” 
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 Cal would, and the intoxicated young 
man produced a quart bottle in an advanced 
state of emptiness. 
 “Stranger out here?” remarked Cal, 
after draining the bottle. 
 “Yesh.” The young fellow looked 
sadly but politely at the emptied bottle. “I’m a 
shtranger ’most everywhere. That schnake 
was the only acquaintance I’ve met since I 
crossed the Mississippi.” 
 “Looking for a job?” Cal was merely 
amusing himself. 
 “No—but I’sh wouldn’t run from one, 
if it was eashy as a feather bed.” 
 Cal suddenly slapped his leg, and his 
red face took on a look of deeper amusement. 
 “I’ll give you a job that is easier than 
getting thirsty in a dry State. There’s a female 
rancher lives about a mile up the road. Go up 
there and marry her, and then sign a deed to 
her land, and I’ll give you a thousand dollars.” 
 “Shay”—the drunken chap looked up, 
and there was a gleam of intelligence in his 
eyes—“that’sh not a bad idea. I’ll go look at 
her—and if she’sh all right, I’ll marry her for 
twenty dollahs. But if she’sh as ugly as you—I 
wouldn’t marry her for all hell and Arizona.” 
 And Cal broke into a boisterous laugh 
as the drunk started on toward the girl 
rancher’s cabin. 
 

II. 
 

ELEN BURTON had finished nailing 
four pieces of timber to posts in front of 

the door. This was to be a pergola covered 
with morning glory vines—if the morning 
glories ever grew. The only way she had of 
keeping her plants alive was by pumping 
water from a well and carrying it to them. 
 She sat down in the door of her little 
house—the house she had built with her own 
hands—to watch the coming of night over the 
desert. She pushed the hair back from her 
face. It was so thick and wavy and in the way, 

she had cut it short; but it still tumbled about 
whenever her cap was off. 
 Her shoulders drooped, she rested her 
elbows on her knees—tired to-night. That 
morning she had started to Cactus Junction for 
supplies, and found Cal Dodson, her one 
neighbor, had closed the road across his ranch. 
That made it ten miles farther to town, and 
what with the long, hot ride, and her fit of 
hotter anger, and the fierce carpentry-work 
since her return, she was about exhausted. 
 The sun was just tipping the red buttes 
to the west. For a moment the whole desert 
glowed with a weird, unearthly radiance, then 
dusk blotted it out, and night followed 
swiftly—wide, unbounded night, and silence 
shredded only by the desert wind. 
 Two hot, salty tears splashed down 
into the palms of her hands, on which her chin 
rested. She was lonely. Three years of it 
without human companionship. Three years 
on any spot of the earth without a friend will 
turn the heart sick. 
 “I don’t believe I can stand it any 
longer,” she said aloud. 
Helen was the younger sister of the village 
milliner and dressmaker back in a small 
Missouri town. At seventeen she had gone to 
work in her sister’s shop. At twenty-one they 
were still barely earning a living; and the 
littleness, the dull uneventfulness, of the work 
oppressed her, and the prospect of going on 
indefinitely was scarcely endurable. 
 “I’ll go West,” she told her sister on a 
high resolve one day, “ and homestead a claim 
and make a fortune on it, like Lillie Anderson 
did.” And she had left the very next week, 
cherishing a glow of secret hope for romance 
as well as wealth. 
 Poor girl! She had found her claim, 
and with incredible pluck had lived on it three 
years, until her title was clear. But neither 
romance nor wealth had come. 
 “That beast Dodson!” She shook the 
tears from her face angrily and stamped her 
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foot. “If he had been half decent, it would not 
have been so hard. He’s as mean as a poisoned 
coyote, and about as attractive as an old billy 
goat—yet he puts in his spare time pasting 
pictures of Fluffy-Ruffles and baby dolls on his 
wall. I loathe that man!” She arose 
energetically. “I’ve got to get something to 
eat.” 
 She paused in the door, frowning in a 
puzzled way; ran her hand across her eyes, 
and looked again. Something in white was 
coming up from the road toward the shack. It 
looked like, a man in the starlight, but it did 
not move like one. It wavered and wabbled, 
rose and fell—but persisted in its course. 
 The girl rancher drew one quick breath 
of instinctive fright. It was a man—drunk. Or 
maybe he was sick! She stepped out into the 
yard, all fear gone in a moment. She had her 
gun, and could take care of herself. 
 It was a man, and he was drunk—that 
was plain as he came nearer. 
 The straw hat was gone, but the Palm 
Beach suit was still white enough to be a 
striking desert costume; and the inebriated one 
still held his cane, which he weirdly waved in 
a circle, as though writing o’s on the empty 
air. 
 “Ish”—with difficulty he planted his 
feet on the sand and balanced himself on his 
heels—“ish”—he made a circle in the air in 
front of the girl with his cane— 
 “Ish you the short-haired ranch woman 
what wears breeches?” 
 “I am Helen Burton,” she replied with 
a mingling of amusement and pity. 
 Still balancing himself with difficulty, 
the young man stuck his cane in the sand 
beside him. fumblingly got out a match-box, 
struck a light, and held it forward. 
 “Lesh see what you look like?” He 
peered drunkenly at her. “Oh, I shay,” he 
exclaimed joyfully—“I’d marry you for seven 
dollahs and a half—and if—if you’d let your 
hair grow out. I’d marry you for—for 

nothing.” 
 With that he lost his balance and 
toppled forward on his fact. 
 “You poor boy!” She stooped over 
him. “What you need isn’t a wife—but 
Keeley.” 
 She got him into the house and on to 
the bed, and made some strong coffee. But as 
he was already in a drunken sleep, she drank it 
herself, and went outside, wrapped up in a 
blanket, and slept on the sand. 
 The next morning, when the young 
man awoke, sober and apologetic, breakfast 
was waiting for him—coffee and biscuits and 
bacon and honey. 
 “My dear young lady,” he said with 
real emotion in his blue eyes. “I don’t 
remember what I did or said last night—but 
for whatever it was, I most honestly beg your 
pardon. I hope I did nothing to frighten you.” 
 “Oh, no!” she smiled reassuringly, 
noting the nice deference with which he had 
placed her chair for her at the crude table. He 
was young, scarcely twenty-four, and there 
was humor in his eyes and tenderness in the 
finely fashioned lips. 
 “I suppose I am only amusing when 
drunk,” he said in deep disgust—“yet it is 
beastly of me to have staggered into your 
home, and you alone—but it was beautifully 
human of you to take me in.” 
 Breakfast was passing very 
congenially when he again reverted to his 
disgraceful arrival. 
 “The last thing I remember, I was on 
the desert, imploring a rattlesnake to tell me 
whether he was a native, or had come all the 
way from New York with me.” 
 She laughed at that—laughed 
unrestrainedly—and he joined in her 
amusement; but not without a look of self-
reproach. He was not strictly truthful, for he 
also remembered the man on horseback who 
had offered him a thousand dollars to come up 
here and marry this girl. 
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 “I think,” he remarked, recalling his 
dislike for Cal Dodson, “I must be getting 
worse out here instead of better, for I saw two 
snakes instead of one, and the other one was 
on horseback.” 
 

III. 
 

HE pancakes had dough in the middle, 
and there was a fly in the coffee. Cal 

Dodson picked up the heavy earthen cup and 
slung it at the Chinaman by the stove. The 
Chink dodged the cup, but some of the hot 
coffee splashed on his face and hands. 
 Cal followed the cup by a string of all 
the offensive epithets known in thick-necked 
English. 
 “This ain’t no way for a white man to 
live, anyhow,” Cal said gloomily, as he left 
the ranch’house. “I can afford a woman, and, 
by goose, I’m going to have one.” Dodson had 
prospered. He was one of the few ranchers in 
the county making money. He held on to 
every dollar of it, too. 
 Cal, on a horse, rode off to round up 
some Mexican cotton’pickers. Since he had 
struck the big artesian well, he had irrigated 
and planted to cotton and alfalfa nearly two 
hundred acres. He stopped at Jimmy Woods’s 
place to inquire about help. 
 Woods had taken up the ranch just 
north of the woman homesteader. Jimmy had 
curly hair, a fluent vocabulary, and a 
matrimonial past. Just how far past it was, no 
one knew; neither did they know whether it 
was dead, divorced, or merely deserted. But, 
anyway, Jimmy belonged to the not 
inconsiderable class of men who go back to 
the land to spend money rather than make it. 
 “Had a row with my Chink this 
morning.” Cal sat sidewise in his saddle, his 
right leg over the pony’s neck. 
 “Is that so?” Woods was 
superintending three men in the process of 
planting an ornamental iron gate across the 

road that led up to his ranch-house. “Ought to 
get you a housekeeper.” 
 “Am thinking about it,” said Cal, 
scratching his hairy neck. 
 “Why didn’t you marry that female 
rancher that used to live down there on the 
yellow butte where the rejuvenated inebriate 
now holds high carnival with Shelly and 
Byron and Walt Whitman.” 
 “Ugh!” Cal understood only the first 
part of the question. “Not for me. I don’t care 
for no short-haired, sunburnt females that ride 
astraddle and shoot a gun and talk back at 
you.” 
 Jimmy Woods turned from the 
ornamental iron gate and looked at Cal with 
speculation in his eyes. 
 “No, I see, you were made for the 
husband of a frail young thing with coral ears, 
peachy mouth, alabaster neck, and a baby 
lisp—one that wears filmy clothes, and 
giggles.” 
 “That’s it,” said Cal literally. “A 
regular baby doll. Do you know of one like 
that?” 
 Jimmy shook his head. “Dodson, you 
are one of these chuck-neck, chuckle-headed 
human brutes that want a frail before taking 
and an Amazon afterward. What would that 
sort of a girl do for amusement with you?” 
 “Amusement?” Cal opened his small 
eyes a little wider. “Why, I don’t want no 
woman for amusement.” 
 “No, not for her amusement.” agreed 
Woods.  
 “I want to marry her.” 
 Jimmy laughed. “Well, that certainly 
would not be amusement.” 
 “She’d never have to go to the poor-
house,” blurted Cal, nettled. 
 “Except for rest and recreation.” 
Jimmy turned back to his gate. 
 Cal went to Cactus Junction in his 
round for hands. While there he got his mail, 
and dropped into the sun-battered wooden 
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shack of the county’s one alleged real-estate 
dealer, to see if that fool woman rancher had 
finally come to her senses. She had been gone 
a year, and had left the sale of her ranch in the 
hands of old Simmons. The land was almost 
worthless without water; and Cal had the only 
water in ten miles. 
 “Well, what did she say this time?” 
Dodson asked with a sneering lift of his thick 
upper lip. “Still wants the earth for her cactus 
and horned toads?” 
 The old man shook his head. “I 
advised her to take your offer of eleven dollars 
an acre—but she won’t hear to it. Says it will 
be worth a hundred dollars an acre to you.” 
 Cal snorted something about hell 
freezing over and went out. 
 That night when he sat down by the 
coal oil lamp to look over his weekly papers, 
he opened first the Southwest Rancher. It 
always had a page of letters from its 
subscribers—these letters were on every 
subject, from the writer’s personal taste in 
hosiery to the best way to kill coyotes. 
 Cal never failed to read them. The one 
which caught his attention first this evening 
began, “I am a young girl.” Anything about a 
girl was eager reading for Dodson these days. 
The letter—a little different from anything he 
had seen—read: 
 
 I am an Eastern girl, and have been reading 
about the romance of the West. I wonder if really and 
truly the men out there are so brave and handsome as 
they are in the movies. Sometimes I get so excited over 
them, I can’t sleep thinking how I’d like to live out in 
the romantic West. But I suppose I never can. I’m just a 
simple-like thing, twenty years old, and although I’m 
considered very pretty and have lovely clothes, I’m so 
timid I just know I’ll never get to go to the glorious 
West. I’ll marry some town dry-goods clerk here, and 
settle down like the other girls do. 
 But I love to read the Southwest Rancher, and 
dream of the splendid, brave men out there. I 
sometimes think if I just knew one of them enough to 
write him, I’d be the happiest girl in the world. 
    LOTTIE SINGER. 

 
 Cal only debated the matter about, 
forty-eight minutes, and then fished up a 
broken bit of lead-pencil and worked until 
after midnight on a reply. After several 
master-pieces were destroyed he settled on 
this: 
 
 I’m just the sort of man you are looking for. 
I’m twenty-nine and handsome, and have a big ranch 
and make more money than anybody around here; and I 
shore like a baby-doll sort of girl like you sound. Write 
to me and send me your picture. 
    Your friend, 
      
  CALVIN DODSON. 
 

IV. 
 

AL DODSON was walking the cinder 
platform of the Cactus Junction railroad 

station an hour before the fast express from 
the East was due. He wore a new suit of store 
clothes and a derby hat and a white collar; 
which covered up his original state of 
unkemptness about as effectively as a tight 
waist with a rip at the seams conceals the size 
of a fat woman. 
 As Cal turned at the end of the 
platform, on his restless beat, he saw Frank 
Emmons sauntering across the road toward the 
station. Cal scowled. Frank was the young 
man from the East who had held the interview 
with the rattlesnake a year before. Being an 
Easterner, he wore a complete Western 
costume, including a wide-brimmed white 
hat—and he wore it admirably. 
 “I wonder,” thought Cal, “what the 
devil he’s doing at the depot—looking for 
Cactus express, maybe.” But when Emmons 
gave him an airy wave of the hand, and took 
up a whistling attitude of patience near the end 
of the station, a horrible fear sprung on Cal. 
Suppose he knew, and was waiting there to try 
to impress Cal’s girl when she got off the 
train. 
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 He had not thought of it before, but it 
occurred to him now, that that Western outfit 
would catch her eye quicker than his_ 
imitation Eastern get-up. 
 “Shipping some stuff?” Cal had 
sauntered up to the newcomer. He knew, of 
course Frank had nothing to ship. His 
ranching had been devoted almost entirely to 
getting tanned and keeping sober. But he had 
done that so well that an unsuspecting, 
innocent girl like Lottie Singer would not 
guess he had ever tasted a drop. 
 “Oh, no!” Emmons smiled and lifted 
shoulder in a light shrug. “Merely in to see the 
train pass. Even though my soul revels in 
solitude, occasionally I like to see the roaring 
exponent of civilization’s restlessness go 
thundering by.” 
 Cal walked heavily away, more uneasy 
than ever—for Frank wore a cactus blossom 
thrust jauntily into the pocket of his woolen 
shirt. 
 It was half past two now, and a horse-
man was galloping across the desert. It was 
Jimmy Woods; and Jimmy hitched and came 
straight to the depot. 
 “Hello, Cal!” Jimmy took off his wide-
brimmed hat and ran his fingers, through his 
curly black hair. “Going away?” 
 “No,” replied Cal surlily. “Just looking 
for something on the train.” 
 “Baggage?” Jimmy’s tones were 
ironical. 
 “No—express.” Cal turned hastily up 
the platform. Then, to his horror, he saw two 
other horsemen alighting—and coming. 
 At ten minutes to three seven men 
were on the station platform—each wearing 
something intentional, and all of them except 
Jimmy Woods and Frank Emmons, looking 
very self-conscious and guilty. 
 Cal was so mad his red face congested 
and the veins in his neck swelled chokingly. 
Somebody—maybe the postmaster—had 
given his correspondence away, and they were 

here to guy him. Well, he’d settle with them 
good and plenty when this was over. 
 And then, just as the train was 
whistling in, it occurred to his slow wits that 
each of these fellows took the Southwest 
Rancher—maybe she had written to all of 
them. Black jealousy was added to his rage. 
 The long train snorted and grumbled to 
a stop. An obsequious porter hopped from a 
Pullman and placed a footstool. 
 And there appeared a vision that sent 
seven hearts into stuttering exaltation; and 
each of the seven pair of eyes glanced 
vindictively at the other six men lined up 
along the end of the platform. 
 The train pulled out. The girl, standing 
by her luggage, took one timid step toward the 
seven, and smiled at the group. She wore 
small white shoes, a dainty dress of filmiest 
blue, open over a white throat, and a fairy sort 
of hat. 
 Jimmy Woods was the first to reach 
her. “May I assist you with your luggage?” 
 “Oh, thank you ever so much.” There 
was a helplessness and clinging gratitude in 
her eyes and tone. 
 Three others, including Frank 
Emmons, made a dive for the baggage, and 
each got a piece. 
 Cal, very red of face and angry of eye, 
made the desperate leap. He started forward, 
put out his right hand, then brought it back 
and took off his derby hat with it, put the hat 
back, and, took it off with his left hand. 
 “I’m Calvin Woods; I mean Calvin 
Dodson,” he said desperately. 
 “And my name is Lottie Singer.” She 
smiled at him most confidingly, and gave him 
a very smooth, white hand. 
 The rest had seen and heard, of course. 
And Jimmy Woods turned with the heaviest 
suitcase in his hand, and bowed extravagantly 
and grinningly. 
 “I’m—I’m—Jimmy—Jimmy Dodson. 
No; Jimmy Woods.” 
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 They all laughed then but Cal, and 
with an innocent, babyish pout she said: “You 
naughty boys, I believe you are teasing each 
other,” and then they were all at ease, and 
walked stumbling over each other’s heels 
trying to get a word with her before they 
reached the hotel. 
 Cal waited with murderous anger in 
his heart until he had an instant with her as she 
started up the stairs to her room. 
 “I’ll bring my automobile out to-
morrow and take you for a ride,” he said. 
 “That will be lovely.” She smiled at 
him and held out her hand. “Good’by, Mr. 
Dodson, until to-morrow.” 
 Cal did not have an automobile, but 
knew where there was one. 
 

V. 
 

T was not much of a machine. Cal knew the 
owner had bought it second-hand for two 

hundred and ten dollars. Yet he was charging 
Dodson for the machine and driver, seventeen 
fifty a day. Cal writhed at that—but, by goose, 
he would show them he could spend when it 
was necessary. 
 Lottie Singer was easy to entertain. 
She was not at all scornful of that scared and 
battered vehicle. 
 “How lovely of you, Mr. Dodson, to 
bring an automobile for me. Think of it!” She 
clapped her hands. “Riding in a machine in the 
great West!” 
 She wore that pale blue dress open at 
the throat, and the fairy hat which seemed a 
dance of flowers. Cal gave her one or two 
looks, and was blamed glad he had invested 
that seventeen fifty. 
 Lottie needed a great deal of 
information about the country; she was utterly 
helpless in getting in or out of the machine 
without being lifted; she was horribly afraid of 
getting sunburnt—and she laughed a great 
deal at Cal’s creaky wit. 

 For the first two miles Dodson was 
excited; the next two he was happy; in an hour 
he was in love; and before noon he was 
desperate. No fourteen-month widower ever 
more completely lost his head over a girl that 
had set out to be his second wife and first 
spender than did Cal over this naive, innocent 
village maid. 
 “Oh, I can tell you something!” She 
grabbed his arm in the innocence of her 
enthusiasm. “I can tell where you live—don’t 
show me. Let me guess. You see, I believe I 
know you from your letters better than—than 
lots of girls do men—they like, after knowing 
them a long time. I know from your letters 
how you love beautiful scenery—and 
picturesque places.” 
 They passed two ranches, but she 
shook her head. By and by she clapped her 
hands. “Oh, there it is! You live there! And 
isn’t it romantic and beautiful! What a 
wonderful view! One could never, never be 
lonely there.” 
 Cal looked sober; his red face grew a 
little more flushed. He swallowed. 
 “No,” he confessed, “I don’t live there 
now—but have been planning to. I got a house 
all planned that will look good there.” 
 She had pointed to the little house on 
the yellow butte. 
 The next day four other fellows 
wanted a chance to show Lottie Singer the 
glories of the Wild West—but she was just too 
frightened of horses to ride. She squealed 
every time she got near one. Yet she did let 
one of the cowboys—much to Cal’s disgust—
put her on a pony and lead her around while 
he held her in the saddle.” 
 After listening in open admiration to 
their big, brave tales a while, and laughing at 
their humor, she left the four and allowed Cal 
to invest seventeen fifty again in automobile 
hire. 
 Cal saw he had the inside track on this 
bunch of rough-riders. But he was puzzled and 
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vaguely uneasy about one thing. Where was 
Jimmy Woods and that reformed inebriate, 
Frank Emmons, who quoted poetry and talked 
about desert colors? Neither of them had 
showed up since that first day. 
 Cal discovered his uneasiness was well 
founded. After wrestling for hours during the 
night between the love of riding with Lottie 
and the pain of parting with seventeen fifty, he 
decided with one big rush to throw everything 
to the winds. This was the one time in a man’s 
life when cash should not count—at first. 
 So next morning he went back to 
Cactus Junction with his hired flivver. But just 
as he chugged up to the Desert House, his 
heart chugged and turned over like the 
flivver’s engine. There in front of the hotel 
was a big, shiny, brand-new car—and Jimmy 
Woods was lifting the delightedly exclamatory 
Lottie Singer—blue dress, fairy hat, and all—
into its soft depth. 
 For the next two weeks Cal lived 
through nightmares of hate and anger and 
jealousy and bankruptcy that would have 
made Dante’s “Inferno” look like a seaside 
resort. 
 One day Lottie seemed to favor the 
flivver, but again she ignored it for the six-
cylinder with the curly-headed driver— 
Jimmy drove his own car. And the devil of it 
was Cal never knew what day that would be, 
so he had to keep the blooming flivver hired 
all the time. 
 The race had narrowed down to these 
two with machines. The horseback riders were 
out of it—only Frank Emmons on rare 
occasions approached this tantalizing vision of 
innocence and had a chance to say a few brief 
and poetical things to her. But Frank had not a 
ghost of a show. In fact, he had nothing to 
offer a girl except his belated sobriety and 
taste in desert colors. 
 Cal scratched his thick neck and 
gritted his teeth. He hated Jimmy with a 
villainous hatred. Twice he had taken his gun 

and ridden off to meet him to settle it; but 
each time had got to figuring the cost of a 
murder trial, and had turned back. 
 Cal got up after a beastly night, his 
eyes burning, his head aching, and staggered 
Out into the kitchen. There was no smell of 
coffee, no sign of breakfast. The Chinaman 
had gone. The kitchen was a helter skelter of 
burnt pans, soiled dishes, scraps of moldy 
food, and potato peelings. 
 Cal swore. He sat down on a chair and 
held his head. 
 “I got to have a woman, and I’d rather 
have her than anybody I ever heard of.” 
 But how could he get her? He was no 
nearer than on her first drive with him. In fact, 
Jimmy Woods seemed gaining ground. He had 
seen her put her hand in his for nearly a full 
minute yesterday when she got out of the 
machine. 
 “By goose—by goose!” Cal reared up. 
His slow mind just got a glimpse of the real 
idea. It had taken him two weeks to see it. 
He’d give her what she wanted—that’s what 
he would do. 
 He roused up the driver of the ever-
hired flivver, and plugged off to Desert 
Junction without breakfast. 
 No one being in sight, Cal slipped into 
the alleged real-estate office. Old man 
Simmons, who slept in the back room, came 
out, putting up his suspenders. 
 “I reckon I’ll buy that female rancher’s 
place,” said Cal. “What’s the least dollars 
she’ll take?” 
 “Hundred dollars an acre,” replied the 
old man, rubbing his wrinkled eyes. 
 For the second time that morning Cal 
swore. “I won’t be held up, no, siree!” 
 “Then why in the devil did you wake 
me up?” The old man turned peevishly as 
though to return to bed. 
 “Can’t you get a better offer than 
that?” Cal was desperate. 
 “I had an offer last Tuesday,” said the 
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old man, “of $25,000 for the 320 acres. But I 
told him Miss Burton had said positively she 
would not take less than $32,000. He said he 
expected to take it Saturday. But nothin’ was 
paid, and if you want it I won’t hold it for him. 
Do you, or don’t you?” 
 “I’d have to mortgage my ranch.” Cal 
was calculating. “And my cattle.” 
 “Well, damn it,” said the old man, 
“mortgage it if you want to; but if you don’t, 
go on and let me alone.” 
 Cal took the three o’clock train. 
 

VI. 
 

ND you like my place, do you?” Cal 
was sitting by Lottie in the back seat 

of the flivver as they passed the yellow butte. 
 “Oh. I love that place! Is it really 
yours?” Her eyes came around searchingly. 
 “Yep; I bought it this morning. Been 
intending to buy it for some time. Going to 
have a real house up there on the butte, too. A 
fellow wouldn’t get lonesome up there—
would he?” 
 “No, I suppose not,” said Lottie, 
thinking: “although that poor Mr. Emmons 
says sometimes he has been very lonesome up 
there.” 
 “I don’t get possession for three 
months,” said Cal, “but I’m going to begin to 
build as quick as I do.” That, thought Cal 
shrewdly, would be plenty of time for him to 
marry her, and then he would change his mind 
about moving up there. 
 Two days later—just when Cal thought 
his troubles were over—he found a note at the 
hotel for him when he called for Lottie. 
 “Am running up to Phoenix for some 
clothes. Will be back in a little while.” 
 One evening three weeks later, Cal, 
riding from the Junction, looked up to his new 
possession on the yellow butte. Frank 
Emmons had really got the morning glories to 
growing, and some other stuff. The place 

really did look right purty. 
 But what was that? Great snakes! That 
female rancher was back. And then he 
remembered. Of course, she would have to 
come back and get her things. 
 
 A few moments after the sun touched 
the red buttes in the west Frank Emmons came 
up the trail to the yellow butte house. He was 
walking a little disappointedly, whistling a 
heart-broken tune. He saw a woman clipping 
one of the vines by the pergola—a woman 
with thick wavy hair clipped at the nape of her 
neck, wearing a soft woolen shirt and khaki 
riding breeches. 
 “Oh, it is you!” The exclamation was 
so spontaneous the woman rancher jumped, 
and her face took an odd, intense light as the 
young man hastened up to her, holding out 
both hands. 
 “I’ve thought of you every day and 
every night since you left,” he said earnestly. 
“I’ve wondered if I’d ever see you again.” He 
was looking at her fondly, and a little too 
closely. She blushed and turned away. 
 They sat side by side on the doorstep 
in the twilight. 
 “I’m all over it now,” he said with 
conviction that was unmistakable. “I’ll never 
want to drink again—and, anyway”—he 
laughed—“I love this country so much I’m 
going to stay where it is dry.” 
 
 The next afternoon, toward sundown, 
Cal decided he would ride over and tell the 
female rancher to hurry up her packing. He 
wanted the house. He did not like to have her 
around. 
 As he came in sight of the yellow butte 
he saw a pair of horses with packs behind the 
saddles. She was moving out now. Good! 
 And that Frank Emmons was helping 
her. They mounted their horses right gayly. He 
could hear them laughing clear down the road. 
 As they galloped down the trail and 
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turned toward Cactus Junction, he saw them 
pause and look toward the sunset. She reached 
out her hand, and he clasped it and held it 
tight. Then they saw Cal, and both waved and 
galloped away—laughing again. 
 A little curious, somehow uneasy, Cal 
went up the yellow butte to the house and 
pushed open the door. 
 He jumped back. Something inside 
that door startled him. But he saw now it was 
not a person—only a woman’s clothes. Then 
another shock hit him—his heart pounding, 
his throat choking, he took a step across the 
floor. On a clothes-rack, dressed up like a 
scarecrow, was a pale-blue dress, and the fairy 
hat with flowers. Pinned to the dress was a 
sign: 
 

SOLD 
 
Cal stared and swallowed and felt his throat. 
“Sold”— there was no doubt about it. He 
knew now why he had kept wondering all the 

time where he had seen that woman before. 
 On the floor was an envelope; 
evidently she had dropped it in her hurry to 
get away, He picked it up. It was a letter to 
Jimmy Woods. Of course, Cal opened it. 
 
DEAR MR. WOODS: 
 Thanks a thousand times for your 
assistance. Everything has worked beautifully. 
I’m leaving my baby-doll outfit on the clothes 
rack for Dodson. It really belongs to him, 
anyway. 
 I have learned that if you give a fool 
what he thinks he wants, he will give you 
what you know you want. Frank and I will 
take the money, and buy an orange grove near 
Phoenix. Good-by. 
    Your friend, 
      
 HELEN BURTON 
      
   Alias Lottie Singer 

 


