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More to regain his composure than because he was thirsty, helped himself
from the earthen water jar
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“GYve fools their gold, and knaves their powery
Let fortune's bubbles rise and fall;
Who sows a field, or trains a Jlower,
Or plants a tree, is more than all.**
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Te
Winning of Barbara Worth

CHAPTER L
INTO THE INFINITE LONG AGO.

B EFFERSON WORTH’S outfit of four mules
I and a big wagon pulled out of San Felipe
at daybreak headed for Rubio City.
From the swinging red tassels on the bridles of the
leaders to the galvanized iron water bucket dangling
from the tail of the reach back of the rear axle the
outfit wore an unmistakable air of prosperity.

The wagon was loaded only with a well-stocked
“grub-box,” the few necessary camp cooking utensils,
blankets and canvas tarpaulin, with rolled barley
and bales of hay for the team, and two water barrels
—empty. Hanging by its canvas strap from the
spring of the driver’s seat was a large, cloth-covered
canteen. Behind the driver there was another seat of
the same wide, comfortable type, but the man who
held the reins was apparently alone. Jefferson
Worth was not with his outfit.

By sending the heavy wagon on ahead and follow-
ing Jater with a faster team and a light buekboard,
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THE WINNING OF BARBARA WORTH

Mr. Worth could join his outfit in camp that night,
saving thus at least another half day for business in
San Felipe. Jefferson Worth, as he himself would
have put it, “figured on the value of time.” Indeed
Jefferson Worth figured on the value of nearly every-
thing,

Now San Felipe, you must know, is where the big
ships come in and the air tingles with the electricity
of commerce as men from all lands, driven by the
master passion of human kmd—Good Busmess—-
seek each his own.

But Rubio City, though born of that same master
passion of the race, is where the thin edge of civil-
ization is thinnest, on the Colorado River, miles
beyond the Coast Range Mountains, on the farther
side of that dreadful land where the thirsty atmos-
phere is charged with the awful silence of uncounted
ages.

Between these two scenes of man’s activity, so
different and yet so like, and crossing thus the land
of my story, there was only a rude trail—two hun-
dred and more hard and lonely miles of it—the only
mark of man in all that desolate waste and itself
marked every mile by the graves of men and by the
bleached bones of their cattle.

All that forenoon, on every side of the outfit, the
;beautlful life of the coast country throbbed and
‘exulted. Tt called from the heaving ocean with its
‘many gleaming sails and dark drifting steamer smoke
under the wide sky; it sang from the harbor where
the laden ships meet the long trains that come and go
on their continental errands; it cried loudly from the
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THE WINNING OF BARBARA WORTH

busy streets of village and town and laughed out
from field and orchard. But always the road led
toward those mountains that lifted their oak-clad
shoulders and pine-fringed ridges across the way as
though in dark and solemn warning to any who
should dare set their faces toward the dreadful land
of want and death that lay on their other side.

In the afternoon every mile brought scenes more
lonely until, in the foothills, that creeping bit of
life on the hard old trail was forgotten by the busy
world behind, even as it seemed to forget that there
was anywhere any life other than its creeping self.

As the sweating mules pulled strongly up the
keavy grades the man on the high seat of the wagon
repaid the indifference of his surroundings with a like
indifference. Unmoved by the forbidding grimmess
of the mountains, unthoughtful of their solemn warn-
ing, he took his place as much a part of the lonely
scene as the hills themselves. Slouching easily in his
seat he gave heed only to his team and to the road
ahead. When he spoke to the mules his voice was a
soft, good-natured drawl, as though he spoke from out
8 pleasing reverie, and though his words were often
hard words they were carried to the animals on an
under-current of fellowship and wunderstanding.
The long whip, with coiled lash, was in its socket at
the end of the seat. The stops were frequent. Wise
in the wisdom of the unfenced country and knowing
the land ahead, this driver would conserve every
ounce of his team’s strength against a possible time of
great need.

They were creeping across a flank of the hill when
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the off-leader sprang to the left so violently that
nothing but the instinctive bracing of his trace-mate
held them from going over the grade. The same
instant the wheel team repeated the maneuver, but
not so quickly, as the slouching figure on the seat
sprang into action. A quick strong pull on the
reins, a sharp yell: “You, Buck! Molly!” and a
rattling volley of strong talk swung the four back
into the narrow road before the front wheels were out
of the track. ‘

~ With a crash the heavy brake was set. The team
stopped. As the driver half rose and turned to look
kack he slipped the reins to his left hand and his
right dropped to his hip. With a motion too quick
for the eye to follow the free arm straightened and
the mountain echoed wildly to the loud report of a
forty-five. By the side of the road in the rear of the
wagon a rattlesnake uncoiled its length and writhed
slowly in the dust.

Before the echoes of the skot had died away a mad,
inarticulate roar came from the depths of the wagon
box. The roar was followed by a thick stream of
oaths in an unmistakably Irish voice. The driver,
who was slipping a fresh cartridge into the cylinder,
locked up to see a man grasping the back of the rear
seat for support while rising unsteadily to his feet.

The Irishman, as he stood glaring fiercely at the
man who had so rudely awakened him, was without
hat or coat, and with bits of hay clinging to a soiled
shirt that was unbuttoned at the hairy throat, pre-
sented a remarkable figure. His heavy body was
“ted with legs like posts; his wide shoulders and
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deep chest, with arms to mateh his legs, were so
huge as to appear almost grotesque; his round head,
with its tumbled thatch of sandy hair, was set on a
thick bull-neck; while all over the big bones of him
the hard muscles lay in visible knots and bunches.
The unsteady poise, the red, unshaven, sweating
face, and the angry, blood-shot eyes, revealed the
reason for his sleep under such uncomfortable cir-
cumstances. The silent driver gazed at his fearsome
passenger with calm eyes that seemed to hold in their
dark depths the mystery of many a still night under
the still stars.

In a voice that rumbled up from his hairy chest—
a husky, menacing growl—the Irishman demanded:
“Fwhat the hell do ye mane, dishturbin’ the peace
wid yer clamor? For less than a sup av wather I’d
go over to ye wid me two hands.”

Calmly the other dropped his gun into its holster.
Pointing to the canteen that hung over the side of
the wagon fastened by its canvas strap to the seat
spring, he drawled softly: “There’s the water. Help
yourself, stranger.” '

The gladiator, without a word, reached for the
canteen and with huge, hairy paws lifted it to his
lips. After a draught of prodigious length he heaved
a long sigh and wiped his mouth with the back of his
hand. Then he turned his fierce eyes again on the
driver as if to inquire what manner of person he
might be who had so unceremoniously challenged his
threat.

The Irishman saw a man, tall and spare, but of a
stringy, tough and supple leanness that gave him the
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