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Glen F. Ourd

Fleld Worke;-
March 2, 1937.

\

An interview with Mrs. Ellen Simpson
813 South Main Street,
Hobart, Oklahoma.

The folloﬁing stary was written by Mrs. Mary Elize-
bsth Hill, deceased, who was born in Ggpevieve County,
~ Missouri, in 1839, She came to the Chickasaw Nation in
1889 and gives a iife stary of that year.- Mrs. Hill was
a sister of Mrs, Simpson,

Miles and miles of cotton fields, boles ehpty; old
dry stalks standing with & few white boles left here and
there., Mr. Simpson looked out over the fieldo spread be-
fore him in‘ﬁhe cold winter sunshine not‘warm enough to
melt patches of snow., Then he proceeded to rob the bees
for tomorfow. "I;hn; don't take all the honey; the be;s
" will starve you know 'tis winter,"® "Yes I know, I will
leave soms.” \But she goes oﬁt and puts a bowl of syrup
in each hive before shutting them up again, .
| Then we all watched him as he examined the oxen's
feet to see if they were in good condi tion, He has had
them up treating'their feet with hot turpentine for foot

evil, a disease common from poison in the bottom lands.
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He had fherq' shod by .;1 reguiar blacksmith, lil;e harses,
| ngiv he 1lifts up‘eaoh_roo‘t, rubs his hand over them and -
says: "Ali.right we will be off tomorrow morning.”

In the morning everything is packed snug &nd tight
eight of us iﬁ, the wagen, four grown-up folks, all our
bedding, camping utensils and an extra wagon sheet for
tenting, The steers started in a run, "Can't you hrld i
them, John? They are running away." He is swinging two
long ropes ?astened around their hor'ns olose up to their
heads, "ﬁever ‘mind they wort run long. They are too
‘heavi;y loaded to run far.” ™I should say so," from Aunt
-Ella who Pad watohed anﬁ wondered while helping load at

| the heapwor things tt‘lat an expert could get on é wagon.

On the third pight wo camped or the banks of Red
River on the sand benéath the large trees around a camp ,

fire, Then John saidi "Tomorrow we croés Red River and
leave Texas for good and all,”™ For a moment Mrs. Simpson
and Mrs, Hill held the‘dihr b;eath awm their hearts stoppea
beating &forathey were leaving their dear o0ld mother be-
neath the sod in o0ld Texas. They both began weepi.ng
bltterly, "Very soon all retired for the night. The camp

Q

fire could no longer cheer. The great forest around them
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looked sombre and the wind moaning among the branches op-
pressed them with 1ts long wierd dirge. Late in the night
such & howling of wolves; seemed to be right at the oamp.
.Mrs.’Hill called from the wegon, "John," ®"Yes™, "Do you .
hear the wolves?" "Yés, they are only covotes." "Well,
seems like there are a hundred of them." "Oh, nol! They
won't bother us, they are across the river." Next morn-

ing, afper breakfast a couple of families were just ahead
of usg, each having two horses to their wagon. They doubled
their teams, hitching fouwr horses to one wagon and with

di fficul by ﬁulled throggh the deep sand, across the bridge
and up the steep hill on the other side of the river.

Then the two teams came back to taeke the other wagon across,
John said, "Now just wetch my husky steers take our wagon
across that bridge amd up that hill without any trouble.”
"Had we all not better get out and walk across this sand

and up the hille" asked Mrs, Simpson. "Ne, ell get in",

and away‘we went and‘were at the top of the hill in a jiffy.
The men with the horse teams were still watching us olimb .

the hill and both oa;; back to us and offered John a tradeyy.
- » ‘a\‘ _ - ('@4‘) Vg ?:.\ ""

for his yoke of oxen. Nothing doing, John knew what he had

ot

and knew how to keep it.
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We travqled west all,day over bad roads, slowly
winding our way through the dense unsettled.forest’of
great timber and in the damp %oul smelling miagny, North
of Red River we camped in a desclated place, under a‘:e-
pressing atmosphere and heard cannons boominge. "Hsear
those cannons at Mariettal" said Mrs. Hill. "No, that's
at Denison.,™ "I think they are at Marietta, Johmn," said
his wife. "Why, can't you tell %hat ig in the direction ‘
of Denison"? Next morning John came to the breakfast - |
table with-"1 told you those can;ons were at Marietta."
The sisters exchanged glances but said nothing. He took
his place at the head of the table, made of the endggte of
the wagon, and as usual poured the coffee, The children
had broken all the cups and only two tin oups were left.
He had been giving a cup to Mrs. Aill but this morning he
had a ocup and Mrs, Hill had a saucer. T4E sisters ex-
changed looks again and & littlé smiles, John was such a ~
jolly fellow and loyal, but did not like to be oaught in
& mistake,

All were glad to break camp again and oontinue the

jourmey. Turning north we passed a great cotton belt with
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droves of cattle grazing and gleaning the scattered cotton
left by the pickers in the fields. ﬁe camped that night ‘
on highor‘ ground near & field of cotton white for‘harvest.
The owner asked us to camp there and pick it for him as
there had been ngne of it plcked as yet, It looked pretty
good, "We will look at {t", said John, and so we did and
our clothes picked up so many cockle-burs that we were
hébbled and had to stop and pick them cutvbéfore ué could
walk farther. "Well, I thought I had seen burrs before,
but this is the worst I ever did see," saf&‘Mafy. Mrs.
Simpson laughed and Howard grinned, "Well, you women folks
will have that to do at tﬁe end of every row you pick."
Sure,John but the cotton is finme," said Mrs. Hill. "Well -
vhat do you say?* he asked, "We'll pick it if you agree,
eh Mrs. Simpson?™ "Well, just as yvou and Edi th say." "We
can stand the burrs Bh Howard?" "Yesa sir,"” was the ready
reply. |

Ten days later we were on the rogd again with some
money in our pockets., We camped one night on the banks of
the beautiful stream ,o0f water clear as orystal, The bottom

mas covered with large white rocks, some places solid rocks
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govering the bottom of the stream, we spent two days there

washing and ironing and gathering wild grapes, berries and

.#iits. while John fished and hunted. We might heve. stayed

another‘day but heavy clouds and distant thupder warned us
to cross the stream and reach high.r ground while the time
was good. So we hastily tumbled our bglongings and selves
into the wagon and moved on to another camping place by‘a
large fine spring of water, where we bought milk and but- ol
ter from the people living there,

Our next stopping place was a large field of coiton,
looking large(only about fifteen acres) white and besutiful.
A gentleman met us on horseback and asked us to camp on his
place and pick his -cotton. He was a doctor, he said, and
wanted Mary to help his wife who was sick. His family
consisted of a pair of twins, girls; four years old, a boy
twelve ani a baby, Louisa, Mary was used to out-door life‘
and did not want to go but went on condition that he pay
her as much as she could make in the cotton field, so she
went and cared for them. The doctor's wife was a.good
woman and his son, Lester,was a good boy. -

Mr. Simpson pitched a tent in a field which lay in

the creek bottom. The cotton stalks were tsll and strong

<
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with large boles which had never been picked over. They
worked hard and fast to gét ahead of the show storm, as
the weather was threatening. After two weeks lary was
with them again., The weathér was sformy, snowing and
blowing, so John tightened his tent stakes and hitched a
big Qhain around the old dead trees fallen in the field,
which the fierce wind brought down with a boom at inter- -
vals, hauled some of them to the tent through the flying
snow and p}led them up in great heaps and fired them, and
such fires! With the flaps of the tent thrown baek‘the
great log fires threw a glow of warmth across the tent.
The wagon was ¢on the north side of the fi}e gnd fhe steers

-

stood betwsen the wagon and the fire amd contentedly munched
their sorn, John's wife had the young ohildfén t0 look
after early in the morning. Mary was ocut with an o0ld coat
over her head filling the Dutch oven with biscuits,boiling
coffee and frying the meat and with a table inside the tent
sveryone with good health and a good appetite, not forget-
ting to be thankful, had a oheerful breakfast, Even the

baby was well and happy.
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TPhen John rented a cabin on the banks of the Washita
River. About two hundred ysards belo; the cabin Sn‘a ﬁill-
side so steep that you ﬂa@ to zigzag'dqwn a'grooked,path
to get to 1it, ﬁhereywas a8 spring of good water flowing
out of the hill.ide among .the roogks, fgfming a 1ago§n or \ 03“
marsh at the foot of the hill covered with green slime
and snakes and frogs'hiding among the lil& pads and sun-
.ning themselves on the muddy banks of the river. There
for & year we rented and moved in, with nothing to do, éhe
cotton all pickéd and winter set in in earnest. So Beth,
(short for Mary Elizabeth)began to cast about in her mind
what she must do, for Mrs., Simpson and her grown daughter,
Edith, were‘able to keep the home without the help of Beth,
and a conscientious Christian must work,

Next morning she stood on the banké of the Washita
with the children and dog, and watched the cows swim across.
the deep c0ld stream to their\graziqg groﬁnds. At evening l
the cows.stood on the bank lowing and hésitatiné as 1f they
were’waitfng for help. Howard helped them by making the

£Y o
dog bark making fhe calves bawl, so, frightened-lest the

.

dog bite their bleating babies they would piunge into the

LY

»
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river and floundered across. Thrawing their hoofs up out
of the water they would soon gain the muddy barks whére
sto0d the children, shouting out the victory of tﬁg éwim¢
ming oatt%eg and Beth delighted. | |

- "I must 20 to Hazelmwood today to get the mail and
I want to see Mrs, Walden, the dooctor's wife." "Why Beth",
said Mrs. Simpson, "How will you go~it is five miles."
"Oh, I'll go gloq and rest along and maybe pick up a ride

on a wagon." Arrivihg at the'Waldens she found the doctor,
his. wife and son sick with the grippe. The doctor said the
country was h;ving an epidemic of the grippe, the most
Qirulent typé, gseveral having died of 1%t in the city lately.
"\rs, ‘Walden dog't you want me to stay witﬁ'you awhile?",
"] surely would be glad to have you stay but we cannot pay
anyone to stay wiéh us, Mrs., Hill, as we have no money.,"
"Well never mind the money; I will stay for not?ing." And
poor Lester sitting on the floor as near the fi;e as he
could éet ali drawn up with two small children playing near
him and a baby to take care of. He looked sick enough to

be in beds He gave his mother a quick look of glad sur-

prise. Then she tried to cough and Beth saw that she was
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very w#eak and did not have breath enough to cough. The
doctor in another bed a few feet from her poured out a
spoon of m?dicine and called Lester to give it to his
mother. Poor Leéter:

Beth saw before her a long hard job with the family
all sick but three babies; The dootor was very thankful,
saying that he hoped that she would be able to stay with
them awhile anyway., "Oh, yes,Doctor I will stay.” Beth
looked at the open fire and knew the ventilgtion with a
good will to do right in the sight .of God and men would
help‘her to help the helpless, So she resolved in her
own mind, the Lord willing, to do her best, Time went
on, the docfor and son improved but the mother still kept
very siok. As thé shades of night closed in every evening
she would try to cough and lose her breath and strength
and call for morphine, "Dootor, please quick". Then she
would cough until her voiece would die away to a whisper
from sheer weakness, "Carrie, you don't know how I hate
to give you such medicine."” He gave her the medicine and
she sank into a quiet slumber and was quiet until the next

evening when the dose had tohbe repeated sometimes twice



- 31

SIMPSON, ELLEN. INTERVIEW.

11

before rest came. But the doctor séid she was
strength ahd appetite. After two weeks the washing @ust
"be déne, with no one to do it,but Lester was well enough

t0 help now and Beth did the family wash};é\"after whioh
thers were no more such large wuzshings aé‘she did them
regularly.

At the end of the month the doctd; said, "Mrs., Hill
bring your chair near ds I want to talk to you.fﬁThey were
both in bed étg Beth had the baby in her lap combing its
hair and she move&inea{er with 1t still in her arms. The
doctor said, "Now if I understand right, as soon as the‘ ﬁi
winter storms are over you ﬁant to travel with your books
and Bibles."™ "Yes that is right," she said. "If you will
stay with us until we get well I will furnish you with a
horse to drive until this time next year."” "But maybe you
will be sick 'a long time."™ "Oh no we are both on the road
to health again and will soon be all right.” nI'll try it
doctor.” After five long weeks the medicine man was up to
stay and his wife gould sit up a little while every day.

As time wore on the doctor end his family could go about

4

their duties, .
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"Doctor why don't you get that horse uﬁ for Mrs.
Hill as you promised." "Yes Carrie’I will see about ihgt
this very day,"and after a few more days, "Doctor I thougpt
you were going to get that horse up right away." "Yes
Carrie, I hired a man to bring him in from the range but
he hasn't done it yet. Yes he will be thin but will soon
pick up) there is not a better pony in this country; tough
as a horn and a good traveler. Beth decided to walk |
around in the neighborhood with her books until the pony
was in.sight.

About four hundred yards from the doctor's lived

{

Mrs., Woden who had big brown slanting eyes, coal black

¥
(]

hair, dark complexion and pleasant manners, She invited
Beth into her widowed home, She had one small child, a
Boy; and her sister with her. Her sister, Lenora Ludwig,
a beautiful girl with her long shiny black hair hanging
in satiny waves below her waist, and large expressivs
brown eyeg, not slanting like her sister's and as slim
and gragceful as a fawan, a brunette but not brown like
Mrs, Woden. Beth opened her young people's Bible pros-

pectus, which was a piatoral represeantation of the Bible
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entitled ﬁgautiful Story. Turning the leaves she told
1ﬂ a few wégds what each pieture represented, trying to
bfing out the characters in their true light, and took
two orders, one for Beautiful Story and one for another
carried as a side line.

Theﬂ on'£hrough the post'oak glades, a-ross smell
streams to a log cabin, A low réil fence was built around
the house, the top rail down in several places where you
could step over and waded through oask and shumac leaves
that lay thick on the ground, A greet éak with itg long
mossy branches and crooked elbows hung lovingly across the
yard and over the door. The sun filtered through its
branches and "across the steps and along the rough oaken
floo£ of the quiet little cabig. A tap st the door and a
plain little woman with a pleasant "Come in" met heriat
the door. As Beth turned the leavés she wondersd at the
sadness of the‘moman's face and manner and wondered if she
knew the sun was shining or if she had ever had an hour of
happiness in her‘life or had she ever smiled, for she could

not have looked more unhappy if she had been a criminal
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condemped to hang. The 0ld lady said with misty eyes,"I f
would like to have that book but cannot promise to pay."
As Beth closed the book and resumed her walk through the
smiling woods a littlé farther on hidden almost stood an
empty cabin with a tragic history. A mile farther on
" another widow's home, Mrs., Hadden, éhe wore a long sun-
bonnet, seem?d to have bad eyes, the bonnet —‘an old . »
rfashioned split bonnet(that means slats or strips of paste-ﬂ<
board slipped into c¢ases to hold up the headhof the bonnet).
This bonnet had lost some of its slats and flopped togather
in the front until she had to hold it open with one hand
in order to see in front of her. She had a son about
twelve who was s0 delighted -ith the book that she ordered
it for him,

After éfopping at a few more pla;es Beth turned her
steps toward home, passed the empty cabin again with the
dilapidated fenne and a door creasking on one hinge. I
mention this empty cabin because of ité gruescme history,
will talk of it later on. She reached home about sundown
and was mgt,with a warm welcome by everybody ewen to the

baby, After supper Mrs. Walden asked: "Where did you goo"
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"Well first place I stopped was at Mrs., Woden's, our |
neighbor, and she ordered two books. "What did you think
of her?" "I thought she was Spanish,” "Yes she is."
The Woden Brothers' store belonged to her husband, He was
shot in & feud between the cattle kings of Hazelwood and -
Holdenville., Mrs., Taylor's first husband, Mr. Holden,
owned all Holdenville and miles of wild land surrounding

&
there, for his cattle range. The "amdens owned &ll the

county arocund Hazelwood. Adrien Hayomm;, one of ths
wealthiest ahd most popular of all Holdenville cattle
xings, was‘;ccused by Hazelwood of letting his Aerdmen
brand Hazelwsood ocattle, of aourse tgat was stealing and
he was wayleid and shot, ~ Not loﬂg after, ‘James Camden

was wayleid and shot a3 he was driving home late one
night, th. mea stepped out from the woods a\ ;hot him
while he was in the §2§gy; He had & stranger\in his buggy
‘aom he had picked up on the road. ThHis strange jumggd
out of the buggy and knelt behind the buggy and begged far
his life. He said he knew nothing of the ﬁrouble ahd that

Nr. Camden was just giving him a 1ift home. But they shdt

S
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him as he knelt there and gave the horses a cut with the
whip, sending them through the woods and left them as
they fell., Mr. Camden lies up there in the Hazelwood
cemetery and Mrs, Taylor buried the stranger, whose name
was Ludwig, at Holdenville.

After that every man in this whole country went
armed to the tecth and spent their nights in the woods
ready for war, the women gathered'ét one house nights,

4 crowd of Hazelwood men ceme by our house for the Docﬁor
and another doctor to take up Camden’s body and draw the
bullet to see what “ind of a gun he was shot with, fo; it
they could finmd out just who did the murder, his doom was
sealed, It waS*night and my house was packed with all the
womén of the neighborhood, everyone in & nervous strain,
almost in hysterics, listening for a gun fight at the
graveyard for of course if the Hol@en cattle.men knew they
were examining the corpse rAr evidence there would be a
fight. When soms f.Tunk fello! let his gun go off accident-
ally every woman in the house screamed as loud as she could,
and pandemonium reigned until a messenger arrived, sent to

tell them the ocause of tﬁs shot, Those were awful times."

A
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The doctor asked: "What do you thing’of Vre,
Warren? "Well, surely if I ever saw despairwit locked at
ne from that woman's eyes." The doctor said, "No wonder |
her son waé hung.” "Oh how horrible! Nohwonder she ha;
étspair written on her face. But think! She knows 1t
and liv;s. Oh how can‘she?" Beth pitied her before but
now her whole soul went out to her in heart pity. Mrs.
flalden took up the story with, "Yes the day he was hung
she was in violent hysterics all day and nigh£ following,.
Ths doctor and I stayed wiéh her all day and night. Yau
don't know Lydia Washburn, bgt you will,‘she wag Lydia
McDowell, and was a very pretty giri. A young man was
coning to see her whom her brother did not like. The
brother told the young man that if he did not stay away
he would kill him, After that they met stealthy at the
Widow Warrens. Her son, Marlow Warren, went and told
McDowell that they were a£ his mother's house, and had
been meeting there, McDowell said let's kill him and they

layed for him right at the gate of that 0ld empty cabin

beyond Mrs, Warren's and killed him,

307,
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A widow Hempston and her grown son lived there at
the time and they both saw the killing, John Camden ocame.
°
by a few migptés later and saw the body lying there. He
dismouﬂted and found the body still warm and bleeding and
the widow told him the two young men did it. McDowell's
sis ter Lucy and another sister fed their brother and
w tched for him while he hid in the big timber in the
botéams for year, but’ the United States officers captured
Marlow Warren and he was’hung on the evidence of Mrs.
Hempston aga her son. About a year after this the widow
and herhéon both dieé mysteriously. After their death
MaoDowell surrendered and stood his triel and is now a
free man and is married, but there is more tragedy yet.
"Do not tell me now I cannot stand 1t," Beth‘pleaded.

The next place was Widow Haddéns cabin, seems
strenge to find so many widoQP. "Yes, to you but these
men all died with their boots on as people here say when
the& are killed or died by accident. There has never W .
been & man buried in Holdenville cemetery thet has died

fr'm natural ocauses, and only one in Hazalwood cemetery.

Widow Hadden is Mrs, Taylor's sister and Mrs. Taylor sup~-



349

SIMPSON, ELLEN. INTERVI B¥.

19

ports her., She has a son in the pen and that is who she
bough} the book for instead af the lad, Mrs. Taylor's first
husband ,Holden, was drowned trying to save his son. They
were out with the herders rounding up the cattle and driving
them in from the floods. The river was out of banks and
the bottoms were flooded. They were driving the cattle into
the stream)making them swim over. ZEdgarton plunged his horsse
in after the swimming cattle; his father, afraid he would
not b® able to reach the other side, spurred his horse in
after him and was washed from his horse and was drowned
or xilled by a blow on thse head frgm his horse's hoofs in
the struggling mass of swimming cattle and harses. He met
death like a woman or child on & bed, but frightened to’
the last breath, He left his only son, the ideal of his
neart, and his widow very wealthy in land and droves of
cattle and horses,.

The next-day in éoldenville Beth called at Mrs,
Taylor's mansion, surrounded by an acre of enclosure
covareé with grass and studded with towering forest trees
trimmed up to about thirty feet. 5She came down in answer

to the summons herself, met Beth at the foot of the stairs
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and stood there tall, slim and dark and as silent as the
forest trees in her yard, while Beth turned the leaves
and read the pictures to her. She gavelan order for a
three and a half binding, a beautiful book inside and out.

Next place was the home of Earl Layomme. He wasg
stone blind, & fine looking men with courtesy and grace
of a courtier. He introduced himself, his wife and two
daughters, His wife looked at the book and described it
to him while the daughters prepared lunch, or dinner as
we southern people call the noon mealiin the sonversation

he spoke freely of what he would like to do if he had nov

lost his sight. Beth asked him how long since he had lost

his sight. He said about two years, "You must miss your
sight much more thar. if you were blind from childhood."
"Yes but I guess it was a good Providencé I went blind for
there would have been a good many more dead men in Hazel-
wood today th&az there is if I had not gone blind." They
bade her goodby at parting, inviting her to call again and

pointed cut Mrs. Ludwigh house with instructions that she

call there as they were ithe parents of Mrs, Woden and Laura

Ludwig of Hazelwood.

310
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The sun was an hour high when éhe reqchéd there
but the o0ld people would not hear of her going faxther
that night; said they had plenty of feed for her pony and
room and a bed for her. After supper their Qéh &ame in
and talked to Beth through his mother, which.wa; annoying
to his mother and sister, as he was deaf and ﬂét dumb,

He cald tell by the motion of his mother's lips-what she
said, that made her interpret for him.‘ He was an infidel

and she was a believer and that was the subject he wanted
to talk on. )

After he left, the 014 man who was blind, told Beth
that he hgd seen the devil. "No you are joking," "&es
truly I saw the devil and no mistake. If you ever see
nim you will know.” "What did he look like?" she asked,
seeing that he was in earnest and felt sure he had seen
the devil,1jke a white shoat. Beth glanced et the mantel
above the fire place, on which stood a fat, whi;e shoat
made of white plaster., "Is that him on the mantéi;zieoe?"
Oh, no that is nothing, you need not laugh for truly I

heve seen the devil and he was a white shoat."” Beth did

* not feel surprised that he went blind after that- for he
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said he went blind right after. The 0ld ledy said:"Daddy
it 1s your bedtime, Mrs. Hill ané I want to talk." After
he r;tired shé resumed: "I éupbose ybu knoy héﬁ W= have
had such a dreadful war, and how Mr. Woden was killed and
my son, Digby; a fugitive, wandering homeless over the face
of the earth alone, or dead, I dont know which.” Beth told
her she had never heard of their trouble, so the old lady
continued, "You see Mf. Woden owned'that gtore where the
Waldon Brothers are now, and he kept drink for sale, mostly
whiskey. My son,Digby, who was only a boy,would hang
around the store till he would get drunk and his brother-
in-law would kick him out and that left him mad so Mrs.
Taylor planned to get Mr., Woden killed and they kept it
all from me and Betty. Mrs., Taylor sent Woden word that
they had fought long enough and if he would bring his
crowd to her house, she and her orowd would meet him
half way and lay down every man his gun in a stack and
they would do the same, stacking their guns at the gate,
and they would make friends and all shake hands. S0 Mr.
Woden and his bunch rode up anﬁ\diamounted, she and her

crowd stacked their guns and Mr, Woden's party did the
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seme, and they advanced tq meet each othar. She had my
boy hid behind a_tree in the yard., As soon as Woden came
near enougp my boy stepped from behind the,tree and shot.
him dead. There was ns‘more shooting after that as I
think they had all drawn their cartridges when they had
put dom tﬁeir guns. The Hazelwood“gang grabbed their
guns end ran for their horses, When I saw Woden ap-
proach the tree where Dig stood and Mrs. Taylor stunding
near him so that he must come near Digby to shake hands
with her I hid my eyes in dread lest something awful
should happen, when the gun fired I was sure Woden had
killed Digby, but when I looked Mr. Woden was lying on the
ground at Mrs, Taylor's feet bleeding to death and Digby
held the smoking pistoliin his hand.Oh, how I sufferedi™
After a paroxysm of trembling she continued, "I have never
seen him since and it is nearly two years now, Mrs. Taylor
zave him the money to go on and I gueess she knows where he
is if he is alive, which I doubt, for they have searched
for him high and low, and his sister, 3Betty Woden, offered
8 large reward for his capture although he is her brother,

and Mr, Jones has been trailing him, and he seldom fails

313 -
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to either capture or kill anyone he follows., Betty hag
with_drawn theireward und Jones is at home now, He claims
Digby is dead but I cannot give him up, and expect to see
him some day for he will coﬁe basck to see me T know if
he is Qtill alive." Beth sat apeechless) after a silence
of suffering she said, "How can you ever slsep?" "I do
" not sleep much{ I work till I drop from exhaustion and
- sleep without undréssing.

The next trip was over the steep hills end along
the beautiful valley, up and down deep canyons where the
wind roared through the gorges and rushed howling and
storming, driving the fallen leaves in whirls before it,
olreling around rail fences which enclosed farms standing
full of dead trees, having been deadened by chopping a
broad band around and removing the bark and lsaving them
to die. Every now and then the distant boom of a falling
giant of the forest as it stuck the earth., The wind
came whistling and whizzing by as she entered the houses
of those strange people who always seemed delighted to have

her tell over the beautiful stories, mostly new to them

because Bibles were very few there. Every woman wanted
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& book but few had the money. Many subsoribed for it that
Beth knew would never have the wherewith to take it, so0
their names would be put on the doubtful list.

Home again, family cirole gathered around, some
sitting, some lolling about, all resting froma long hot
day i1 the cool of the evening. "What succets Mrs, Hill?
You seemed to have traveled farther than usual. And she
told them about whaé Mr. Layomme said about it being a
Providence that he went blind as there would have been

more dead men in Hazelwood than there was, and Mrs,

Walden said that was about ri ght as pz:ple did pipe down

some after he dropped ouf, but exery n in this country
carries a revolver or sleeps wit

as
and it would be/easy to start a war again as to put a

one under his pillow yet,

match to powder, "Did you go to Mra. Taylor'se" "Yes,
and she ordered a book.," "You =r® the ogli"one.in'Hazel-
wood that would dare go in her house. Did she have her
revolver belted on?" "No, I didn't see anything warlike
about ner. I talked to her in the hall."™ "If you had
gone in the house you would have seen two revolvers on

her center table and always carefully loaded."

W
N
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"I spent one night’with Mrs, Ludwig, and she told
me the pitiful story of her son."™ "Did they seem to haye
plénty?" "Oh yes we had plenty! " VWe had a nice supper
and breakfast and she stf;ok me as a woman who had been
well raised and is very intelligent.". Mrs, VWalden, al-
ways.the same quiet mannered WOman; without spite to any-
one told their hfétories to Beth.

I think like you but there seems to be something
savage in Spanish blood., Mrs, Taylor supports the old
people since she made Digby kill his brother-in-law, and

she supports the family of the man who was killed in the

_buggy with Jim Camden. His name was Ludwig but no relation

to these Ludwigs here.,”

hood and made many friends, She arrived at the Widow Cai»

dens one svening about sundown. She found extensive étock
yards and many hired men about the place snd Nrs, camden
sick in bed with the grippe, but she had Beth brought to
her room for she wanted to talk and had her pony cared for.
She utterly refused to hear of Beth going home; which was

not so far distant, and soolded her far not coming to see
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her before now, The house was a plain o0ld fashioned
country home cutside but furnished elsgantly on the in-
. éide for that part of the country. Beth loocked at the
figl plush and velveﬁ;carpets and;was afreid she would
catch the grippe from germs ;1dden away in their deptls,
but there was nothing to be done but stay and take chances,
. .for Mrs, Q&mden would be vé;y much insulted if she went
home that evening.

Beth had been intending when she had an opportun-
ity to talk over the possibility o having a Sunday School
in‘Hazelwood with Mrs, Camden., The doctor's house stood
on the bank of a small s%ream of clear water and thers was
e fine spring near, and between six or eight hundred yards
stood Weldgn Brothers!' store of general merchandise and’
about four hundred yards west of the store was brg, Wodén's
house and about six hundred yards southwest from the store
and the same distance southeast from Mrs, Woden's stood a
frame school house, in a grove, but trimmed up so people
could ride in and hitch their horsés to the trees, Mrs,
Camden was favorable but ssid the effort must be in

earnest and for the good ofrﬁpe people, and Beth agreed

with her about that.
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So after tglking it over with the Weldon brothers,
who were sons of & missionary-who, after many years ser-
vioce among the people, had diéd there some years before,
tiey promised to post a notige on their store‘ door, of
the Sunday School., The school was well paéronized by the
several_different denominztions tha£ were theee ;ut Beth
insisted that they should not talk/denomfnation but stﬁdy
the Bible together. The wild voung men with their high
-top boots and spurs Jingling, and a hump under their coats
sﬁowing ﬁhere they carried their guns, came in very quiet
and teachable. In time the Bible school became popular. .

The next Monday morning Beth was ready to start,
her pony harnessed up and had on her hat and gloves when
the doctor came out, "So you go to the Harding neighborhood
tbday/Mrs. Hill?; "Yes sir,"™ "You had-better stay tonight
at Hardings: The o0ld man is dead now but he was one of the
oldest settlers and most influential men thers. That is
why the settlement is nemed for him. He and his people used
to sometimes stop with'me. You will have time enough to

stop on the way at the few scattered houses on the road

and reach there about sundown.
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On her way Beth heard her cart wheel squeaking,
passing a farm house a man called from the yard, "Say
124y do yo hear your cart wheel cussing you? Better
stop and let me give\it some dope." "Yes sir I will étOp
and would be glad to have yoﬁ doétor it., He oame to the
hodse after treating the wheel, and ordered his wife a
book. At sundown Beth drove up to-the Hardings and was
kindly received and given an easy chair, Mrs. Harcing,
a very active old lady, busied herself about supper,
leaving her daught»r to entertain Beth, The daughter
had an unnaturally large head and body, but if she had
any lower limbs they were hidden in a wheel chair under
full skirts. Her little nephew, a iittle boy three or
%our years 0ld, stood at her chair while she fed him and
answered hia childish guestions. |

Young Harding, the o0ld lady's son, and his friend
came in later and-sat down to the table and asked a mpok
blessing, and prcoeeded to eat, talking and laughing all
the while over the days work. They told how, while the§
were rounding up the cattle, such a splendid young red

cow, with horns as sharp as needles and eyes blazing had
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made for Hunter's horse. Just as he wheeled to &%¥oid her

horns, she gave the horse a dig in the ribs with her horas
‘and the horse and rider both sprawled on the ground in the

3

mud. Then such a laugh from young Harding as he continued
#
"] cracked my whip at the cow to draw her attention from
Hunter when she turned on me like a flash and the next
moment I arnd my horse went sprawling in the mud., Then
Hunter drew her attention and we wore her out at las%,’
keeping her dodging from one to the other till she gave
up and joined the bunch, Hunter drew his gun once to kill
her but I told him not to, not unless it was the last
chanoe."

Next day Beth onlled At Mr, Williems homs, a young
doctor, who had a pretty girligh wife and baby., They both
talked and acted like people of refinement. Then she
called on the one fine house in the neighborhood, Mr.
Hamilt>n, a half Indian who had a proud wife who was young
and very wite., Her husband ordered a five dollar binding
of Beautiful Stary. She never said a word but kept her big
blue eyes on Beth. )

Beth told Mrs, Walden,on her return, about the young

man, Huntex, who was herding cattle at Hardings). Mrs,

-

N
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Walden said'his mother is a Christian and it is a pity for
her son to be in such company as the Harding boy. His
folks live in Edmond. Mrs. Woden csme in end said, "Mrs.
Hill, ocome stay with us tonight, Henry is sick with the
pneumonié and we have no woman folks Fo sitiﬁp wi th Lenora
~and me, and I am afraid to trust him with brother and
other boys." Henry Humphrey was a young man wor«ing on her
farm. Beth told Mrs. Woden she would be right up after
supper. Latér Beth entersd the general living room and
found the sick man lying back in a corner of the rdom on
a clean white bed, with Mrs, Woden quietly watching the
patient calling to him to ;urn; she dropped a live coal
of fire into a dipper of water and after it sputtered and
cooled gave 1t to him to drink. Lenora sat in a dark
corner quiet as a mouse, while Bud and Wade had a large
fat chicken hanging by a wire string, roasting before the
open fire to keep it roasting evenly. Plainly enough
théy meant tc feast %hile they watched. Wede Camden,
. the wildest boy in the country, whose screams were known

by everyone far and near(for'there was nothing that

could imitateit, man or betst); -welked restlessly about
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first in, thgn out, with his big brass spurs Jing}ing.
At last Beth said in her most pefsuasive tone, "Wade why
don't you take off your spurs?"” He put his feet upgn a
chair close to her, and said in a low’soft tone, "Mrs, Hil;%
will you please take them off?" Such a request from any -
.one els; would Pave surprised everyone, but from that
gpoiled boy it seemed quiet natural and right. She un-
buckled and took them off, soon after she heard them jing-
ling and looked at him and he had put them on again; but
he soon after went to another room and slept.,

_After awhile everyone retired leaving Betty and
Beth alone with the sick man. Beth asked if the doctor
thought the man's caée serious. ;Betty answered, "No, he .,
says not, but I know he is a very sick man, and the worst
of 1t is he doesn't seem to want t0o get well. He has
never seemed to0 care whetheéihe lived or died since he
killed old Bosti;." "What! Has he killed a man too%"
""Yef, but he couldn't very well help it. The old Indian
was drunk and shot Henry twire when he met him riding with

friends. They had had no guarrel but the Indian was just

drunk and blood-thirsty and when he raised his gzun the
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third time Henry shot him and he dropped from his horse
dead, ana Henry hégiggver been the light heartedlboy hs
"was before, -

A little later Lenora ceme in and drew a chair
near Beth and sat down. DBoth women looked lovingly at
this sweet girl then Betty began to laugh andltea;e,"Mrs.
Hill you ought to héve been here yesterday. Henry want;d ~
some buttermilk and we begged ﬁade to go to Mrs. Hodgq§

*

and' get some but he dida‘'t want to go, said his horse was

.
4

not here and that he could not cross the creek. So Bud

told him if ‘he would go that ne,Bud, Would carry him across

the creek and for him Ep call when he got back and he

would bring him back again. Wade‘want, Qnd you know ﬁow

big and stout Bud is and Wade is such a little dude? Just i
as lunch was ready he called Bud., Bud said he would not
go until he had his dinner. Lenora beééed him to go said
Bud had promised, and Wade kept calling, and ienor; said
she yould not eat dinner until he went and if ﬂe did net
go right away she would gon to ﬁle store and get one of the

boys to‘go over with a horse and get him. Bud‘saw he had

to go 80 waded across anmd brought Wade over on his back.
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"Hush Betty, Mrs. Hill don't want to hear all that
nonsense."” But she only laughed and Batty went on. Last
night I lay down a while and left Lenora and Wade sitting
up, they thought I. was asleep, I was right here on the
couch and Wade would say in his'soft drawling way,'Lenora
I love you! lét's get m;;;Zed. ¥ade, you can‘t work and
you won't go to school, you could not support a wife 1if

you had one., Why don't you go to Ggollsge when your mother

sends you? She pays all your bills and gives you spending

" A *

)
¢

Lenora I wil}”stay next time if you will go if mother will 0
TS .

send ALY I will go if you will promise to marry me after
We come baokf :Wade'I will wait to see‘if you go before I
promise for I know your mother will not send me? QYes she
wil%,l,yill ask her?z He was positive for his mother sel-
dom ré;ﬁsed'him anything.

After another trip Beth called to see how the young
man was. Mrs. Woden said, He is well and all right, but
I wish you would stay tonight, Lenora is sick and we are.

. U
alone as my brother had to go away. Lenora was lying down

and her sister was bathing her arms and hands with camphor.
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She had had an attack with her heart and was subject to
them. Mrs. Woden said,‘JLenora sat uﬁ last night with
Mr., Wentlow's 0dd maid sister, who has tg; rever; Sﬁe
complained to Lenora that she couldnt rest because her
vack ached so bad, said if ;he had something to support
hef’baqk she believed she could rest allitfle, an&uv’
Lenora lay down beside her and let the sick woman lean
against her to rest. The sick woman slspt,“but of courss
Lenora did not rest. After such a strenuous night, small
wonder she 1s sick! Moh Lenora'how'could you do that"®
asked Mrs, Hill, "She seemed to be suffering so I was
gsorry for her," replied the girl., Beth felt humiliated

to think of this beautifuly girl, not oclaiming to be a

Cthristian, sacrificing herself and endangering her life
in that savage wild Aountry, where thers was none to know
or care, or give the need ful praise sc sweet to some
people., Would I have done that? thought Beth, Could I
have had the courage to lie down in that contagioué bed
and let that poor sick, fevered body .rest her aching baok

against mine? No! I am selling the Bible and suffering

hardships, traveling over a rough country of miles and
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miles of high divides and along whiskey trails, crossing
swollen streams. But that 1ife had 1ts charm as well as
danger, out in the free open gir. Oh! god now hast thou
taught this young girl fhe religion of the gentle Christ?
So gelf saorifiocing! So unselfish! Whiie with many ad-
vantages I am yet seifish and inocapable of such. She is
nobles and eweet, gentle like my mother, whose whole life
was one of sacrifices. Why, Oh why was I not like my mother?
These thoughts grieved poor Reth, while s helc ssomsd %o
hover over the dear, uncomplaining patient girl! Holding
out her hands to her sister while she panted for breath,
and that Spanish woman oalled héréelr a heathen, patied
the girls cheeks and caressed her saying,“poor little sis,
you will feel better directlyf Still rubbing geﬁtly and
taking up the poor limp hand and kissing it gently. And
Beth thought I never knew before that there was another
ndble, sweet,loving, gentle, brave and true charaoter in
the world like my beautiful French mother, but Lenora has
the sams long, black, silky hair, and soft brown expressive
eyea and the same character. Beth's heart seemed to be

bleeding inside as she sat silently watching while every
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fifteen miputeé Betty gave her a spoon full of medicine
. left by a physician, until she slept quietly and breath-
ed easily. ° .

Then they sat there and talked low till late in
the night. Betty said, I Legged my mather to lea?e Lené;;
Qith me because I cannot bear po stay alone since my hus-
band was killed. His liZe wes attempted many times, but
he watbhed and they could no%t get him only by treachsry.
using & boy. A Mr, Turner oame to my husband and told
him kMrs. Taylor had offerad him a thousand dollars to
kill Tom, my husband, but he told her,"I couldn't do it,
You once bribed me when I needed it."™ But watoh she will
get some one who will do the deed. About a month later
Turner was found dead in the road, he had been shot in
the baok from the bushaes,

. After that when my little Buddy was only two weeks
0ld, we had a bed in sasch corner of that east rocom. Mr,
Woden was sleeping in this oormer and the nurse in the
o£ber with the baby. It was a warm night an@ I had . |

thrown a quilt on the floor in the middle of the room

and was lying between the two beds, but out of the light
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of the moon, which was shining brightly in at the window,
when I saw a man's faoce pressed against the glass. He
seemed to be try?ng to see the bed in the corner. I
think he was tryipg to make sure which bed my husba;d o¢-
oupied. The thought flashed over me that he would shoot
and that he had not seen me, so I sprang from iﬁé pallet
to the kitchen door screaming,“Morse, there's a man at
the window!” ‘He jumped out of bed with his gun in his
hand, but the fellow had just fled through the woods,
which grew thick near the window. I afterwards had the
brush and trees cut away between the house and the store
50 i could watch getter. We are aiways watching for a
bullet., That is one thing that has helped to make
Lenoré have this heart spell. The othq? nigﬁf- %hen we .
came home from the singing sehool, you know it is the
first here and we all go, when we came in Lenora came in
a 1little ahead of me, Henry was sleeping on the settes
on the latticed porch. She thought 10 startle him and
grabbed him, as quick as a flash he was on his feet, his

gun.in hand and pointed in her face. She was begging

him not to shoot saying, "It is I, Lenara, don't shoot



329
SIMPSON, ELIEN, INTERVI EW.

9 o
Henry. I snatched the revolver away from him and he drop-
, ped back on the settee nearly fainting, he come so near
killing Lenara., Even my baby, if you point to his navel
ask him what made that hole9 Buddie will answer, "A man
ghot me dere." and you saw what a time I had watching and ¢
stealing the guns out of the beds of the sleeping watchers
when Henry was sick, lest a guﬁ go off and kill some one
in the house,

QWhich way today;yasked the doctor as Beth was
getting ready for another trip. She said out toward Judge
‘Good's._“Well)that is a good neighborhood, c0ﬂparatively
speaking, and some wealth in land and cettle{ Beth found
the 0ld lady seated on her front~gallery; She was much
pleased with the book because of the illustrations, but
she ecould not read. She told the men to feed Betﬁ’s pony
and lariat it out on tﬁe grass and that she must stay all
night, Beth saw the men trying to rope the ponyfs foot
and asked them whai they were doing. They told her they
were lariating her horse., Beth, never having seen an

animal tied any other way than by the neck, thought she

W .
might breek her leg. Oh, no madem,that is the best way}
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a horse might break his neck 1£ tied by it, but I never
knew of oné hurt tied by the footy Being satisfied that
they knew best, Mrs. Good brought her across the broad
gallery, through a wide old fashioned entry into a big
two story log house.’ After supper and a pleasant chat,
the two old ladies retired, both sleeping in the same
big room with a wide fire placé and a cheerful blazing
fire to drive out the evening chill. There were two great
high posted bedsteads with deep feather beds filled with
goaose feather;, raised on the place, sﬂffull/zzathers that
Beth's thin body hardly made a dent in it. She sobn féll |
asleep only to %e awakened by some one whiségring so loud,
to use an 0ld saying, if not true, as loud as thunder.
Beth held her breath and listaned and finally tried to
see. It wa; Mrg, Good kneeling beside her bed praying in
a loud whisper,; every word could be heard plainly, wish
';e could say as much far some of the singers in the modern
chuych choirs. 3She prayed for her friendé and neighbers,
kgr herds_men and her cattle, and all of God's creatures,

and for her enemies, and especially and fefvently for the

guest within her doors, and the husband she was separated
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from, though he was at that moment sleeping on a aouch
in the hall. Her prayer finished she returned to her bed,
having risen at midnight for her devotions, as Beth after-
wards learned was her custom. She said next morning Beth
could bring her a book but wguld not have her name on the
1list of subscrivers,

Next place of importance was a negro minister in
a colored community. He seemed a sincere Christian, in-
telligent and anxious to hear from Christian peocple in
other countries, and orﬂered\g\farge Bible in a twelve
dollar binding,l. d

She reached Judge Hamilton's that night. His wife
was such a fine woman, a half breed Indian and so was he,
but both had college educations and were Presbyterians.
He was an own brother to the Hamilton in the Harding
neighborhood who had a proud wife. Beth wds warmly wel-
~comed to their home. After supper by, Hamilfon took her
out td see the Judge's hunting dogs; they were well fed
and cared for and there werAnine of them. The Judge and

his wife tendered her a cardiel invitation to stop with

them whenever she came in their neighborhood. Their fine



SIMPSON, ELLEN. . INTERVIEY.

42
hospitality wes appreciated, for they as well as most of
the others, charged nothing for feed for herself and her
pony. All was free as sunshine,

All ready for anotheﬂ start, l'Doc‘cor)l will go to-
day to that other Mr. Walden's villageq \kll righﬁ)I will
direZt you how to go; it is a long drive and the peaple
are peor. You had better stay at Mr. Hemks., e often
gtays here with us and he will do as well as hé can by you.
Take about three feeds for the ponyf After getting her
directions she dréve off across a corner of Cherokee Cousty
and out on the Divide, which is a continuous chain of‘hills
that you follow along from one to the other with onl& a dip
between them like the waves of the sea. She had been warned
to avoid herds of cattle, as they were sometimes dangerous.
If one of them was to0 kick up 1ts heds and bellow and start
for you all the.bunch would follow, bellowing and their
tails flying and would run over and trample you to pfe;es.

Passed mwiles and miles of'high prairies, passed the:
seven oaks, a prominent landmark, could be seen for several
miles and was caunted the highest point in that slmost free-

*

less country, and like the seven stars, weas known as far
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as could be seen. On aqd on,not a house in sight, not a
person seen all day, @hé vast rolling prairie stretching
out in every direction. Beth felt like a small speck in
an endless world. The silence was so oppressive that
even the pony seemed nervous, for when Beth spoke sﬁe
started and pricked up her ears, and acted as thcugh she
wanted to run away. Beth.got vat énd walked beside hey)
talking and patting her to quiet her, and to remove the
gfeat oppression of the great silence. She passed a
herd of cattle about one half mile distant along about
five- o'clock. Just ahead was a fringe of ti ber, that
m;ant & stresm of water. As she descended the steep en-
trance ts the valley, on the left was a thicket of red
swi tches éhat must have been dogwood, that éave a
_beautiful haze to the atmosphere surrounding them. What
a'peaceful peace! The peace of God seemed to haover over
. that shelterea nook. At the foot of a steep bank was a
cledr stream rippling over the pebbles. Beth put her

arms around a treé‘and rested her head on - its trunk'while

her pony drank and talked to it with tears., Ohl beéutifull‘,
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beéutiful tree! I thank the great heavenly Faé&er for
your presence. Then kneeling by the streap ghe E@aned
over it enjoying the sound of the running water. \The
~sun was getting low so she hurried on. A.half mi£¥
farther she reached Mr, Hanks place. Beth told Mr& Hank
thet .the doctor had directed her to his ranch for Jq%,
night. Hank was a gruff acting person; the kind of a msen
you would naturally avoid. His wife was a timid, scared-
looking soul. Threyhad suppﬁf in the kitchen, Beth seated
with the family. The man mouth-pieced th; conversation,
which was anything but pleasing to Beth, as she had come
& long journey and had had nothing to eat since early
mothing. The meal consisted of corn pone, bacon and greens,
and everything smelled stronély of soap greass, She tried
Yo chat cheerfully, sipping her can of sour mi}k and making
lame excuses far not eating gnd was glad when the time ocame
to retire for the night. In the morning her pony was gone.
Beth was sure frightened, miles away from any_where and
afoot. nOh, you found my horsé( didn't you?ﬂ‘&ee, she was

_standing around e neichbar's lot eating dry corn stalks,” -

- » K
replied the boys. Come to breakfast called from the
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kitohen. The ocall was welcomeq by the traveler, hoping
to find the breakfast ;atable, biscuitg and coffee at
least, but what mekes the butter so blie?what on earth was
the matter with 13? And the biscuits? Miserablel Both'
smelled like spap grease amd tagﬁed impossible.* She foroeed
one bite then managed to hide the rest under her apron, and
the coffee was not coffes at all, but sBmething with which
she had never met before called coffge.n

She was soon on her\way again afte; giving that poor
little woman a half dollar. On her way back- she looked at
some of the poor houses, bug'saw~nothhpg fa tempt ﬁer.to-

LY

delay her homeward journey. She thougﬁ% as'éhe drové‘along.
of the worst poverty ever thoﬁghﬁ of, an;)that poof ;1£tle
scared woman that stared and trembled evqutime her husband
spoke to her, and everytime he spoks to his family it wsas
a command or a rebuke. Thefboys hurried wild eyed and
with sullen looks to opey every word and their mother would
nasten to help trem, looking wistPul and so unhappye

. Beth thousht it all over as she drove along and bent

her steps toward Mrs, Hershells, not the nearest road home

but a road qhe was more feamiliar with that led through tim~
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ber and was more settled. Besides she kneﬁ she would get
something to eat and her pony fed, fa shs tgought possible-
ly the corn in the ocart had been kept to feed the Hank family,
instead of being given to the pony. She found Mrs, Hershell
just starting down the rocky hill to the most besutiful i
gtream of water, the hill so steep that had you fallen from
the door of her house you would have landed in the oreek,
She had her fishing pole and Her can of bait.‘“ﬁénnA!’she
oried“hurry up and get Mr. Hill some breakfast, she says
she is hungry:\ Lenna was her auburn haired niece, young
and prettyiwhose husband was in the pen. They were living
on one of Mrs: Taylor's places or ranch where she had
branding pens where the young cattiemcre brought in and
branded and corralled that were in that section. She slso
boarded her ranch hands here and kept qui te & few pensioners
besides, who had rendered services to her. I had met this
"young woman before ﬁi%h her baby., The grass and bushes
surrounded the cabin almost reaching the top of the door.
People had an idea hesr husband was hiding out in the day
time and staying home as much as possible at night; he

was keeping away from the Unjted States Marshals, but now
\ .
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he was gone ana she waé coocking for the ranch hands. 'ls
soon as you eat breakfast Mrs, Hill, dome down and help
me catoh same of these fine trout? said %rs, Hérsneli,
cheerily}\Yéu never saw finer, maybe bigger but never
better, Lenna,give her a hook and line, I have twoupoles.
Beth told her she didn't thipk she could stay and emjoy
such a treat as she always tried to be hoﬁe on Saturdays
and Sundays. What a breakfast! Snow white biscuits that
fairly melted in your mouth and golden yellow butter, a
bowl of rich ereamy milk, right out of an old fashioned
apriﬁé~house where the milk orooks sat in the cold spring
- water all the time; this was a feast fit for a queen,
“Strange that tges; people in the little hamlet of Annie
are all/étar;ing, while there is-such plenty in the 1and!”
exolaimed Bsth. “Well it is the kind of people they are
and you will find more like themy said Mrs, Hershell, for

she had ocome bagk to get Beth and she continued,"You must

stay with ms toni-ht, It is twslve miles to Hazelwood and

4

it looks like rain, Don't you see how cloudy it is getting?

h

We'll have rain before night! "I hardly think so] said Betn,

L'
I think I ocan get there all right {f I can only spy the
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seven oaks before dark. Yes, and all laughed, you will
d
not spy them when the weather is murky. Why must/go home

uou
anyway? Oh, because, yes that's a reason because I will

be expeotedq l'\Vhat will you do when you get thereé,\}ell
you know I don't work more than is necessary on Saturday
and Sunday for the Advents may be right and the Sunday
keepers may be right, so I help with the housework and
relieve others, and write t0 my people and friends, and
visit the siok and sorrowful and the neglected and guoh
like? Mrs, Hershell told Beth she would be back to

her house before night because she would not be able to
see seven osks that day.

Beth thought she knew the road pretty well but
after she had been gone about an hqur a heavy mist began
to fall which made it very disagreeable and she found
there were mare farks to the road than she had ever noticed
before, but she did not want to give up. So after study-
ing the roads took the one she thought was the right one,
and drove as fast as she could, but after trying one, then

the other she left the road and drove to a high knoll

whers she could see some distanece, then she knew she was
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los?. Just as she reached the rocad again a man driving

& big team and covered wagon came up from the other way.

He asked {f she could direct him to the next village,

Beth told him she was lost buf did know the way back to

the Hershell ranch. So back to the ranch she went with

the wagon following. HJeavy thunder and lightning,followed
almost immediately by a pouring rain just as she came to

an empty house., She thoyght she would have to rush into
the stable and stay witﬁ her horse to keep dry if the house
was locked, but just then the owner of the house galloped
up and led the horse,cart and all into the stable and vo0ld
her to run into the house, It was a hard stom and rain.
After it was over the man with the covered wagon arove up.
He said he had to %urn his horses with their heads away
from the storm, and let them stand till it was over as they
refused to travel against tt. " Now Mrs, Hilljlaaid the host,
“You will have to leave your Harse here in my stable t11l
tomorroﬁ_fox this rain has a\ torrent of this creek,
and 1t would wash a pony like y&ﬁrs away, oart and a%}.
There will be no one heare for\I{am going away but the-horse

will be all right and Mrs, Hershell will sehd ons of the
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men after it inhtha morning. Now,you gefﬁin,the wagon

with this gentleman for his horses will meke it all fine,

. . : : /R
and the sheet wWtll proteet you from the next shower.
: N . )
After assisting Beth into the wagon he bade them good-by,

and swimming his hor ses acroass the swollen crgek was gone
in the darkness.
“ Next Monday Beth made & start for homé, her trib .

80 far a'failure.,ﬂI belfeve I would g0 by 0ld man Dutts’
plage 'if I were &ouf‘said her hostess,”;s it is the near-
est and best road. On the way she passed a buneh of men
lying on the grass by the side of the road; they seemed

o Yo be taking the world easy. Their horses were grazing
néar, also ; lot of donkeys in the bunch.. They looked
like travelers and one of them asie¢d her what she hgdkin
‘her.cart. She told them she had books, Two of them Bhio
to meet her and one of them looked through the cart and
went back satisfied, to his grassy bed. Beth told old
“man Dutts about it and he told her they thought she had
_whiskey. 'You could make 1lots of money and it is easy |

made, just soak some jrown peper and brown suger in water

=
g ]
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with a 1ittle bluestone in it and just 'a 1ittle alcohol, o

) H
apd you can sell for a dollar what yda can make fa a dime,

. She wanted to ask if the'cfeek was up but hurridly drove
on, almest afraid of éhe hog;ish 0ld man who leaned on
his fence, looking after her., On &rriving home she found
0ld man Dutts' wife there. The 0ld lady s;id she had
left the 0ld man besause he abused and starved her. |‘He
ought to have money? said Beth,"he says he can make whiskey
cheap and sell it higﬁ? “Yes; he can get hung if his boys
did not wa ’himf she mourned. |

Preparing for anotheritrip éeth remarked that she

was nearly sick and asked the doctor to lend her a juarter.
fhe doctor was very sorry, would be glad to let her have

" @ guarter and more if he had it. “The doctér rides all the
time but there is no money'i; the’ﬂouﬁtrf: sald his wife,
dérying as usual £o make echses for her 300 pounds'noq
havipg morey. “Ybu are ;oiné to Deep Springs today. Here
gre séme matches in case you'get lost, for that is a
possiﬁglity, there being no one living on that road,for
ir sucﬁ a thing should happen you will see a fringe of

timber to>your right. Drive straight to it and you will

\
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find water enough , dead woud to keep you warm and scare
the wolves away. There is plenty of water there in the
ereek but if you follow directions closely you can redoh —

there about sundown. 'The first house you come to is
Aunt 3enny's. She 1is an 0ld Indian woman ﬁith a white
,husband;é/Stop there and shf will treat you white. As
the doctor gave directions ceth 1istened carefully and
drove steadily, watching closely for land mérks, such as
sudden turns in the road to miss a gully or a flat rock
beside the road, After passing the last land mark she
decided she knéw she was nearly there and just as the sun
began to sink behind{the'ﬁorizon there was sunt Jenny's
house and Betg drew a sigh of relief and the pony gaie a
longer one when they halted.aﬁ the gate.

Aunt Jenny ceme out tomeet the stranger and took
her in and told her husband to take care of her bony.
But on first gight of the place Beth noticédna';ow of
sﬁali houses along the north fence,‘and wondered vwhat
they were. They could not be shssep housés, they were too
*small and too low for chicken houses and two big and soliq

for coops, what ecould they be? And thefe was s0 many of _

v
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them, about a dozen or more. She sald to herself, I will e

ask about 'them later, after L have be=n here long enough

not to sesem inéuisitive, but they were soon forgotten in

the crowd that gathered for supper, and quietl; sat down‘
one, two and three at & tim?. They ranged all the way

from two to fifteen years old. . all orphans who that good

0ld womsn was raising, having rsised many others, same of
whor married while others were attending Indian schools

or colleges. She talked pleassntly while her husband
linzer-4 outs;de. She said referring to her hﬁsband's slow -
mofion,*my husband he lazy. My first husband Indiag, he ‘
lazy. .Foiks say, you marry white wman he no fgf%azy: But
he lazy, toJ{' Ag soon as he came in they hed supper in
the kitchen, fried ham and cofn pone and sweet
. milk, very nice qﬁd good. Soo; after the children slipped
quietly to bed without a word. How different they were fpgp
wh{te children! All were ready to retire by ten o'eclock.
“irs. Hill we heve & good feather bed in the ki tohen, if

you would like to sleep in there? These ghildren are

afraid to sleep in the kitehen, so they-all sleep in

i ‘ T

f ‘ - - 3
here, 1% was & very large room, I -suppose it had been

.
'
-t
‘y\#-
T .
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built large to accommodate the children., Beth had noticed
that the kit;hen " was neat, and a good fire burned in the
open figg place. It waes truly inviting looking room,
" There was an 0ld fashioned candle stick with a téllow candle
on the table and a nice clean white bed, piling & few more
logs on the fire Beth was soon sound asleep, Qut dreamed,
snd waked, saw I.n her dreams dead people crawling out
from under the floor into the yard ;‘they came out one, °’
two and three, six eight, ten aud after a while more came .
out and some crawled baok again. They stood in bunche;
here and there and segmed to be talking togather;‘others_
joinéd them and they seemed to be visiting tOgathr~and
. went up to the curious 1ittle houses that she had noticed’
an h:; arrival, Dead pgople came out of those hoﬁées and
seemed to talk with those that come from under the floor,.,
They walked about togather for some time. They seemed to
be converging like live people do, but;finally they re- -

2

turned to,their‘rqspective places, the same bunch crawling

under the floor ‘again. Wel%’thought Beth, whet an. uncanny
dreeam, but the fire was still burning brightly and she

sbon‘?ell'asleep again and the same dream came back, the
“ T ’ '

Ay -

b ™ ~
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dead psople orawling out,‘visiting their neighbors over
the way, but doing all their visiting outside; the same
ones always coming back crswling under the house;all was
silent once-mére, and the ones in the littie houses would
go back to théir derk ;nd silent houses, soﬁe remained
outsi@e seeming to talk, but no sound. 4l1 was quiet
and still. Beth decided to remain awake the balance. of
the night, so she replenfshed the fire and lkept awake as
~long as she could, but ov??come’by wesringfs she wes |
soon sleeping éeadefully tgfs time without dreaming till
dqyliéht, %hen Aunt Jenrdy aroused her\mpving abo;t getting
 breakfast after which Beth hurried off hoping to get in
enouéﬁ‘orders vo-pay for her trip,-but forgot agein to
ask about those queer little hauses that aroused her
cur}ositf so much especially after such a straﬁge dream,
- She noticed them again as she drove off and thought she
would ask-some one later about them.

The fird$t cabin she entered was a drunken Indian's
The most terrible,fierce looking monster she had .ever
seen, ,His wife kept hold of him, pushing him firmly but
gﬁntly.toyards the bed, and got him on it, By this time

Beth was leaving and the Indian woman looked like it was
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a wise move. That @an’a eyes, red eyes, followad her till
they looked dangerous. Be%h remembered what 8 friendly
f;dian woman figdd- said tb her. That she would be afraid to
go,if she was Mr, Hili, among £hose people, sO she“drév;
straight for home having seen encugh of the Deep Spriégs
folks. On reaching Hazelwood she found Mr. Simpson at the
Hazelwood store with his wagon. “Drive’stréight on hdme,
Beth,I must go byre neighbor fo; the folks, then I will
come right on? Beth stopped when she got near home and
filleé’her cart wi;h slabs of bark off of the rail fence,
then drove on home. It was getting dark when she reached
the house. I will not unhitch until they come for if this

l

pony should get loose in this big corn field' she would be

ﬁard,to catch. She ygilt a fire with bark and cooked sup=- )
per in'the:tept by the flickering 1ahp and sat down and

wai ted for her sister's folks., She thought sge heard some-
thing fall in the house, but it was so dark she did not go
in to seq.yha% it was. She wanted a drink df fresh waﬁe;

" but would not dare go down thﬂt(steepvtrail for fear of

meking a missten and falling over the bluff intoc the green

glims tog among tﬁe snakes, so she waited, watohed,'and
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listened and decided something surely must have heppened
and they were .not coming, But just as she was about to
give up all .hope the dog came running toihé;iqvihéffamily
was not far behind him, John laughed at §?ﬁ$;ay{§géthat

- A { - ’;\
ghe was afraid of ghosts.t Well maybe so said Beth, I

2

did not know as they would be so peacefully inclined as

. I ' T
sunt Jenny's ghosts were. Then she told them about her

buried under all the old Indian houéea,,just as close

as they can get them and that is the reason the ahildren‘fil

would not sleep in that kitchen as they had seen-them

put there, and the little hicuses you saw therfe were graves,
(and if an Indian of importance,once ever& year fa éboﬁt
fiv; years they ‘have a feast'and send é litﬁle 6f every ihing
tﬁey have to eat to the ane in the‘grave, through a vent or
Opéning tgey leave in the grave,(Mostly in Caddo tribe)f
“are you joking, John?”\ko,ysaid his"wife,mdidn't
yow know, Beth that all the Indians in this country bury
their desd under’the'floors;’“l have been told when a
murder has beeh committed ip a house the Indian leaves

) N
it, and no one ever lives there again, I know of such’

e

* 34y

s
.
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a c;)ttage rotting down and the tom fuller patch grown up
in weeds, but I never heard of grave yards under the floors
befcré':( ‘;{es,msaii hn)“t\hey are £00 lazy to dig graves
deep enough to’ keep t cowtes from digging them up, so
they bury the in shal\ow q‘nez; under the floor until xghcare
18 no room, tfien they m?ye out end * nail up the ha:se xnd
| build s new Bne.\ 1‘Do youﬁéee %In;tﬂold ‘tumbleg, dowa. oabi&
in the ﬁeld von er? Thalt {s why 1t hes not been moved \nd

r—

<« &

"tne ground mcmed \n is an old Incuan cabin and under it

is their\ dead, and ‘?o one ayer'.goes there or bothers 1t. \»,
\ \ N

some feeling cama over\ her. L 11} have to make 4 cut on

\ .
the price of my books a\ the pl ce\a where I stay all night

\

but t‘lat will not be hard @s every one will be anx1ou§ to
\

a

\ - get the book and gl of a ohanoe to help pey for it tha v

1d saying, that is, !
\\ \\
lost; for the want o-f\

\\ the ‘want of a horse a ki
home ‘sarly on Monday mo
\ 1)
‘ \
Tyesday and by ‘ﬁ{edne,sday

A\ Ve

r thg‘\want of a \{. the dmoe\was‘

hoe the horse was \&st and for -~
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night shé went to bed supperless, after drinking a glass
of wa?er'with a lemon squeezad in'it. At night her féver
would ool end she arose and felt refreshed and rested.,
But she thought,.If I don't have a lemon I will %e sick
and could lase my iire for the want of twenty-five cents,

As she drove to her\field of labor she thought, I
must g0 to the poor people or they will miss getting.a
glimpse of the Bibles, and in many instances it will be
thsir first glimpse.of undérstanding. Along‘the river
bottoms, following trails from ome cabin to another, she
found poor old women and some young ones, of;en surround-
ed By a swarm of frightened, timid children, their bodies
ecant&ly covered with rags, oid anﬁ faded. They seemed
. plqased as well as’surprised to have the book shown them.
One poeor old lady,not so old either, but worn, watched
with deep interest while Beth turned the leaves slowly,
telling the pictures\that were a stary in themselves.
But espeéially was she impressed by the picture of Jacod
flesing for his life, leaving parenté,-home and friends,
lying out on the far off plains, alone in the dark still

night,' the green sward for a bed and a stone for his

A »

»
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pillow, The tears trickled down her poor, wrinkled face /

and dropped on her poor faded dress, as Beth read from
the book, 'Though like a wenderer, the sun gone down, the
darkness bevover me, my rest a stone. Still in my dreams’
i'll be, nearer my God to thee, nearer %o thee.' ~'Then
pletures of Jesus, the gentle loving Christ,,wno“loved
the poor, the sick, tho afflicted, buth in coul and body,
and oni& askoq forilove in return. 4nd she B&id,“I have
lived in this desolate wilderness for fourteen years, and
have never b;?n inside a church in all thet time or looked

- inside of a Bible, or heard the name ﬁf God spoke in
revereneeﬂ Oh! what a life, so sad, dreadfull Beth shed

" tears of sympathy and wished that she could give those
poor pescple & copy of Beautiful Stary.

Monday night ttred, Tuesday almost exhausted, Fednes-
day stopped earlx)tried tc rest but very feverish, Thursday
Jmnight haé bad night} Friday at home, had a bath and had some
lemons and retired early; felt better Saturdey, Sunday felt

liks she must be at Sunday school at Hazelwood. ' Oh, Beth

don's try to get there todayf begged her sister,"you s&id

you must leave your pony at home to rest, just as though

kN
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you didn't heed it “But)sister, I will start early and
walk slow. I wouldn't go but I met Mr. Weldon Friday
on my way here and he said the Bible school would go to
piecés ir I ﬁid not came, and others have been sending
me wofd to came, so you see I must go? She reached
Hazelwood tired and perspifing; shé went up stairs at

her o0ld home, the doctor's, and had a bath and some

"clean fresh clothes, although NMxs, Walden was not-at

home, Beth was always home there, and found her room as
hgd }eft it, feeling refreshed she went over to the . ‘;
school house, |

The house was full and everything went d}f all
right, except tha; br. Wanak wanted to talk up the
seventh .dsay sabgayh. Beth ecoaxed him to wait till some
other timne and place., Beth now had between two hundred
and fifty and three hundred dollars worth of pooks ordered
that she considered géod, to be delivered in November and
December, all before Christmas, man: of them were ordered
for Christmas gifts for grown sons and daughters, and
other members of the families aand for fri ends,.

Monday following Beth said, Dootor, I muet not get

sick now, give me something to cool my fever so I oan rest
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He did but told her she had better not try to travel that
day, just wait a “ew days. Monday night, a terrible day

j .
fever set in and her bones racked with pain from the

'e

malaria. - Every day “r. Welden brought quinine to the bed
i1l Beth could take no more. ' No more quinine for meﬁ A
sald Beth, T was so thirsty last night and every time I
tried to get water I fell and had such a time getting
back in bed, I was drunk, Mrs, Welden told her it was
not gquinine that made you drunk, it was morphine? nNo,“ .
said Beth,ﬂit was not morphine &s I told the doctor not
to give me morphine becguse it always puts me out of my
head and does me no goodf \Qes I know but he did give it
%o you, he put it in the quinine, Right here Beth lost

confidence in the doctor. uWell, well, I wish you could

A H oW
let my sister know as I want to go home, Oh, no,Mrs,

" Hi1l, the doctor cén take care of you so much better here,

and you are no trouble, the children will bring you wster,

-

o
X

they love to wait on you, You know hsw reople will 1‘.&116,*'é
3
they will say, Oh, yes she was all right when she could

/
work, but nHow that she is sick they will turn her out!

¢ And you know how they talk about the doctor eny way; he

-
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’has 80 man& enemies, now take your quinine and you will

be well égain? Beth took the medicine and the doctor went

to the city. When he returned Beth was in a raging fever .

and delirious. The doctor and his wife #satched by her

bedside all that night and in the maorning of the next day, -
the doctor sent word to Mrs, Simpson, that Mrs, Hill was

very alok, and if there was ﬁo change she could not live

long. In the afternoon Mrs. Simpson came with a bed in

the wagon. The doctor told him thatshe couldn't be moved

though her fever had gone down and delirium with it,

Lo s
7 e A

That agterpqon she lay in a stupori‘Sﬁnday mor ning
Mrs. Woden ané Lgﬁora oame over to see her thougﬁ they
were not ffiendly to the doaetor., Whils they were there
Bhe felt the cold chills creeping over her. She said,
please give me a cup of strong black pepper tea, I feel
one of those dreadful chills coming back., Though she
did not know just how sick she had been sﬂe felt like
another chill would be the end of her, Poa Mrs, Walden
dragzed into the kitchen, mare dead than alive, or it

looked 1like that to Beth, who looked appealingly at§

Lenora who hastened out of the room and returned in less
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than a minuté wifh a cup of gtrong blagk pepper tea,
haviné turned the boiling coffee into the cup instead of
waéer as thg coffee was already hot. Beth drank the tea
and pretty soon a warm moist feeling came over her and
the chill was gone. “I am all right now, look over to

H o !
the schovl house, Lenora, are the people gathering? Yes.

\tDo you see the Hodge boys thereé{‘&es,‘they are therey

“I wish, Lenora, that you'd go and ask Billy if he would
go over to Mr, Wanak and get him to go to.my si ster's
and have them coms after me? Lenora hurried off and

soon'returned, sayingf’Billy haéﬁébﬁe as fast as his

harse, aould carry_nimf “Thank you, my dear child.  Betty,
before you go home let me have a dollar:‘\i have no money,
Mrs. Hill)but I can get you anything in the store that
you wantf( Bath mentioned that she wanted a bottle of -
Chea tems Chill tonio.“ Run right over and get it, Lenora,
and anything elsa that she may want:“Thank you, Betty '

that is all I went. You are more than welcome, and any-

time you want anything you just let me knéw and I will

el ‘
gladly get it. A little later Billy Hodge returned, say-
ing that Wanak sprang with his knees on his horse bare

back and started with a whoop and his loug hair streaming
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out behind in the wind, By noon her folks were th;re.
The sister whom she loved and~trusted was sitting by her
bed. She said:\Beth you know that tall bent-over trée
that stands in our yard? I climbed thét and called
John, He was a mile from home with his dog and gun; but
‘
he heard me and ceme as quick as he could., He said he
knew #t was me calling him and that he was nee@ed when I
called like that:’

They took Beth home in the cool of the evening and
she took her chill tonic and improved steadily, but it was'
several weeks before she could get to work again."Now it
is toc late to have my books come by freight. I will have
to order them by expréss and don't have enough money, but
I will oxder them C, O. D. énd I have a few booké hare
‘that I can deliver, ans as éoon<as I.canl wilé g0 see
Judge Hamilton to see if he will lend me forty dollars.

1

Then I can ta§e ?pe books on the installment plan, deliver
the firs.t ’1nst&liment, and then taks out another.ﬂ lIﬁoward
ﬁring ué the pony, and hiteh him up for your Aunt Beth:/
oalled his mother, When Beth set her foét on the step of

the cart shs trembled, John saw how weak she was and
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said,“Beth you had better let me deliver them books for
you. They all belong in this neighborhood don't they?“
“I wish you could;Johnf “I Purely ocan and willf When he
stepped into the cart with his shiny shoes he exclaimed,
‘this is fine, T wouldn't ask for anything better as he
drove in the orisp morning air. After he was gone Peth
said,“if he had traveled all summer in the noonday heat
of the sun, anmd the damp chilly air of the night, when
‘the darkness seems to be filled with ghosts that float
about and around you, following, still following settling
down on you and seeming to smother and‘llindfold ?ou;
dragging you down and down till wheﬁ you try to walk you
feel as if there is a heavy weight hanging to your feet,
and your poor body racked with pain, he would then tell
a different story?

Dark came on and John hadn't returned, all went
to bed at the usual hour, still no‘John. Soon after ro:
tiring we heard him calling Howard. His mother urged him
to hurry as she knew by the way John talked that he must
have a chill, He came in'direoti&, his teeth‘chattcring

anq breathing hard like he was struggling with some strong
&

356
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monster, He stirred up the fire and squatted over the
coéls, shivering with ague. After getting good'and hot
he wrapped himseﬁf in a warm blanket'and went to bed,
Next morning hes took a big dose of quinine amd put an-
other dose in nés pocket,

By eight oteclock Beth was on the road again. She
reached Mrs, d;od's just as the sun was setting and such
a time! It was the round-up season, and everybody was
busy at the/pood ranch, FPens and pens of ﬁattle of every
kind and cqﬁor. Such bawling, bleating and whinlng, seem-~
ed like ayi those hundred cattle were bawling at once.
Beth stogd looking while the herdmen rode about with great
coils o% rope hun Z to their saddle horns and made things

smug for the night, gathering the young in pens to them~

selyes and unpacking and removing saddles from their horses,

turning them out on the grass, Many of the cowboys had
/falfeady unsaddled their ponies when Mrs. Good led Beth into
the house. Suoch 8 strong scent of frying meat! 3o strong
1t was q{&ulsive. Beth wondered why people worked so haxd
fa money, and after having plenty would live on such a
diet. DBut they were fine, hospitable people in spite of

their hard living.

~ay
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The next morning she weht to Judge Hamiltons but
did not get the money, and like the robber kitten, went‘
home feeling very sad, and found her deaf brother there
from Texas, to visit his sisters. “Oh, Thaddeus, how
glad I am to see you, how did you come; “I came on the
train across the river and meant to walk the rest of the
way but every map I met gave me a 1lift and one took me
home with him gnb kept me over night, and s8ent me on miles
farther with a neighbor and all because I was your brother,
and everyone I met, men women, and ochildren, were ready to
help me on my wa&'for the same reason. Your name brought
me over many miles of rough roads and fed and rested me,
I don't think I ever saw any one so¢ popular except'a
-candidate, what have you been doing to get the good will
of the people{ “& have taken them the gospel of the
good and gentle Jesus and that shows how they would receive
a real missionary, although I didn't know I was 8o overly
appreciated as all that. But I am so glad they were kind

to youf

\ A
‘ I am so sorry Nrs. Hill that you didn't get the mgney,

said the doctor's wife:\but the doctor says he knows that
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Mre Cam@en will let you have it if he has it. The next
evening Beth sat alone on Mr., Camden's porch. The night )
was dark and still, no sound but the thud, thud of horses
‘hoofs .as they moved about in the sorral near by, and the
gurgle of the river as it wound its way through the forest,
deep and dark. The sleeping baby carefully put to bed, Mrs,
Camden joined her., A minute later mr..Camden stepped out
on the poreoh brin-ing a ochair witﬁ him , and seated him-
self nesr Mrs. dill without making & sound, his steps were
as soft as a cat's, and every movement silence itself.

He spoke in a voice s0 low and soft that 1t seemed
to come from across the water and from no where. Beth
looked at him or what she could see of him.in the dark and
gondered where that great, tall, rawboned, redheaded Indian
got his strangely fascinating, gentle manners. He said,

“I hear you have béen very siock, #rs, Hilft“Yes I guess I
was more sick than I knew but I blame the doctor some for
my being delirious, as I told him not to give me morphine,
for it aiways affects me sdﬁ ¢Yes,Jim{a wife to0ld us about

it;she was there when you first went out of your head; she

said you had a dreadful hot feverf 'Well I remembér when she



SIMPSON, ELLEN. INTERVIEW,

70
was there. I was so wérried because Mrs. Walden ocouldn't
see her little girls olimbing on Mrs. Camden's lap trying
to reach her beautiful fan and purse, and she was holding
them hiég over her head out o reach. You know how t10se
children take everything out of peoples pockets, gloves
handkerchiafs, anything they can get hold of, take pins
out of ladiég collars, hairpins out of their hair, and
all such liberties., But I &on*t remember anything that
took place after that until I was well enough to go home,
I have a Kind vague recollection of things the day beforse,
H

but Sunday morming my head was clear. I must tell you
» , "

how the dootor treated me onceﬁ Mr, Camden said,“MoDoweli
was to be tried for his life and I took the doctor in my
buggy, I said on the way that I was feeling badly. He
said“you had better let me give you a thorough course cf
omediéineg No I told him I wanted to be at the trial, and
I would be to0 sick to go if I took medicine, But we
found on arriving thet the trial had been put off, I was
Teeling so badly that he said again:‘You had better take
sone médicine; if you don't by the time the trial comes

(
off you will be too sick to go, sure enough{ He looked

N
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in his mediocine case and said he had no medicine that he
could give me and no money to buy any., I told him to

look in my overcoai pockst. As I was lying down he took

five dollars and spent it all for medicine. He bought

enough to last for six months and gave me soms. I was
terribly sick all night., Next morning I said,*Dock, you
must do better than that. I am feeling much worse this
marningf'WOh, I see, I will give you something better{ 80
he stirred up-somsthing in a glass and gave it to me, then
he went to the courthouse and stayed all day., I was awfully
sick all day, throwing up, deathly siock., When he came back
I said:\Dock,did you give me that medicine to make me sick?ﬂ
“No, of course not, I gave it to you to make you well? I
t0ld him I never was 80 siok in my life before. Then he
began t stir someéhing in a glass and said:\I will give

you something that will £ix you up all right. I watched

hfm stirring in the glass and I thought, Yes you are

f;xing to put me out of the way, I'll never want anything
more after taking that dose, I felt under my pillow for

my gun, but it was not there, then I remembered it was in

ny overcoat pocket., I tried to get to it tut I fell as I

i
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was .t60 siok to cross the room; if I could have reached
my gun he would never have given another dose o medicine
to me or any one else, for I meant to kill him then and
there and he knew it, so he went to another hotel. The
landlady came in then and ocured me with hot lemonade.
After the fever left me she changed the treatment and gave
ice dgld lemonade, next morning I was able to be up after
bregkfast,

Beth felt sure every word he said was true, except,
possibly a mistake about the bad intentions of the doctors.
Though she wondered why she had felt the same about the
doctor the morning of the day that she went home with her
sister after being so sicky She watched him as he stood
stirriné»up 8 g;ass of medicine and the very same thought
came to her, now he is stirring up my last Jose, I will
never want anything more if I take that, aﬁd éhe deter-
mined not'to take 1t but to go directly héme. She
argued with herself, that is a wiéked and unworthy feeling
and I must banish it but I eannot stay another day.

?The dootor told you I would lend you forty dollars;”

! W
continued Mr. Camdenin a surprised tone, when he knew I
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took him to the city and drew out every dollar I had i%
the bank and lqgned it to him to help him out of a hard
place!' Beth was astonished dumb for a time, for she
wondered how the dootor could ever pay him and wondered
more how Camden could lend the doctor his last dollar,
the man who had onee wented to kill him. But later she

understood for all the doctor had to do was to get

%

Camden drunk and the rest was easy, Wsll, thoughtlBet#,
I know where I ocan get phe mone” -by giving Shylock higﬂ-
ﬁound of flesh. éne borrowed the forty dollars but ﬁad to
give four dollars usury for the use of it two ronths,
counting on being able to sell enough bocks to pay the
money back in the first month, but to make sure of plenty
of time, giving herself two months. She had not ordered
enough boq&s to fill any orders in the thinly settled or
out of the.way places, knowing she could not reach them
before Christmas. The people were expecting her in thse
Harding neighborhood, and had their money ready until she
reached Mr. Hamilton's, the judges brother, who said he

oould not take the book., Beth looked at him squarely

. 'y :
and said firmly, I must deliver these books, Mr. Hamilton

I
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to get money to get other peoples' books cut of the ex-

.press office and I cannot take no for an answer; His

proud white wife looked on coldly and said nothing., When
he saw he was not likely to get off s0 easily he paid for
the book and took it. Beth was in hopes the proud womgp4
would ask her to spend the night, as it was raining and

any educated Indian waman would. But no she must try to
reach the young doctor's before night, so she hastily drove
off in the rain without umbrella or rain coat, She reached

there at sunset to find no one at houne, and such a lonely

. place! TIt.was back in the timber with .very btush and tree -

dripping from the rain. She must now go on nearly three
miles farther. Her pony tired and the rain still falling, _

while Beth thougpt how awful it would bgitp geleggﬁ,away

“out there in the wildérness.

She thought, I must be careful to pass around the
right side of this lidstle lake and ta<e the right road on
leaving it, for I remember when I was here before se@ing
several trails leading out from it, and there was not
much difference in the looks of the trails.at this season

of the year as the fallen lsaves lay deep every where am



365
SIMPSON, ELLIN: - INTERVIEW. \

75

darkness wou}% overtake her, even if she made no mistake
{n the road, for the trees grew thick and tall on both
sides of the road and clouds woulé hasten the night, and
there wasn't one chance in a hundred of meeting anyone._

She gave tﬂe pony a tap, saying,"now travel, Maude,
we're late and you want food and shelter as wall as I.q
After she thought she ought to be near her destination
and was frightened lest she must ste’y out in. the drizzling
rain all night, - She heard the trampling o; hofses)feet,
which sounded like a bunech of shod horses coming f%ward
her ag a gteady gait, she wondered if it was a bunch of
herders out on a8 raid or & round up, or & posse ofonited
States Marshals, for there was no ‘talking; all were silent
ridefs, they must be either Ind;gns or officers, so she
drove out to the side of the road to let them pass; it was
a party of six Indians riding single file. The leader
touched his hat instead of gfunting; showing that he was
eddocated, then she ventur:d to ask if she was on the right
road to Mr, Wickhams, He answered in good English, "Yes
Va'am about a quarter of & mile farther on,"™ and each one
imltated his leader by touching their hats, then rode om in

silence.

W
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Mrs. Wickhams greeted her with fine hospitality,
and soon she was resting in a good warm bed, with her
clothes hanging by the fire to dry. They had an early
yrgakfaat next morning, but none too soon, for the two
year 0ld beby boy, that always wanted two butters,

1"
butter, butter, Mema give me two butters., I's was nartial

[
to butter without salt, and as they did their own churn-
iag they had plenty as he liked it. ¥We had hot biscuits
and fresh, sweet butter for breakfast.

Beth left feeling fipe after her hard experience
of the night berorgrr She deli vered her last‘book on the
installment before she reached the city, ;here she took
out another batch and went over to the village of Loud,
and there étOpped with Mrs., Orde, where she had often
stopped and gave them their book that she owed them for
boaid, and heard sad news again, ' Mrs, Orde's father
and mother who were 0ld and blind, were living about
a mile from their daughters when Beth was there the last
tims. They wanted her to visit them and redd the Bible
%0 themgéBeth was having 6hills at the time and had been

lost in the damp, cloudy weather, so she put them off

A
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t111l same other time when she felt better, and now the poor
dld blind man was dead, and his wife had gone to another
village to & son. Beth felt very sad that night thinking
of another sin, the sin of omission. I could have gone
to see those 0ld people as they wanted e to and maybe
they were sore disappointed at my not doing so, I might
have weakened their faith. She lay long awake, thinking
of them,

Having delivered all her books in the village and
surrognding eountry she reached the river on her way home,
just efore the ferry man left for his home by driving
harder than she liked, for she knew he quit at sundown
and went home. She called to him and while waiting for him
to oross over, she had to taks her apron off and fan the
wosquitoes off of her pony to keep her from stampeding.
They roared like & storm. She gave the good ferryman his
book which he earned. He s;;d it was too pretty to go
with anything el§e in the house.

Beth was glad'to get home and pay the h;rd old
school master his forty four dollars, Aafter a few days

rest she was again in her cart.0On her way to Judge Hamilton
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she passed McDowell's. MoDowell lived in a olearing on
a hill in a new log capin with his young wife and baby.
Everyone knew Mack had done a killing, for which another
man had suffered the limit of the law. While Beth was
thereMoDowell's father-in-law rode up, got down and
came in, greeted his daughter and baby but only staysd
a few minutes, kissed thed'goodby end rode away, Beth
watched him and thought, there goes a man who has been
a terror in his day, having killed several men, but
showin; himself kind and tender to his own.

Mrs. Good took her book and would not sign her aross
to the paper, she said, "Mrs. Hill, you‘will surely be rob-
bed before you get baok home, carrying that hénd-bag full
of money hanging to your belt. I believe I would take it
off and put it in the bottom 3f the cart where it won't
look so handy and tempting."™ "Well maybe you are right,"
answered Beth, "pdt I havs already some in a flour sack
in the bottom of the cart,"

Beth made slow progress as she had a long box

clamped to the back of the cart with about three hundred

pounds of tooks in it, so she walked up all the hills to

368
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help her pony, and knew that she had no chance if any one
attempted to rob her. Mrs. Good insisted that she put it
all in the‘cart. *I think I will as ;veryone s8ems to pay
for their books in silver, and it is very bulkyq So she
did and drove on to the o0ld colored preaoheﬁs house, who
had ordered a twelve dollar Bible, The 0ld man was anxious
to know if it was wrong to have bazaars, suppers, festivals
and such like in a church house. Beth told him she had a
booklet theat would help him and would bring it next time
she came that way.,

About a quarter of a mile before she re.ched Judge
Hamilton's, a drove of hor ses dashed past her, and rushing
through the woods, the timber was low and bushy and cover-
ed with- dead leaves, so that she couldn't see what had
caused the hoerses to run so, so she drové out of the road
snd waited in a oclump of trees for them to pass, When
they had all passed, she saw riding wildly behind them,
an Indien his.long hair flying and his holster pistols
slamming on et ther side of his saddlie, He didn't see

her and she was a little frightened, wondsring if it
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was some thief stealing a bunch of horses and if there.
would be another feud, but the horses went raoiﬁg\off“
over the hill with their wild rider following. She
hastily drove up to the house, Mrs. Hamilton ocame run-
ning out to the gate to meet her with the words, I never
was s0 glad to see anyone in my life - but there oocmes
Mr., Hamilton with the horses, I must go and open the -ate
for him." The wild bunch of ponies and their wild driver
turned out to be the good o0ld judge himself driving his
own bunch of ponies home, Returning Mrs, Hemilton asked
Beth to come in seizing her by the arm and helping her
out of the cart, talking fast for an Indian. She seemed
to be very much execited as she said,‘We heard you had
been robbed and murdered, and the judge has been siock
with remorse, he couldn't sleep nights just grieving
and §aying over and over,'ihy didn't I lend her the money?'
But he thought you wouldn't live to deliver those books;
and that they would be left on his hands, and he{y&yldn't
know what to do with them. Then after a little, h; would
say again,?*I could have gi;en her forty dollars and never

missed ity if the Lord will only forgive me this time but
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I don't feel like I could ever forgive myself for being
so oruel to that good old ladyl!' And now it's just like
you had come bagk from the dead, we don't know how glad
we both are to see you alive and well: After a pleasant
svening and a restful night, spent with the most genuine
Christian friends she thought she had ever met. The
Judge took ten dollars worth of books and they both begged
her to stay with them a week and atéend a protracted mest-
ing that was going on at the Presbyteriaﬁ Church. But
she thought it would be wiser to go home while she could,
for it had been a strenuous summer for her and she fslt
worn and tired, She bade them good-by.

After & hard day she saw she couldn't make it home

that night for she had several books to deliver on the

way. Night found her stimt miles from home, and
such a load of silver;, she tried to carry some of it in
her hose but it slipped dowvn intc her shoes, and she
found she gouldn't walk much less run from the robbers
that everyone seemed to think the oountry wae infested
with, so she drove hard amd regqhed a friend‘*s house a

. .
little after dark, ' Oh, Mrs, Emties! How glad I am to
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see you, do put this sack of silver away and tske care of
it for I was afraid of being robbedz Now, if this was
fiotion Beth would have been robbed or had a hairbreadth.
ascape but nothing 6f the kind. The nex¥ mornng found
her on her way with her sack of silver intact, with her-
self amd pony refrosﬁed. Like maeny others in thar countiry
her hostess would not have anythine for keeping her,

On hex way home after passing Hazelwood she had to
pass Wanaks, His wife ran out t0o smet her at the gate and
asked her to come in, said ahe wanted Beth to write a
letter for her, She had the boy to put the pony up and
then said, “'I'hey have arrested my husband and have put him
_ in jail for selling whisksy, and he was not sellding whiskey.
" I have sold his hog for ten dollars and want %W sszd him
the money by a friend, and I want you to writea letter tol-
my unole in the city, to pay his fine, so he can come home,
for everyone else has their cotton picked out &ad have
their cattle in the fields and there is no femts betwsen
the fields, and the cattle will eat up all owr sotton, and
we will not have anything to 1ive on this wintars Bsth

, saying
wrote the letter to him/she was sending the monsy to
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an ungle in the city to pay hisufine and told him where
his wagon and team were, and for him to bring them home
when he came. Beth asked her if she was sure tﬂat this
uncle would give the money to her husband for his fine.
NOhi Yes, I think he will, his brother is in jail with
my husband c¢n the sams chapge and he is going to get him
out, but be sure and tell my uncle that my husband didn't
sell the whiskey for he wouldn't help him if he thought
Bill was selling whiskeyf ukll right Madie, I will read the
letters to you:{ %h, they are such nice letters and I
thank you ever 8o muoh,Mrs. Hill,but you look sick? ex-
claimed Madie, The good Indian girl,although a wife and
mother of two children, hurried and brought clean sheets
and pillows and arranged the bed, and brought Beth a glass
of cold water, Beth sank down on the cool clean bed, be-
tween the window and door,.with a deep sigh of relief and
lay still for about an hour.
Then thinking she must get on, tried to get up but

sank back utterly exhausted. “Stay ajl night Mrs. Hill
and I will bring you a nice cool glass of ﬁilk and T will

nake soms good hot bread.“ The supper was prepared and
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Beth spent the night there, The dcor had no shutters but
& blanket hung up instead, and Wanak had a bunch of hound
pups, for he was é hﬁﬁter, and Mrs. Wanak make a pallet
for the chlildren on the floor and she slept on a cot,
(giving Beth the only bed she had. ’The pups would slip under
the blanket and orawl in bed with the c¢hildren and awaken
them enougn to resent the disturbanees, with whines, so the
mother wo%}d whip thepups out with a blacksnake whip. She
wae up four or five times whipping the pups, and their yelps
would wake Beth and once she threw hexr hand over the back
of the bed and struck an old hen with a flock of chickens.
The hen scolded and the chickens chesped; they were not
roosting on the bed but the bed stood aut from the wall a
little anc cottonseed was piled under the bed and back of
it until it was almost as high as the bed, &nd the chiockens
were roosting on this seed.' Beth was cgreful not te touch
theq again-for the pups were making enough trouble. When
morning came the fever and headache were gone and she was
able to make it home after breakfast,

Next tims Beth passed there, Wenak was home. He said

he never saw the letter Beth wrote him in jail or the money

AN
N
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either, but his uncle got him out of jail, and he brought
his wagon and team home, and he had had his long hair
‘cut off; his wife called Beth's attention to the loss of
hair, ”Yes{gaid Wanak, "0ld Big Medicine never was satis-
fia& ti11 he got my hair off, and I will steal something
from him some Aay that will nearly kill him for that."
VY Ware you sick, Mr. Wanak?' “Yeg, got home with malarial
feve;? “And the doctor kad your hair cut? Well never
mind, it will soon grow long again? fa Beth knew how
badly'W&nak hated to loose his hair, as he took great pride
in it and she loved those big simple children of the forest
who were such tru%.friends to her all that trying sumnmer,
They had proved that she could count on them in time of
need.

Beth was on the road aéain and thenkful that thijs
was the last trip, &s she hoped tc dsliver the last books
before returning and her heart was full of thanksgiving.
Our father who arg.in Heaven, hallowed be Thy name, How
beautiful is thy - world! The fine wooded hills, and
peageful valleys, long stretches of 1oﬁesome prairies! The

blue heavens above, white fleeay clouds floating. How gould

there be sin?
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Pasdsing over.a rcad now with a romance she recalled the
time she had passed thfough‘that rocky oanyon in & wégon
. A
with Mr, Wioden, her mother and sister Lenora with their
brothér, Bud, driving."Don't you remember Girls, the
last time we passed this place%,said Mrs. Ludwig. “Remenberl
I should say? said Lenora,“It was here I last saw Phil.
How grand he looﬁéd, riding so straight in his saddle, with
. “
nevar.a sigh that he knew us, or the quiver of a nervej iis
carrying his revolver at full cock in his hand, keeping his
horse between it and those men, Poor Phill said Betty, with
five of}icers watching him only a few yards distant! The
story goes like this:

The famil; out with their team and wagon, had .stop-
ned 15 the canyon to have a lunch, Phil and his friénds
were to joln them and they were to have lunch togather,
but Phil and his friends were fugi;ives from the law and
knew they were being hunted by the United States Marshals.
Now Phillip was Lenora's betrothed, a splendid, looking
young man and in her eyes the éreatest hefo of the age,

He was to bid her good-by there; it might be for only a

short time and then again it might ge forever, DBut imagine
<
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their surprise just as they were looking for Phil and his
two faithful friends, fije heavily armed men rode slowly
past them aﬁdiérossing a little ravine about fifty yards
distant, stood with their horseé olose togethe;, seemingly
in conversation, but we took out our lunch boxes and spread
the table cloth on the grass, and laidlout the lunch, acting
gs though we had not seen them, or had the least interest
in them. Lenora said she thought her heart was going to
break it was beﬁting so fast and she was afraid sﬁe was
going to faint, and Betty would keep saying, Ye brave
Lenora be bravew 0f course they knew they were trailing
Phil, they Were all struck dumb as they watched them
furtively. Not one of them could leave to give the'boys
warning, for that\would have looked suspicious. Bud‘yent
around oracking his whip just as’boys do, not seeming to
notice them, when out rode Phil‘and his party. ws all
held our breaths and hardly looked at them as they passed,
tipping their hats as though we were strangers, and rode
on, sach man holding his pistol in his right hand and his
bridle in hii left, ready for the worst, The five men

watoched them until they were out of sight then slowly

<
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mounting their horses, rode off in another direction, and
we have never heard from or seen Phil since. We do not
know if those men were officers and ocaptured and killed
Phil and his friends, or got killed themselves, or whether
Phil 1s roaming in stranée lands and will return some day.

S0 the women pglkod as they drove om of their hair
breadth%scape and dangers, while the blue headed horse flies
bit their horses sides till the blood‘ran down and dropped.
. Wild pdppies grew profusely on the road side and on reach-
ing a deep clear stream'ﬁettie said,“The last tims our team
orosséd‘Lere' they ran away and turned the wagon over in
the water and Mother aid I were caught under the wagonbody,
and Mother ocame very near being drowned before they oould.
get us oqtf “That is why mother and Betty will not sit on
the seat or on a chair, but always sit down in the back end
of the wagon with their feet hanging out bshind, so thétiif :
the team starts to rup they can jump ouﬁ{ said Bud,

The day was warm andﬂwe camped, rather than to drive

hard. Bud slept under the wagon as there was not room in

the wagon for all of us, s0 Mrs. Ludwig said, she would sit



/ 379

SIMPSON,ELLEN. -+  INTERVIEW.

89 -

1£ the end of the wagpﬂt%ill tired, ‘then lie down under
the wagon with Bud, her big baby boy, eighteen years
old., But Aaylight found Her still sitting there with
her back propped against the side of the wagon. “'611! |
‘Mra. Ludwig did you sit there all nightg oried Beth,

“Oh! that's all rightzshe saih cheerily. hhow very tired

. you must be!l Whyididn't you wake me up at nidnight to
reli eve ycugl For Beth was grieved to think herself the
cause of her friend having such a hard nighélof it, far
there would have been plenty of roonm in ths wagon if
she had not come, Here again was the half civilized
woman, sacrificing cheerily for a stranger in & manner
that Beth wondered if she could do for anyone but her
nearest and dee:rest. ¥hile all this past experience was
passing %hrougﬁaher mind her pony was steadily moving on,
she ré;ched the stream of of thoughts; just as she stopped
in’the s&feam $0 let her poﬁy drink, four young men ocemse
riding from the opposite di rection, talking and laughing;
they rode into the stream all greeting her at onsce with:

R
Good Morning Mrs. Hill, how are you? . What's the news?

How's everything in Hazelwood?" They were'returning from
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a mining town some sixty miles off, where they had be;n’ib
the races. Two of them were John Camden's sons, Charles -
and George. Gearge was about fourteen years old and was

one of the joo%oys thgt rode the races, He rode his

father's horse and waé a splendid horseman, almost reckless
beyond the 1imit, " Hazelwood is a;l rightﬁ said Beth, 'Aren't
you just from there?ﬂ;ﬁey aeked.“'Yesf and‘%here has been
nothing unusual thore?"they asked. One of the boys rode

up closer to Beth and said,"Hasn't there been a wedding
there inside the last éhree daygé'“No I haven't heard of
anyy They all looked very much interested and Charles said,
“Wade left us thre; d;ys ago and sald he was going home to
get married; when we refused to believe him he said if he
wasn't married in three days he would give us the‘finest

oW
horse in his mother's stable, Well I don't t hink he is

farried, sald Beth,Yor I would surely have known ebout it.
Beth was sorry for Wade, for she knew that Lenora wouldn't
ha%o him, The young men rode on, joking and laughing in
fine spirits.

Beth drove steadily on, leaving her books at houses

by the way, until she came %0 Doctor Borden's where she
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dreaded to go beocause of the story she would have to lis-
ten to there., About the first words after greeting were
exchanged wgre”Mra.‘Hill, I suppose you have heard of my
being robbed{'"Yesf assented Beth, and there was nothing
to do but hear the story over again, ''I had been trying
to get the doctor to take our money snd my jewelry to the
éank in town, but he kept putting it off and coming home
fool drunk, or be{ng brought home dead drunk ubout twice
a week, an& I saw thet boy we had hired here talking to
those Degkers. I thought they were up to some mischief
and I told the doctor and he promised to'take them thav
day, but they came that afternoon about four o'elock. ‘They
struck me in the head with a hatohet and I fell and they
thought they had killed me but I knew ell they were doing.
They made the boy show them my room, and they broke open
my trunk and ‘jewel box with the hatchet and took out all
tﬁ& jéwelry and money. As they went out Julius said te
his brotherl'“Ybu had befter hit her again and meke sure
of her?‘“Ohr no let her alone she is dyiﬁg now, see how

f
she is bleeding. As soon as they went out I slipped out
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‘the back way. My nose bleeding fooled them; I am subject
té@ﬁaee bleeding and somestimes my réaks think I am going
to bleed to death, After getting ouf the back door un-
perceived I saw a team and wagon going slong back of the
field, I started running across the field, making motions
witi my hands to the driver and he stopped for me.

They discovered I had escaped and began Plbtting

to kill.me. Tngy got Julian's faﬁher-fh-law to come after

me. He said, that my husband wea at his house, and for ms

to go home with him and they would protect me., So I went,
¢

¢ ]
t’
P
-

[y

and was lying there in Mr. Layvonns's house. dead
drunk, He had no more use of himself than a log; they \
had him on & bed made down on tde floor againstmjhe hall

doors I asksd Mra. Léyonne if I geuld sleep upstairs in

her api her hﬁsb&nd's bed foom. They said there was no

bed up there, I said I will 1lie on é quilt on the floor,

but they insisted that I would be perfectly safe with my
husband as the hall door was securely locked, I went and
found the doar our-bed was against was not locked. So I

went back upstairs amd wouldn't come down, and they had to

let me stay, and when I heard foot s4eps on the atairsﬂg

LYY

rd
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weked them up and I didn't sleep but lay between their
bed‘and the wall all night. Such an awful night as I put
in for I knew they wanted to kill me, and that is why we
moved fo this town., Theyv are on triasl now and have re-
turned some of my jewels, but no moneyfl

When“Beth resturned home again she found her daugh-
tor there to visit her; she had been away a yerr staying
with a married sister for health. pootor Walden had
brought her from the depot and his little daughter]delight-
ed with their new acquaintance, called her Princess Hilde;
decided she was the Hilda of a fairy story they had heard,
%ecause her name was Hilda. They were busy as was their
way, taking the hair pins out of her hair and the pins.out
0; her olothing. They kept Hilda busy trying to keep her
collar oh and her hair up. Her handbag had already been
gone “through and they begged and tr%ed to hire her to spen&
the night with them, offering her everything they ocould

think of if she would stay. Then as a last resort, Sylvia

decided to give up to her the greatest privile.ge in the

' world to induce her guest to spend the night with them,

she said, "If you will stay I wll let you sleep with my

3873
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papa.¥ That had been her great privilege for over a year
singe her baby sister came, to sleep with her 300 pound
papa. They didn't say Paw, Paw, like most southern chil-
dren, but papa, accent on the first syllable, English .
sound.

! ' ‘ u v

Oh, I am = glad you are hére safe, said Beth. But

. n ‘
why didn't you meet me Mother? The oreek was so high yes-

terday, and the water came up in the cart this morning." -
Hildé looked grieved as she said,“I didn't know what to ;10
or wid @ way to turn, but the doctar happenad to be there
and asked me where I wanted to go and who I was looking
for, and brought me out in his buggy’.’ V‘Well, dear daughter,
we will go t0 your sunt’s apd pian for nexbt year. This
year's work is done. I have two letters fram Wentworth,
wanting me to ocome out there and teach and make my home
théro, and one from Cottonwood. I will leave Hilda here
with you si ster until I ocan see those people and decide
what to do, and Louise’I will not be gone longer than
.possible, for I see Hilda does not 1like to be left so soonﬁ"
Beth stopped on her way vack to Hazelwood, as usual

and Mps, Walden related the latest gossip of the village.

Y
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That Mrs. Camden had driven up to Mrs. Woden's gate and
called Mrs. Woden down for leading Wade to thing that
Lenora loved him; and that she refused to marry him and
the nsxt day had taksn Wade to a Cathoiic school and put
ﬁlm in custody ¢f the priests with instructitons not to let
him escape or come home on any pretext whatever, amd that
.she would come after him when she wanted him, "'Well, well,
that spoiled box)uho has never known obedience to anyons.
I am surprised, Mrs, Camden is so opposed to the Roqan
Catholio fai th', said Beth, Mrs, Walden continmed, ''It
seems strange but everyone knows that she is going to
marry the singing school teacher,.and had to get Wade out
of the way, or he might do some reckless shootingd' '"Well
I can't say that I am much surprised at thﬁt? said Beth,
for Mre. Woden said sometims ago fhat that would be &
matoh, Lenora accused her sister of setting her cap far
the singing teacher and Mrs, Woden retorted, "It will do
me nor anyone slse no good,to set caps for Mrs, Camden has
hers set and it will rit’and when I said Mrs. Camden was
fifty three and the teacher ocouldn’'t be over thirty, Mrs.

~Woden that 'she is older than that but she has the dougie
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80 Beth made a trip to Cottonwood and back and
stopped with Mrs, Walden for lunch and to get her mail,
as that was the nearest post office. The next nearest
was thirteen miles disfant; there was oms mnearsr but out
of her line of travel. She asked if they had heard from
wade,"Oh, yea?'replied Mys, Waldén,”Mrs. Camden married
the toéober, end Wade made his esocape anq rode ﬁp to
his mot:ier's rouse yesterday with some boys, and not
finding them at home shot the organ full of holes ﬁnd
rode around th; house and shot a few holes in it, then
rode off with his unearthly soream, :fﬁa.servants hid as
scon as they saw him coming and ggve;hxg plenty of room,
and we heard that the new husband had dscamped. He was
secﬁ buying a ticket to some point in Texas., I Qon't

i

know how trus that is but if he is wise he will keep out
of that boy's wayf ’

While they were talking Mrs, Woden drove past with
a young men in her buggy, and Mrs, Walden said, “There is
Betty Woden back from the city with her brother; she

started early this morning to ﬁeet him, he has served his

. |
sentence out in the pen and arrived safely homef I thought
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Digby was the seocond brother, the one vho killed Betty's

husbandilh%o, the deaf one is tﬁe oldest, then Diéby, Bud

18 the youngegt. I suppose you know Bud is marriod%“{Yes,

well he is having trouble, tooq But Beth knew about that-

was right there on Woden's porch when Lenofa/éalled Bud to

the house and to0ld him that Bdd Warren had just ridden off

from the store end that she wanted him to take a blagksnake
whip, follow him and whip him, Beth had begged her not to

| send him saying, “"Lenora, call him back before he mounts

his horse, that Qan w1l ki1l hin! “No, he is & cowarar!

éaid Lenora exoi tedly, her splendid eyes dilated and blazing.

¥Please Lenora, if Bud strikes him with that whip, Edd will

‘shoot him,hpieaded Beth, But Lenora~oalled after him as

he rode off, “"Whip him within an inoﬁzgiggig 1ife and t»ll

him you'ﬁav; two sisters here baoking youllt After Bud hed

gone she explained thg%HEdd Warren had said,after his sister. .

had married Bud, th;t he would ad soon have had his gister

married to a'migger*. and I hope Bud beats him nearly to

death said Lenora. But Wérroﬁ had the start of Bud and

that poor bleeding hearted 1ittle mother was spared another

nail from beihg driven into her aching heart. I hope they

5
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will not meet‘hntil the soreness wears'off caused by
feolish talk, mused Beth. The boys in this country don't
seem to learn the lesson learned by some gowboys of the
‘west, that it is safer to be polite to eagh other,
‘ ﬂ Mrs. Walden wanted to stay and teach their sghool
at Hazelwood the next tsrm, but Beth had her mind made
'*up differently. No one saw her until she stepped in the
door at her sisters; Mrs, Simpson sprang to greet her with
''T am s0 glad you are at home again, my dear old sister."
\'Do not call this home where people are so blood thirsty'!
said Hilda to her aunt, and oontinued;"Mother we cannot
live heres ‘'No my dear we will not live her c;answered |

A

her mother,

s

3138

)

E4i th Headspeth, Mrs. Simpson's daughter, hed arrived

a little before Beth with the news that Ed Holden's white
girl wife had come bagk to him, after leaving him about a
year before; she walked into hér husbend's home while he
was away. ‘He came home and found her there, lying on the
cbuch with a headache, He seemed to be -glad to gee her
and sat down with a pan of water and bathed her head. His

mother heerd of it and sent for him to come to her house
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and he went, then she came with a bunch of her hands and
servants, and ordered her son's wife's trunk brought out
and put in the wagon, and the girl wife to come out and
go with it to the city, telling her she couldn't stay in
Holdenville., But the girl was too quick fa them; she
got the drop on them and said, '"The first man that enters
this door dies, I have guns and cartridges enough to kill ‘
everyone of you.'' The men stopped and drew back and
wouldn't dry to go in; Mrs, Taylor walked around the house
carrying her revolver in her right hand, resting it on her
left arm, but finally all left, Beth ;sked Fdith it sh;
saw all of this from her house and Edith said, MYes we
live nearly in their yard in one of EQ Gartdn'; housses,

Then Edith oontinued with the story saying, that
they sent Mr, Layonne to her., He told her she would have
to go,for the house would be watched day and night and
that she would not be able to step out of doors or sit in
. the house ai n{ght with a ligﬁt without being shot by an
assassin hiding in’tﬁe brush, After about an hour he
goaxed her into letting him take her to the depot and

W

send her homs. "So she is gone again, poor little girll"
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sald sympathizing Mrs. Simpson, “"Raised in the oity among

civilized people and educated; how strange she pioked up

that wild Indian boy"” returned Beth., 'Did Mrs. Taylor

treat you nice when you delivered her book, Beth?”

“"Yes nice enough, ahe‘took her book and gave me the

money and asked to look at a nioer one, I handed it to

her and she stood there with her baok to the stove where

her sister was ironing for he;kthe widow Woden),“sho

slowly turned the leaves looking very seriocus and every

little whi£§\£§sting a sorrowful, lingering look at her

son; who stood near, very still, He looked so young, just

a slim, dark, quiet boy and such a mother! she was then

regretting that ah;'gid not educate him, she wanted to give

him one of thoss beautiful books but she knew he aculd not

read, said Mrs., Simpson. Beth thought how pitiful that

he cannot read and she realized the sadness of his heritage.
Beth ;aid, ¥YWell she handed me back ths boox amd I

am sti1l alive you see, but I believe if I were you, Edith,

#
I would rent some where else, You are.right, Aunt Beth,

Sam has gone over the river today to rent dnother placef‘
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Later on-- our home is in another town, muoch worse
charagters surrocund us than before, Belgian miners and
other fareigners, so savage and beastly that the wild
Indian seems angelic beside them but Beth seldom hears
from Hazelwood or Holdenville, from the Walden's or fram
young Camden, the wild screech owl, or from Lenora, the
self-sacrificing young éngal, whom nothing could be toco
#00d for a friend, or nothing to bad for an enemy; or
from the daring young jockey who was oftpn faoing death
without the quiver of eyelid, of from his great rawboned ,
red-headed, Scotoh Indian daddy(Cam@en).who lived in an
atmosphere of silence that seemed to belong to the great
stillness of ihe forest and deep flowing streams of hig
God given homeland, and in.his presenace ybu found your-
self wajiting in silengce before him for vﬁé sound of the

gentle voise that was sure to gfeet you ig tones of

friendliness and truth, a character so deep and so gentls,
a heritage more to be desired than great riches... Fhough h

he never spoke of it, neither could you to him, he carried

an enemy's bullet nesar his lungs thet often threatened to
v A

snuff out his life, A tragedy sure. Then poor Mrs.

R R

301
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Ludwig with her blind husband, who had sesn the devil,
and her life of tregedy, and a new tragedy was added to
her life as Beth left there. Her ‘son, who had ;ust
returned a short time from the pen, was arrested in Texas
for murder and érave robbing, and was sentenced to death,
this was the latest report but not authenic, Bﬁt the
evidence was against him. A young woman swore that the
ring she wore was givea her by him, and it was proven to
be a ring that had been stolen from a grave, from the owner.
Giroumgtanoe also pointed to him as the ﬁurderer of a
doctor's wife,

Nor do we hear from Mrs, Taylor, who carried on her
murderous schemes with as mich sang froid as a sportsmen
catbhes fish, Oh, sin, sin!. A monster of such frightful
mien, that to‘be hated needs anly to be seen,

About two years after lesaving Hazglwood Beth was
driving home a iittle before sundown when a wagon paséed
her, drawn by two ponies, trotting swiftly. There were
five men and two boys in the wagon, a very jolly crowd,

laughing and talking in the most hilarious manner. As

soon as they saw her they began calling to hei, “Hello,
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hello, Mrs. Hill,* &1l trying to talk at once. Then with
all their hats waving high above their heads changed their
salutation to, “Goodby, goodby we are all going away.to-
morrow!y Now Beth was puzzled, wondering who the well dress-
ed crowd‘of happy, sunny faced boys were who were bidding
her goodby with such a flourish of hats and’where cogld
they be going? And where did they belong? If only I could
place them, Affor much gonjecture she‘decided that they
must be Hazelwood boys who had been up there to the races;
surely two of them were Mr. Camden's sons, the youngest one
was the jockey and the red-headed young man‘whé swung his
white straw hat so vigorously was the clder son; not much
like their quiet father, Oh{ the joyousness of Youth! May *
they never go about so silent,” carrying leaden slugslin

their bodies dangerously near those happy hearts and healthy

lungs.

-~



