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CHAPTER I

[image: ]


PHOEBE TITUS walked the length of the Plaza de Armas, and passed into the Calle Real through the gap that Guillermo Tellez had cut through the ancient wall that defended the Old Pueblo of Tucson. Tellez had found it easier thus to breach the aged adobe than to go around by the main gate, but Phoebe was not grateful for the short cut. Other matters occupied her mind.

In her brown right hand she carried an enormous Sharps rifle, which, in turn, carried a slug that would have knocked over a buffalo. In her left hand she grasped the handle of a whip such as skillful drivers of Conestoga wagons were accustomed to use to impart enthusiasm to four and six horse teams. The lash dragged behind her like some slender snake.

On her head, covering her reddish-chestnut hair, was a black and dusty man's wide-awake hat. On her feet were masculine boots which must have been sizes too large. On her slender but sturdy body she wore a faded pink calico dress which was unable quite to conceal the gracious lines it was intended to adorn.

At the time of this grim progress under the platinum glare of Arizona's June moon, Phoebe Titus lacked three months and eleven days of being twenty.

She walked purposefully along the Calle Real until she came to an open door giving into a noisy and smoke-filled room where Kee-soos carried on the trade of a gambler. This was just beyond the Callejon del Herrero. She entered without pausing, accompanied by the Sharps and followed by the lash. There was a monte table at the left, and at the right a faro layout, presided over by Kee-soos himself.

All the Americans in Tucson called him "Kee-soos." They did not know his last name. Indeed, they did not know that when they called him Kee-soos, they were making an inaccurate effort to pronounce in Spanish his given name, which was "Jesus."

Phoebe cuddled the heavy Sharps with a gesture which bespoke readiness, and let the whip drop to the hard earth floor. The lookout spoke to the dealer, who paused in slipping a card from the case. Kee-soos lifted his obsidian eyes and stared at Phoebe.

"Tom Longstreet," said Phoebe, "and you, Timmins, turn around," she said, and placed her back against the adobe wall beside the door. There were perhaps twenty men in the room. Honest miners in red shirts, prospectors, a man or two of other respectable occupations, and a balance of riff-raff for whose presence Tucson was indebted to the activities of vigilantes in San Francisco and the harrying of sheriffs in Texas. They all stood perfectly still, but stared at Phoebe.

"Longstreet," said Phoebe, "you and Timmins just stole eleven hunderd and fourteen dollars in gold and silver and two hundred and eleven dollars in Tubac money out of my house."

"Me? Me and Timmins? No sich thing."

"If you didn't," said Phoebe, "you're goin' to wish you had. Because you're a-goin' to lay thirteen hunderd and twenty-five dollars on that faro layout."

"We hain't got no thirteen hunderd dollars," said the Texan, Timmins.

"Then," said Phoebe, "there's a-goin' to be two holes dug in the new cemetery outside the wall that you'll just fit."

She shifted the big gun upward and her finger crept inside the guard and around the trigger. "Commence countin' out," she said grimly.

"You can't prove we stole a cent. You can't prove we was near your house."

"I heard some of the citizens of this town say they wa'n't no law in Tucson," she answered. "So I don't have to prove. Start to count."

"Better you count," said Kee-soos in his soft voice.

Longstreet and Timmins commenced to disgorge coins and the curious money of the town of Tubac with its animal emblems on the table.

"You add it up, Kee-soos," said Phoebe.

Kee-soos fingered the spoils and announced a total of eleven hundred and fifty-six dollars.

"You counted it, so it must be right," said Phoebe. "They been a-playin' faro with you. They hain't had time to spend none. So you got the rest. So you kin just add your share."

"I no win theese mooch," protested Kee-soos.

"If you didn't, you would of," said Phoebe inexorably. "I'm a-waitin'."

Kee-soos added his contribution to the pile.

"You, Bill Dakes, you're a fool, but an honest man. Scoop up the lot, but don't get in the road of this gun."

While Dakes was carrying out this command, Phoebe addressed the room.

"That money," she said in a level voice which did not betray the fury that stirred her, "I earnt by standin' over a hot cook-stove in the b'ilin' sun. I earned it bakin' pies for you riffraff. I hain't tradin' on bein' a woman. What I'm sayin' is I earned that money honest, which is more'n most of ye ever done. I didn't stop off in this town of yourn because I wanted to, but because pa was sick and wa'n't able to go on to Cali-forny. I never see or dreamt of sich a filthy hole. I never dreamt a place could be lived in by so many off-scourin's and scum. The only man I've seen since I come down through Apache Pass was an Injun. I'll venture them towns of Sodom 'n' Gomorrah wasn't a patch on the filthy britches of Tucson." She paused and patted the stock of her rifle. "You make your brags the' hain't no law. Wa-al, you kin figger that suits me. What law I need I'll make whenever I git ready to use it. Like now. . . . Got all that money, Bill Dakes?"

"Yes'm," said Bill.

"Step over to the other side of the door. Now I'm notifyin' everybuddy I won't tolerate no more depredations. I calc'late to go on a-makin' pies and sellin' them fur a dollar apiece. I calc'late to go on keepin' the money in my house. . . . Kee-soos, you kind of figger to be an important man around here."

The gambler made no reply, but his black snake's eyes neither moved nor spoke.

"I got my pa to tend. I got my four bosses to see to. I got my bakin'. So I hain't got no time to be chasin' thieves. . . . Kee-soos, the' hain't a-goin' to be no more thieves."

"Ver' nize," said Kee-soos.

"Because," said Phoebe, "the next time anybuddy molests my money or my proppity, I'm a-goin' to take this here Sharps 'n' blow a hole through you, Kee-soos, that a body kin drive a team of Army mules through."

"Me. I ain' steal."

"You'll see nobuddy else does," she said. "It's a law I'm makin' and layin' down. If somebuddy steals from me, you git shot. Be I plain 'n' clear?"

"Si."

"Now, Tom Longstreet, you 'n' Timmins git through the door. Out into the moonlight where ye kin see good 'n' plain."

The two furious men marched past her and into the street. Phoebe followed them. "Bill Dakes," she ordered, "give Longstreet this here whip."

Dakes obeyed.

"Now, Longstreet, lemme see ye tan Timmins' hide, 'n' don't lay on light. I know when a man's usin' a whip in earnest. Put a snap into it. I hain't funnin' with ye." She shifted her rifle. The lash curled through the air and caressed Timmins, who danced and cursed.

"One," counted Phoebe. . . . "Two. . . . Three. . . . Four. . . . Five." And so on up to twenty. "Now you, Timmins, give Longstreet as good as he give you."

She saw to it that twenty lashes were administered, and then she faced the augmented crowd. And a motley collection of human beings it was. A couple of debauched, degenerate Apaches, who had sunk almost to the state of scavengers; a couple of unsoldierly looking members of the First United States Dragoons, who had taken possession of the town a couple of years ago, when Mr. Gadsden had purchased a strip of land from Mexico. There were a few Pimas and Papagos, industrious, agricultural people, and friendly with the whites. Scattered about were naked terracotta Mexican children; Mexicans in tall, wide-brimmed, conical hats and serapes, a few hard-working and honest miners and freighters, and if anything were needed to add a touch of the bizarre, there was a company of buffoons from Sonora, who, lurid in the costumes of their trade, had followed their audience as it melted away to see what was going on.

"I aim," said Phoebe, "to be left alone."

With that she turned, followed by Dakes, carrying her whip and money, and retraced her steps up the Calle Real and through the rapidly dwindling wall of the only walled city ever erected within the confines of the United States, and so to the miserable adobe hovel on the Plaza de Armas where her ailing father awaited her return.

"I got it," she said tersely, "and I ain't goin' to hide it again. Anybuddy kin come steal it that wants to."

She put away her rifle and went to bed in her curtained corner of the stifling room. This miserable erection, whose adobe bricks were composed now of equal parts of sunbaked dust and filth, had been the best residence she could acquire when her journey from Freeport in Illinois to California had been interrupted by her father's sickness. It consisted of one room, and that possessed of but a single opening, the door. Its roof slanted upward toward the rear, where it had formed a platform against the antique wall for long-dead Spanish defenders to fire down upon besieging Indians. The darkness of the place seemed weighted with heat. In such a room the chances for a sick man to regain his health were slender indeed. It was oppressive, stifling, buzzing with mosquitoes and gnats. But it was the best that Tucson afforded. There was no hotel, no inn. If one could not possess himself of a house, he must, perforce, satisfy himself with the famous Tucson bed, which consisted of lying down anywhere on your stomach and covering it with your back.

Phoebe undressed in her curtained corner and lay down on her pallet and slept. She slept, unconscious that she had made history, and that she had emerged a personage with whom Arizona, then nothing but a part of Dona Ana County of the territory of New Mexico, knew it must reckon.

Next morning, as if she had played no part in an epoch-marking event, Phoebe went about her trade. A square of canvas that once had been the cover of a wagon kept the June sun from beating down upon her chestnut hair as she stood over her cookstove. One side of this canvas was affixed to the old wall of the city; a second side was secured to the wall of her adobe hovel. Along the two exposed sides was a rude counter formed by resting unfinished boards upon barrels. Within this space, this place of business, Phoebe baked pies which the men of the town were eager to buy at the price of one dollar per pie.

Phoebe muffled her hand in her apron and opened the hot oven door. She clanged it too quickly and stepped back from the heat, though it could have been but little greater than the heat of the summer air. A thermometer would have registered a hundred degrees in that spot.

"'Most baked?" asked a sergeant of dragoons.

"When you see me takin' them out of the oven," she said tartly, "you'll know they're done."

"When a man pays a dollar for a pie," said a trooper disconsolately, "he ought to git some friendliness with it."

"When I sell anything," snapped Phoebe, "I deliver jest what I sell, neither more nor less."

A fat man with a shaven chin, a dilapidated wide-awake hat and an open vest ambled up to the counter. A Navy pistol, holstered, flapped against his enormous thigh. His nose was not that of an abstemious citizen.

"This here batch all sold, Miss Phoebe?" he asked.

"All eight of 'em, judge."

"Seems like a duly elected justice of the peace ought to have him some special rights," complained Judge Bogardus. "How long'll I have to wait?"

"Maybe an hour," said Phoebe. "Who elected you a justice?"

"Oh, some of the boys," said the judge.

"In a mescal shop," said Phoebe. "What right did they have?"

"Wa—al," said the judge, scratching his ear, "who's got a right to say they didn't have no right?"

This being unanswerable, Phoebe walked to the door of the hovel to gaze into its murky depths.

"How you endurin' it, pa?" she asked.

A voice, feeble but not querulous, came from the pallet in the corner, "Calc'late I feel some better today, daughter."

She went to him, lifted his head with strong, calloused hand, and gave him a drink of water. Then she returned to the stove. "A hull hour, ye say?" asked the judge.

"Mebby more," she replied.

"Guess I kin sort of utilize the time by callin' court. I believe Satan finds work fur idle hands to do. Might's well have the session right out here in the open air where it don't stink quite so much. Anybuddy see Mike Briggs around?"

"Here I be," said a long-nosed individual whose eyes were so close together that they narrowly escaped merging into one.

"You're the defendant, Mike," said the judge, nodding in a friendly way. "Jest step over here close into the jurisdiction of the court. Huh. Prisoner at the bar, the charge agin ye is that you up 'n' blowed the head plumb off'n a Mexican by the name of Solano Pechecho, contrairy to the statute in sich case made 'n' pervided. In consequence of which said shootin', the said Mexican is deader 'n' blazes. Be ye guilty or not guilty?"

"Judge," said the defendant, "I jest can't deny shootin' that feller. Everybuddy see me do it."

"What in tunket made ye act like that, Mike?" asked the judge.

Mr. Briggs appeared sincerely to search his mind for a reason, and found one that, apparently, satisfied him. "Jedge," he said earnestly, "after about two-three drinks I jest can't stummick Mexicans."

"That there," said the judge, "raises up a p'int of law, and with questions of law I'm amply able to cope. . . . Gentlemen, the facts is clear. This here feller citizen of ourn blasted the tarnation head off'n this Mexican. Which fetches us to the law covering the matter."

He reached into an inner pocket of his vest and extracted a grubby and dog-eared pamphlet. "This here," he said, holding it aloft for all to see, "is the cornerstone of the basis of the law of the land, bein' as it is the Constitution and the Declaration of Independence of the United States of America."

He opened it and laid it on Phoebe's counter. "This mawn-in', gentlemen, I read her from sody to hock. Mexicans hain't mentioned in it. And more particular as bearin' on this case before the court I don't find no word in it declarin' or statin' that killin' Mexicans is illegal."

He shut his law library, replaced it in his pocket and faced his auditors. "Therefore," he said, "the verdict of this here court, this here trybunal, as ye might say, is that Mike Briggs is fined the sum of five dollars fur firin' off a firearm and creatin' a disturbance of the peace, and court's hereby adjourned to the closest bar, where the said fine'll be duly disposed of."

Phoebe Titus, lifting hot pies from her oven, listened to this trial of a cold-blooded murderer, and something within her resented it. That such a thing could take place was incredible, appalling.

"Sometime," she said, "the law's a'comin' to Arizony, and half of you'll git hung."

"Madam," said a gentleman in black hat, skirted black coat, black trousers tucked into shining black boots, and a snowy-white shirt, the uniform of the border gambler, "you wrong an enterprising community. Not half, Miss Phoebe. You belittle us. Not half of us, ma'am, but ninety per cent at least."

"The decent folks here, if the' is any," said Phoebe with cold fury, "could take example from San Francisco."

"Ma'am," said the judge, "we don't aim to have no Stranglers here."

Phoebe placed her pies in a row on the counter and popped another batch of eight into the oven.

"Law's bound to come," she said. "Mebby the government back in Washington has forgot us. Mebby it's too busy fightin' 'n' squabblin' about what territory shall be slave and what free even to remember the' is sich a place. But law'll come."

"Miss Phoebe," said a red-shirted miner, "there hain't no more law in Arizony than there is clean spots on an Injun. And there won't never be none. We're too fur off. We'll jest have to scramble along the best we kin."

"Scramble along! To be sure, scramble along! With a murder a night, and no man's property safe that he hain't strong enough to pertect. Sure, we got to scramble along, and make this country, and tear gold 'n' silver 'n' copper out of the hills with our fingernails. The decent ones of us got to scramble along preyed on by scalawags that the Vigilantes drove out of Californy. It's the decent ones that allus has to scramble—but they allus manage to do it. That's what gives folks hope to keep a-goin'—because bein' honest 'n' able in workin' your fingers to the bone allus comes out on top in the end. When the rasslin' match is over 'n' the dust settles down law'n order'll be shovin' your faces in the muck."

"Not in Tucson," said the gambler.

"It's a'comin' as sure's sunrise," she said, and her shoulders straightened and her eyes glowed. "The Overland Stage is carryin' thro' the mail from St. Louis to San Francisco twice a week. The's even argyment over a railroad." She swept her arms widely. "Look at them mountains bulgin' with gold 'n' silver 'n' copper. Look at this here ruined 'n' devastated land capable of raisin' harvest the like of which a body never seen! Where wealth lays a-waitin' men'll come to git it. Come in droves. Bringin' law 'n' order with 'em. We'll force Congress to give us organization as a Territory 'n' then we'll git to be a state! Right where ye stand, right where this filthy, crumblin', ornery corner of hell is reelin' 'n' roarin' 'n' robbin' 'n' killin', there'll be a city—and wimmin 'n' homes 'n' streets 'n' churches."

"You 'n' me won't never live to see it," said Judge Bogardus confidently.

"You won't," retorted Phoebe, "because you'll be hung. But me, I'll live to see this town as peaceful 'n' prosperous as Boston. And when I do I'll go a-ridin' to the buryin' ground where you're a-layin' with your boots on and tell ye about it."

"What fur d'ye care what happens to Arizony?" asked the judge. "You're jest stoppin' off because your pappy's sick. You're Californy bound."

She turned away and pretended to feed the fire in her cook-stove. That cookstove that had ridden with her in the bed of her Conestoga wagon over hundreds of miles of plain and desert and mountains, from clement, civilized, settled Illinois. For some reason, the question jolted her. What did she care, indeed? What did Tucson and the whole broad empire of Arizona matter to her?
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CHAPTER II
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THROUGH the burning months of the summer, Phoebe Titus not only maintained herself but continued to add to her hoard of gold and silver and Tubac money. Virgil Titus lingered, but did not improve, even with the cooler weather of October. He worried constantly about his daughter.

"What's goin' to happen to ye, Phoebe?" he asked constantly. "When I'm gone, what's goin' to become of ye?"

"Don't you fret, pa," she told him.

"Be ye goin' on to Californy," he asked, "or be ye goin' back to Illinois? Ye can't stay here. 'Tain't fit for a woman."

"When the time comes," she said, "I'll make up my mind."

But her mind was being made up for her. A pattern was being woven of which she was an integral part. A pattern consisting of occupations, opportunities, interests which already held her in its threads, and some of whose threads she was holding in her fingers with an increasingly firm grip. Money was to be made in Tucson if one was willing to work, and Phoebe was determined she should have money. For nineteen years her father's shiftlessness and good-humored incompetence had kept the family in a state close to the border of poverty. She was determined that she never would experience poverty again. So she reached out for money, caring nothing, in her young strength and vigor and restless energy, what labor she spent to obtain it.

But that was not all. A driving ambition that was almost masculine forced her to undertakings. Little of the pleasure of youth had been hers, and little of it was obtainable in this environment, even if she coveted it. So she found a recreation in toil and a pleasure in ability to accomplish.

There were few of the inhabitants of Tucson to whom she showed other than a harsh, forbidding exterior. At a time of life when other girls in more normal surroundings were making themselves amiable and charming and beautiful to attract men, Phoebe was giving equal thought to repelling them. In that whole community of eight hundred people there were not twenty who could be admitted to any decent home, not twenty who did not bear some criminal taint or who were not so vicious in character and habits as to make any association with them unthinkable.

So Phoebe built a character for herself which was rapidly becoming herself. She was tart, abrupt, acid. Instead of laboring to please as a young woman should do, she labored to displease. She imitated the cactus of the desert, thrusting out defensive spines, sharp and barbed. She smiled little and laughed so rarely that it surprised even herself when she did so. This was not because she was unable to understand the joy of life, and to look forward to living. It was not because she did not see things to laugh at, or because she had no store of laughter. It was because she feared to let down her defenses even for an instant.

"If you don't git out of here," Virgil asked-her, "how be ye ever goin' to marry? How be ye ever goin' to have a husband and children and a home, like a woman ought to have?" He sighed and stirred restlessly on his pallet. "Don't ye want them?"

"I want what every woman wants," she said.

"I wisht you'd promise me to go back to Freeport," he pleaded with her.

"I couldn't ever be content in Freeport ag'in," she said. "I wasn't ever contented there. I guess, pa, I hain't the kind of woman to git along in easy, settled places."

"I wisht I hadn't fetched ye here."

"You didn't," she said. "I fetched you." In her mind she was saying, "I fetched you and mebby I killed you doin' it."

In spite of herself, however, the forbidding shell in which she felt compelled to encase herself failed sometimes to perform the duty she imposed upon it. The Phoebe Titus whom she sought to conceal from all human eyes, even her own, occasionally came briefly to view. When it did so she hastily concealed it, or disguised it with brusqueness—and for days afterward would present an even more grim and harsh aspect to the world.

There was, for instance, the slight matter of little Estevan Ochoa, least fortunate of the Ochoa brood who huddled together in a hovel on La Plaza Militar. He might have been eight years old, though in his nudity he seemed an ill-favored little gnome who might have been ageless. His brown little face in which were beautiful, liquid brown eyes, was no higher from the ground than the top of Phoebe's counter—and because his legs were wizened and there was a great lump between his shoulders he made sport for the other children. And his parents wished for him that someday he might use his malformation to be the clown in one of those dreadful traveling companies of mountebanks which came sometimes to add to the merriment of Tucson.

In the beginning, when Phoebe was baking, he would come often to stand and gaze with a concentrated curiosity, and to sniff when the oven door opened with a hopeless wistfulness. He annoyed Phoebe with his queer, sad face and great angel's eyes, so that she would not look at nor notice him. She would not even give him the attention it required to drive him away. But Phoebe and her pies exercised some potent fascination over the lad so that he came, day after day and stood entranced as at some notable performance.

Out of her somber eyes Phoebe noted the juvenile cruelty of the other Mexican children; noted too that Estevan's older brothers and parents made no movement of protection.

So, one day, trying to conceal the act even from herself, Phoebe found a very small dish and in it baked a very small pie. She set it out to cool and when it could be touched with the bare hand she pushed it ungraciously across her bare-board counter to Estevan.

"Take it and scat!" she said, looking about to see that none had observed the gift.

"For me?" little Estevan asked in Spanish, for he had no English.

She understood that much. "For you. Skedaddle."

"Wherever the Senorita goes," he said with a strange gravity and courtliness, "I shall twice daily pray that she goes with God."

Even yet, because of disbelief or because of instinctive good manners, he did not touch the dainty, but gazed at Phoebe with suddenly born adoration.

"To serve the Senorita in all things," he said, "will be the labor of my life."

These two sayings Phoebe did not understand, for her Spanish had not yet come to her, but it would have been impossible not to comprehend their purport, and she was embarrassed.

"Git," she said sharply.

Estevan smiled at her, for now he understood. He understood what was hidden from every other soul in Tucson—that this strange Englishwoman was gracious even as the saints, and good even as the Madonna.

"Is it permitted to eat it here?" he asked. "The big ones will steal it away from me."

Somehow she understood this—perhaps it was the eloquent pantomime that accompanied it. She jerked her thumb toward the hovel where her father lay.

"If anyone tries to take it away from you," she said savagely, "I'll skin 'em alive."

And this, strangely too, Estevan understood, and of it he boasted to the other urchins.

"The Senorita," he said, "has become my patron. She will drink the blood of any who lays a hand upon me."

And so Phoebe Titus made her first friend—a friend that was eager to be her slave.

Of the few worthy citizens of Tucson the one with whom she formed some bonds of friendship was Solomon Warner, who, bringing in a stock of goods across the desert by muleback, had been the first American to undertake a commercial enterprise in the Old Pueblo. She and Solomon had this in common, that neither had an eye for anything but business. They talked trade, mines, cattle, opportunities.

"Take Poston," he said to her, "down to Tubac. Makin' money hand over fist, and his town growin' so it's bigger than Tucson—and better. Lives like a nabob with wines on his table. And why's his town better? Because everybody's dependent on Poston. He's the law. He pays the wages. He gives the work. He furnishes the money. Tubac ain't any Sunday school, but it's some milder 'n Tucson. Even prints his own money, and it's better 'n' safer than United States greenbacks."

"Funny what folks'll use for money," said Phoebe. "Now take these boletas of Poston's." She shuffled a dozen of them in her strong hand. "Nothin' but scraps of cardboard, but they're as good as gold."

"That's because Poston's good as gold," said Solomon.

"Look at this shilling one with a pig printed on it," she said. "It ain't actually wuth a hundredth part of a shilling—but you can buy with it."

"Poston's smart. He puts animal pictures on 'em so the most ignorant can tell 'em apart. A pig for a shilling, a rooster for fifty cents, a horse for a dollar. And every one of 'em good jest because Poston's good."

"I been a-thinkin' why goods cost so much here—why ye got to pay two shillings fur one needle."

"On account of the cost of gettin' it here to sell," said Solomon.

"It don't cost much to make a needle," said Phoebe, "but it sells for a quarter. If the needlemaker could get a quarter for all he makes he'd git awful rich."

"Most of the cost is in the carryin'," said Solomon.

"Then," said Phoebe, "seems to me it's a better thing to do the carryin' than the manufacturin' or the sellin'."

"Calc'late so," said Solomon.

"I've been studying over it. All we get to eat and wear and use is freighted up here from Guaymas down in Mexico, or from Fort Yuma—or else they have to lug it overland clean from St. Louis."

"To be sure."

"I can make a sight of money bakin' pies," said Phoebe, "but it's hot labor. I got to do it all myself, burnin' my fingers and wearin' myself out. I could make more money freightin', and somebuddy else would have to do the hard work. Hosses or mules or oxen, and hired men to drive 'em."

"Ye have to own the teams 'n' the wagons," said Solomon.

"I own a Conestoga wagon," she said, "that's fit to haul anythin' anywhere, and I own four hosses. But I been so busy tendin' pa and bakin' that I hain't had time to think about 'em. And I'm storin' up money that'll buy more."

"There's the Injuns," said Solomon.

"Because there's Injuns ye kin git more for freightin'," she said. "I'm a-goin' to go into it."

Warner, who was a careful man, and one to sit and think things out before he decided, puffed on his pipe and made clucking noises.

Presently he spoke, "You 'n' me think alike, Phoebe. We both got confidence this country's goin' to grow. I didn't drive no mule teams acrost here with every cent I got in the world onto their hurricane decks without figgerin'. People's comin' in. Houses'll be built. More mines'll be sunk. And all they eat and wear and set on and sleep on has got to be freighted in. To say nothin' of machinery."

"That's my way of lookin' at it," said Phoebe.

"But one wagon, mebby two, would allus have to be waitin' for a train to set out. Wouldn't be safe to go alone. Say four wagons with good men 'ud be sure to git through."

"I can't raise the money fur it," said Phoebe.

"The two of us could," said Solomon, "if we was to go partners."

"Mr. Warner," said Phoebe, "you've made a trade."

Next morning, while her first batch of pies was baking, Phoebe looked up from her stove to see a strange young man regarding her both wistfully and quizzically. He was very tall, six feet, two inches, she guessed with swift appraisal. He was also broad of shoulder and long of leg. As he took off his hat when their eyes met, he smiled, not diffidently but not boldly. It was a natural, spontaneous, boyish sort of smile, and Phoebe responded to it involuntarily. His hair was light and long, bleached by sun and wind, and his eyes were brown. His mouth was large and his teeth were white which was novelty enough in itself to cause remark in Tucson, which knew no toothbrushes and could count its yellow fangs by hundreds.

"Good mawnin', Miss," said this stranger in a soft, throaty drawl. "Is that thar contraption a cookin' stove?"

"Does it look like a plow?"

"No'm, it don't scarcely look like no plow. It don't smell like no plow neither." He lifted his head and sniffed. "Ma'am, would I be forgettin' my manners if I was to ask what gives off that smell?"

"Pies," said Phoebe.

"Pies!" exclaimed the young man. "What would a feller have to do to git to taste one of them thar dainties?"

"He'd have," said Phoebe, "to own a dollar."

"If I didn't have but one left, ma'am—and I reckon I hain't got many more'n one—I'd jest natural have to squander it." He looked around him. "My! My! I don't never recollect seein' rich a town as this here one. What's this here mud wall fur?"

"The Spaniards built it to keep out the Injuns," she said. "That was hundreds of years back."

"They'd 'a' had to build it a sight higher to keep me back from them pies," he said. "Injuns bother you much?"

"Apaches allus a-raidin' around and killin' ranchers 'n' runnin' off stock," she said. "They most ruined this Santa Cruz Valley. If 'twa'n't fur the friendly Pimas and Papagos fightin' 'em off and chasin' after 'em with war parties 'n' lickin' 'em, I dunno but what this town 'ud have to give up."

"We seen Injuns when we come through, but they wa'n't hos-tile none. Jest rode back a piece and scared the livers out of us. I hear tell they don't never attack if folks is ready to fight back."

"But ye dassen't wink an eye," said Phoebe, who had fallen into this conversation without in the least intending to do so. It was, perhaps, the first wholly natural thing she had done since she arrived in Tucson.

"We seen the big chief of them all," said the stranger.

"Mangas Coloradas."

"That wa'n't his name. Cochise, the agent to the mail station back in Apache Pass said he was. Come in with some of his tribe to sell wood."

"What'd he look like?" Phoebe wanted to know.

"Six foot high, about middle age, I'd reckon. Kind of a sad, serious sort of a face on him, and a head shaped like what a senator's head ought to be. Kind of noble. Didn't have much on but moccasins that come up to his knees and turned up at the toes, with a button on the tip, and a cloth around the middle of him and a head band. I'd hate to have to rassle with him."

Phoebe turned to her oven, and finding the pies baked to her satisfaction, removed them and set them on the counter to cool.

"I never see you before," she said tentatively.

"Come in with a wagon train last night. Me 'n' my pappy 'n' my mammy is headin' fur Californy. Stopped off a day to kind of vittle up 'n' do some blacksmithin'. You live here?"

"I don't know but what I do," said Phoebe. "Anyhow, I'm here."

"Bakin' pies," said the young man.

"Bakin' pies," said Phoebe, "and nussin' my pa that's sick."

"My name," said the young man casually, "is Peter Muncie."

"Dew tell!" exclaimed Phoebe. "Any sheriffs lookin' after ye?"

"I hain't contrived no depredation yit to excite a sheriff," said Peter, "but if it'll help, I'll see what I kin manage."

Phoebe flushed and blamed herself for leaving this opening. "Mebby you didn't notice, but I said my name was Peter Muncie."

"I hain't deaf."

"Whar I come from, if one says his name, 'tother says her name back to him."

"You're pullin' out tomorrow," she said. "What good'll my name do ye?"

"So," he said, with a glint in his eye, "I'll know who to ask fur when I come back."

"Be ye comin' back?"

"I be," he said, "if that thar pie turns out to eat as good as it smells."

"You better eat your pie 'n' skedaddle," she said, but not with her accustomed sharpness.

"Kin I borrow the tin?" he asked. "I want to carry some to pappy 'n' mammy. Mammy'd sure relish a slice of pie. My mammy," he said, "is nice lookin'. When she was a gal, I venture she was full as nice lookin' as you be."

"My name's Phoebe Titus," she said, for some reason not clear to herself. "And fetch that tin back quick's ye kin. I got to use it."

"Don't they have no dances nor nothin' here?"

"Yes, but they ain't very nice. Jest the ones the Mexicans give amongst themselves, where the mothers come along and look after their daughters. Mexicans is awful careful of their daughters. You don't scarcely ever see a nice Mexican gal out of the house."

"If the' was one tonight, would you go to it with me?"

"No."

Suddenly he slapped his thigh. "Gosh almighty," he said, "you hain't the gal that made them skunks give back the money they stole 'n' then made 'em larrup each another? Be you her?"

"I got my money back," said Phoebe.

"And I figgered that gal 'ud be rawboned 'n' humbly! Miss Phoebe, seems like you're overpowerin'. Fust-class cook, with a crop full of sand, and perty as a little red settin' hen. I wisht I wa'n't goin' to Californy."

"Quit talkin' nonsense," said Phoebe.

Suddenly he leaned his large, long-fingered hands on the boards of her counter. "Miss Phoebe," he said, "Californy's a long ways and heaps kin happen betwixt 'n' between. But I got a feelin' I'll be comin' back someday. I got a feelin' I'll have a hankerin' to come back. Miss Phoebe, if I was to write ye a letter from Californy, would ye answer it?"

"No," she said.

"I'll bet ye would," he said, and grinned broadly. "I kin play the banjo 'n' I'm awful comical company. Folks says so fur miles around. Yes'm, soon's I git settled in Californy I aim to write you that thar letter."

"Save your postage," she said, "to buy potato seed."

"When you git it," he said, "and see 'Peter Muncie' signed to the end of it, you'll know it come from me."

"And when I never git it 'n' no name's signed to the end of it," she said, "I'll know I been a-listenin' to one that jest goes around talkin' to hear the sound of his own voice."

"Would ye like to hear from me, Phoebe?"

"No."

"I like wimmin better that sticks to the truth. I'll fetch back this pie tin in less'n an hour. And we kin talk some more."

"I'll be busy," said Phoebe.

"Don't forgit the name," he said over his shoulder. "It's Peter Muncie."
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CHAPTER III

FEW besides Solomon Warner and little Estevan Ochoa knew of Phoebe's gentleness and patience and devotion to Virgil Titus during his illness; and none besides these dreamed of her grief when he died on the eighth of November. He knew the end was at hand, and the prospect of leaving Phoebe alone in this frightful spot made his going an unwelcome release.

"Phoebe," he said again and again, "I wisht you'd promise to go back when I'm gone. I fetched you here. I'm allus accusin' myself. I shouldn't ever 'a' come."

"You didn't fetch me, Pa," she said, and took his wasted hand in hers with a gentleness that Tucson would have thought incredible. "I fetched you. I grabbed you up and jerked you away. It wa'n't any of your doin'."

She paused and her lips set to still a possible quivering. "I hadn't no business to drag you off out of civilization, but somethin' was adraggin' me, Pa. Somethin' drug me and I couldn't withstand it. And you wa'n't never fit for sich a life, Pa. I shouldn't 'a' drug you."

"I never was much of a man," said Virgil, "just a one to set around in a store and swap stories with fellers like Abe." For an instant his eyes brightened. "Call to mind how Abe used to set on a cracker barrel in the store to Freeport with them legs of his'n a-sprawl?"

"Jest a sharp, schemin', humbly politician," said Phoebe, for she knew how her father
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