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~ Phoebe Finley

The sun was setting. The slough that tlow;d out to thor
lske curved in and out and coiled among the tules. To the north
in the mirage forty miles away, Iron Butte jutted from the very
depths of the water. From over the marsh ¢ame the diataﬁt "quorks"
of.herons. as the pink and purple faded from the sky and night settled
over the face of marsh and mesa. To the south, the sand and sage .
étéetshsd away for miles. Here befuhen the desert and the . lake,
'aahPoolo‘a Ranch.

Jake Harden, tired and thiraty. reined his horse up in
front of the ranch house. _

"That thg: horse, Idaho, is the limift. Cain't do nothin'
with '"im, an'_I never ao@n sech a mean critter,” he called to the
cowboys that came out to maaf him. :

"Ee 11 kill one of us yet - answorod one of them.

"Foll. it won't be me. That'a a sure cinch," growled
anothor.' o S | 1f§t 'im within an inch of his lifel™

"Aw, forget it. Chuck's ready," broke in a third.

Out in one of the farther sorrals, stood the objeect of their
bonvcraatia;. a dark brown, finely built colt. His mouth dripped
foam, and his lleék hide was sweaty. He held his head high an@ gazqd
longingly off into the sage-brush. The men might bresk his hody, dut
never his spirit. " He would be free some day. F ' ated those
ereatures who used all their strength to break his will, Lassoes:
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Whips! . From out over the
duaty.deaort came the long &rain-ont wail of a coyote. The horse
pricked up his ears. Sneekinp-ereature.! Lven—hewas—frowl

Hext day the breaking-in began. Idaho was escorted out on
the field between two cowboys, each on a praneing pony. On the corral
fence sat several buckaroos eager for sport. On the field were other -
ridere on ponies.

1 "Larrup 'im®"howled one of them from the fence.

"Glve 1t to "im! <Peble—ses—somv—Fwmd" screoched another.

SRt lal- jettes o thina.

One of the cowboys on the field spurred his pony formward, at
the same tlme hurling his lasso over his head.

"1'1l tame you! You---I!"

Idaho stiffened like taught steel and plunged into the air
as ‘he felt the rope tighten arou! uﬁ. 5

"Floor 'im!” howled a cowboy.

Another lasso sang through the air and neatly clipped a hind

foot of the oolt.’

ded, /wheeled, and made & wild dash for the
nearest pony. All "the pent-up fury of the last few houreg surged over :
him. But the coprony knew his business aad side-stepped the frenzied

ﬁ L]
animal. Around the corral raced 4’-& Sas-thie-fenrommutened
Ppagiopohorse-the-peswtiful-mrstomp-of—theo-visine’- dhestyrmdsd—tpeain

Went—-oi—tno—0owboys-left-—his.-glcssy brown coat -oovarew with Guetb-und



%o—bmm e H:m wuch more he longod for freedom
tomiaieb than he had longed last night. There was an intense sojeening"
inside of him that called for the desert sand and rim rock that'ihy bey-
ond the heavy bars of the corral. 1 .
Could the cowboys change ldaho frem=m—wiitp-yioteunssbomst i1t0
a meek, obedient homse? Their Job was a hard one.  Idaho not only did

not care. to become meek and obedient, but: was determined not to. His
blood was the blood of his wild a.imestora, raised on -the vast stretches
of the saga-bruéh barrens. His spirit was the spirit of the roving
muatang; free and unhampered. Corrals, saddles and riders were new to
him. He could not understand the noise and the excitement. He was
not utterly vicious and untamsble, but fear turned him to freaszy. That

did cowboys know of his feelings?

"I'11 take you up on that," said the raneh foreman.
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The next morning the boys succesdéd in saddling Idaho. That
wag as far as they could get. In the afternoon they tried blindfolding
him.  Idaho, sensing new trouble, pawed the ground and could nof stand

still. i
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"Ehmtlw—piretiokott Smw Ginch the ssddle tighter. I don' t
want it to slip on me," ordered Skinny. A
| The cinches were tightened until Idaho's eyes slmost popped
out. ' \

"Ki-yi! EKi-yi! Here goes, fellows!" yelled Skinny as he |

landed in the saidle and the blindfold was é&aﬁ
‘ ’ Idaho took

a startled glance at his back, lowered his head and threw out hig hind
legs. WM The mustang bawled
angrily and rocketed into the air. His head and forelegs swung to the
left; his hind quarters weaved to the right. He came down stiff-legged
and the Jar was appalling. ghnnt and round ?he corral ha.ra»fa. hisg |
ears laid flat. oo s ot

A

: Suddenly theﬁaorso with & maniacal scream put hfb
£

utmost effort into a final plunge. The rider hurtled over his head m
Jl \
lannad in the dnst. ldaho lunged forward and battered the cowboy wi%u

hoth front feet, all the while emitting piarcing screams of hatrsd aéﬁ

éngor. P : _:\

"Getl a gun!” yekket-mr-cowhoTfrmEEEETTeY . b

—— e
-
T e T

LY

% The big corral gate swung open, and men on horses rushed in.{
Unﬁ;pectedly ldsho stopped and made a wilﬂ dash out throngh the open
gate, thrusting aside the cow pounies ss he went. Out over the plain h& A



raced, leaving a trail pf dust &n his wake. Away he went to the
rocky plateaus of his birth. ' - .o

I1I.

Things had been quiet around the tanop for some time. The
boys seemed to lie & little later in their bunks in the mornings. The
flapjacks and coffee didn't taste just right. The cowboys were irri-
tated at something, but they dida't know just what.

One afternoon Jake loped in on his pinto

"There's trouble down in the lower pasture. Somethin's
stampedin’ the horses," he called.

* "Hath a bad coyote," suggested a cowboy.
"Let's go down and see.”
" Two eowponies with their slouching riders ambled down teward
'fﬁe_tnles around the lske. Ag; they approached the marsh they oould 
see the heads of the horses in the distance.
"Look!" shoutsd‘onetof the men. ;;_ |

i ;;?_ As they swung around a bunch of tules, they were just in b

t;gi to see the large slesk form of a horse hreak away and dlaappaar!
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ou¢ teward the treascherous bogs.
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2, Out in front of them, mired belly-deep in the muck, floundered L
pno'sf the horses. | : |

/ _ "More of that outlaw's dirt3~work. We'll have to lasso th%?' :};g

u%? ;qrs- to pull him out.” ,5? >

N
ko

"What's botherin' me is, how did that outlaw get around here



into the tule marsh from the @esert without goin' through the ranch?"
gsaid Jake. _

"Hi ‘seems tq have a secret way of his own through the bogs.

If we don't get rid of him, he'll drown the whole band for us."” _

A few days later, 't:;-wmuu bunch of horses :;' missing and
they could not be found in the marsh or out ognthe desert. For days
nothing was seen or heard of them. Poole decided they ha@ been lad |
off and hidden by the wily mustang. Nor was he far from right. One
day a rider from one of the other ranches reported that he had seen i-:#
band of stray horses on the opposite side of the lake dowﬁ 81071¢ fhe'
tules. Mkide,rs from Poole's ranch set out to w
e They fouﬁd them guietly nibbling the grass in an unfrequeated
part of the lske border. . The outlaw wes not with them. He had

escaped.

IIX.

it was a hot July afteraoon. Down in the lower pasture among

_ the tules, the Borses milled incessaatly, fighting the swarms of mos-

quitoes that hung in clouds over the low lands and the lake. The low
:u;§11n3 of the stamﬁing buﬁcﬁ could be heard hour after hour. The
anidaia switched their tails, pawed the ground, sad rolled uandexr the
biting pests, scattering clouds of zray dust. A hot wind swept across
Fh‘ shge snd out over the lake. The air was heavy and smelled of smoke.
/gtharc was a rustling among the dry tules. -Out o.f Eheﬁ not far am

j & thin column wavered into the air. Then & gray of smoke rolled

up and was swept along on the breeze toward the horses. The air ﬁedame
more oppresaivu./fbﬁhe outlaw, ldsho, had been hanging sround the;ﬁana

alllafternoon.' He was now pacing 1riitab1y about with the rest. Suddenly
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he threw 'up his nostrils and sniffed the air. The amka_incréaaod to
& tumbling mass. The air was fiall of it. Rapidly it spread through
the hi:gh. tuiea. As the h.and of horses was enveloped, they knew what
it meant. s | .
| For a mile wide ‘Ehe border of Malheur Lake is rimmed with tules,
or club-rushes,from sight to ten feet high, with winding channels and
boggy pathways weaving in and out. HEach year the tules grow up aad
dying down in the fall, they form & heavy mat of dried reeds. _Out toward
the edge of the water ars floating islends of these mautted reeds, where
the great colonies of wster' birds are, white pelicaﬁs. heronsy terns,
grebes, Bucks, geese, sandhill cranes and many little waders. ~ ln somq
pla.ean the roots are fairly solid, but it is like treading on a crust of
snow, for it is uncertain just when and where it will break thzongh. The
wlnding frails in the tule margh are an intricate maze. Only a man or
beist with s seventh sense of looationw keep from getting lost.
. Hany a man has spent the night on the lake in aan open bhoat, because he ,_ 
/oonld ﬁot find his way Wto the shore. Cattle and

oAl
"/ _ horses wewse accustomed to wander at will along thesq trails and spend

tha night wherever the dark ovsrtskcu them. :

T = ~ Bogging in the ’tale marah is slvaye a danger, but with the B

.rvsst b;da of dry tinrler nothing means s0 much danger as the gtart of a

| tule fire. in summer the raachers are always on the watch. Even tho P
sto:ok are guick to pet the premonition oé—demee® when a fire starts. llan,y

/ animais and occasionally a man are trapped. : |

»/ ~ Pamdemonium reigned over the wide wastes and the water. lly—ﬁae.fs'a_
of birds were wingiag up into the air, clamoring with fright auad in I_h&n‘bo
to get away. Heavy pelicans sailed over the rolling sml(o lik&:m-a

furry boats on & rough sea. Swift-winged silvery terms whirled aad
b \‘\ g : ' e - . _ 4 i
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flcéﬂiﬁ .-et%ZEI;: plercing the air with their sharp cries. Ear and
ana;*{ron the middle of the lake, came the ringing bugle of the sand-
v*hifrﬁngéag.auiﬁe’joined the erying chorus. Down in the trodden platform

-

noata amogg'#he burning reeds, the young and helpless baby birds gasped
and amqthirsd in the smoke and heat.

~ The browh mustang leader of the band knew the danger imstantly
when he smelled smoke, and he conyeyed his fesr to the 6thers. The
‘craokiing of the flames and the roar of the fire were coming nearer.
Draughts of hot air swent d%af‘ihs“ﬁa ses. 4 wall of fire now barred
the way toward the ranch house. Frenzy seized them and they rushed this
wéy and that. The big horse threw up his Fead and stood 1ike-uﬂstatu§
for & moment. The others now huddled about him. The :aa* and crack-

ling of the flames drowned out every other sound. Burning bits of tules

fell hissing into the poole around the band. The way out to the
was. barred by fire. Ildsho whirled ahd took s straight 1i
- wipdond toward il treacherous hogs.

what to do. He would save

-In the cri

¥ e swung to the eaat'ﬁhero the trails were cate. Once he aligg:g
' ipto a boggy place, but reared sad pullsd himself Bumg. On hp.u'nz 1_
© ‘twistisg wnd turning though the metwork of tules, his’ \mm?‘%ﬂ, "

1ng in hia footsteys.

‘ Iv. | pids
At the ranch the cowboys were just coming in from the de’jfg |
Fwith & buneh of ca¥tle. 4
"Heard any news?" queried. onse.
"Haw, nothing much. Tﬁinge are dead."
P - "See Idaho anywhere?"

e "He's been hanging around the lower pasture.” %
{5 A 4 .
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Whips: He would fight them till he dropped dead. From out over the
dusty desert came the long drawn-out wail of & coyote. The horse
pricked up his ears. Sneaking creature! £E£ven he was free!

l llext day the breaking-in began. Idaho was escorted out on
the field between two cowboys, each on & prancing pony. On the corrsl
fence sat several buckaroos eager for sport. On the field were other

riders on ponies.

"Larrup 'im?"howled one of them from the fence.
"Give it to 'imi Let's see some fun!i" screeched another.

"Sogk 'im one for mel" yelled s third.

—

One of the cowboys on the field spurred his pony Torward, at
the same time hurling his lagso over his head.

"I'll tame you! You---1"

Idaho stiffened like taught steel and plunged into the air
as he felt the rope tighten around hie neck.

"Floor 'im!"™ howled a cowboy.

Another lasso sang through the air and neatly clipped a hind
foot of the colt. Rearing, the horse came down with a "thud™ on his
side. He rolled over and was barely on his feet when a heavy quirt

struck him squarely between the eyes. A shudder ran through him; 3

il

bloog oozed from his noze and he staggered for a moment.

"Atta-boy! Paste 'im again!" came & shout from the fence.

"Haw! Haw. This is real sport?!" guffawed another one.

The colt snorted, wheeled, and made a wild dash for the
nearest pony. All the pent-up fury of the last few hours surged over
him. But the cow-pony knew his business and side-stepped the frenzied
animal. Around the corral raced Idaho. Was thig fear-maddened,
raging horse the beautiful musteng of the plains? The brutal treat-

ment of the cowboys left his glossy brown coat covered with dust and

296
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blood. His body was bruised, and there were cuts on his legs® But
hig spirit was that of the wild, care-free mustang of the desert.
Could they bresk that spirit?

Perhaps as the bruised and battered Idaho stood gaﬁing into
the deepening dusk that evening, he again wondered how loung it would
be before he was free; and if so, how much more he longed for freedom
tonight than he had longed last night. There was an intense something
inside of him that called for the desert sand snd rim rock that lay bey-
ond the heavy bars of the corral.

Could the cowboye change Idaho from a wild, vicious beast into
& meek, obedient horse? Their job was a hard one. Idaho not only diad
not care to become meek and obedient, but was determined not to. His
blood was the blood of his wild ancestors, raised on the vast stretche$
of the sage-brush barrens. Hig spirit was the spirit of the roving
mustang, free and unhampered. Corrals, saddles and riders were new to
him. He could not understand the noise and the excitement. He was
not utterly vicious and untamable, but fear turned him to frenzy. Vhat
did cowboys know of his feelings?

"He shure is a slow job," commented one of them.

"Treat 'im rough's my motto,"” suggested another.

"Vicious &in't no name for that beast. He's just downright
devilish. He's all fight from his teeth to his Heels.'

"Well, vnder the treatment he's gettin', he'll calm down
sooner or later:

"lMebbe s0. But he's got & heap of spice and endurance. It'1l
take some buckaroo to tame 'im!"™

"I'11 bet by tomorrow afternoon I can saddle 'im and ride 'im,"
boasted & lanky dare-devil in chaps.

"I'll take you up on that,"” said the ranch foreman.
=i
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The next morning the boys succeeded in saddling Idsho. That
was as far as they could get. In the afternoon they tried blindfolding
him. Idaho, sensing new trouble, pawed the ground and could not stand
still.

"Tighten the twist on his nose!™ c&alled one of the men.

L stab of pain pierced the horse's nose as the cowboy gave
the rope & vicious Jjerk.

"That's the ticket: INow cinch the saddle tighter. I don't
want it to slip on me," ordered Skinny.

The cinchee were tightened until Idaho's eyes almost popped
out.

"EKi-yi! Ki-yi\ Here goes, fellows!" yelled Skinny as he
landed in the saddle and the blindfold was removed.

The other cowboys Jjumped to get out of the way. Idaho took
a startled glance at his back, lowered his head and threw out his hind
legs. Skinny dug the spurs into his flanks. The mustang bawled
angrily and rocketed into the air. His head and forelegs swung to the
left; his hind quarters weaved to the right. He came down stiff-legged,
and the jar was appalling. Round and round the corral he raced, his
ears laid flat. Skinny laghed him at every jump. raking him fore and
aft with his spurs. Suddenly the horse with a maniacal scream put his
utmost effort into 2 final plunge. The rider hurtled over his head and
landed in the dust. Idaho lunged forward and battered the cowboy with
both front feet, all the while emitting piercing screams of hatred and
anger.

"Get & gun!" yelled & cowhoy from the fence.

The big corral gate swung open, and men on horses rushed in.
Unexpectedly Idaho stopped and made & wild dash out through the open

gate, thrusting aside the cow ponies as he went. Out over the plain he

¢
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raced, leaving a trail of dust in his wake. Away he went to the

rocky plateaus of his birth.

1I.

Things had been quiet around the ranch for some time. The
boys seemed to lie a little later in their bunks in the mornings. The
flapjacks and coffee didn't taste Jjust right. The cowboys were irri-
tated at something, but they didn't know Just what.

One afternoon Jake loped in on his pinto.

"There's trouble down in the lower pasture. Somethin's
stampedin' the horses,"” he called.

"laybe a bad coyote," suggested a cowboy.

"Let's go down and see."

Two cowponies with their slouching riders ambled down teward
the tules around the lake. Ae they approached the mgrsh they could
see the heads of the horses in the distance.

"Look!"™ shouted one of the men.

As they swuhg around a bunch of tules, they were just in
time to see the large slesk form of a horse break away and disappear
out toward the treacherous bogs.

"Well, I'1ll be ----1" snorted .a cowboy.

Qut in front of them, mired belly-deep in the muck, floundered
one of the horses.

"More of that outlaw's dirty work. We'll have to lasso this
horse to pull him out."

They threw two ropes around the mired horse and finally got
him out on solid ground.

"What's botherin' me is, how did that outlaw get around here

v;..'ﬂ-éb
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into the tule marsh from the desert without goin' through the ranch?"
said Jeke.

"He seems to have a secret way of his own through the bogs.
If we don't get rid of him, he'll drown the whole band for us."

A few days later, the whole bunch of horses wers missing and
they could not be found in the marsh or out on :the desert. For days
nothing was seen or heard of them. Poole decided they had been led
off and hidden by the wily mustang. Nor was he far from right. One.
day a rider from onebof the other ranches reported that he had seen a .
band of stray horses on the opposite side of the lake down among the

tules. A bunch of riders from Poole's ranch set out to capture the

- horses. They found them guietly nibbling the grass in an unfrequented

part of the lake border. The outlaw was not with them. He had

escaped.

III.

It was a hot July sfternoon. Down in the lower pasture among
the tules, the Horses milled incessantly, fighting the swarms of mos-
quitoes that hung in clouds over the low lands and the lake. The low
runbling of the stamping bunch could be heard hour after hour. Thé
animals switched their tails, pawed the ground, snd rolled under the
biting pests, scattering clouds of gray dust. A hot wind.swept across
the sage and out over the lake. The air was heavy and smelled of smoke.
There was & rustling among the dry tules. Out of the tules not far away
& thin column wavered into the air. Then & gray cloud of smoke rolled

up and was swept along on the breeze toward the horses. The air became

more oppraessive. The outlaw, ldaho, had been hanging around the band

. &all afternoon. He was now pacing irritably about with the rest. Suddenly

14
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he threw up his nostrils and sniffed the air. The smoke increased to
a tumbling mass. The air was fiall of it. Rapidly it spread through
the high tules. As the band of horses was enveloped, they knew what
it meant.

For & mile wide the border of Malheur Lake is rimmed with tules,
or club-rushes,from eight to ten feet high, with winding channels and

boggy pathways weaving in and out. Each year the tules grow up and

dying down in the fall, they form a heavy mat of dried reeds. Out toward
the edge of the water are floating islands of these matted reeds, where
the great colonies of water birds are, white pelicans, heroas, teras,
grebes, ducks, geese, sandhill cranes and many little waders. In some
places the roots are fairly solid, but it is like treading on a crust of
snow, for it is uncertain just when and where it will break through. The
winding trails in the tule marsh are an intricate maze. Only & man or
beast with a seventh sense of location could keep from getting lost.
Many = men has spent the night on the lake in an open boat, because he
could not find his way through the tule maze to the shore. Cattle and
horses were accustomed to wander at will along these trails and spend
the night wherever the dark overtakes them.

Bogging in the tule marsh is always a danger, but with the
vast beds of dry tinder, nothing means so much danger as the start of a
tule fire. In summer the ranchers are always on the watch. Bven the
stock are guick to get the premonition of danger when a fire starts. Many
.animals and occasionally a man are trapped.

Pemdemonium reigned over the wide wastes and the water. Myriads
of birds were winging up into the air, clamoring with fright and in haste
to get away. Heavy pelicsns sailed over the rolling smoke like white -

ferry-boats on a rough sea. Swift-winged silvery terms whirled and

Sl ac
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flashed excitedly, piercing the air with their sharp cries. Far and
away from the middle of the lake, cames the ringing bugle of the sand-
hill crane as he joined the crying chorus. Down in the trodden platform
nests among the burning reeds, the young and helpless baby birds gasped
and smothered ian the smoke and heat.

The brown mustang leader of the band knew the danger instently
when he smelled smoke, and he counyeyed his fear to the others. The
crackling of the flames and the roar of the fire were coming nearer.
Draughts of hot alr swept over the horses. A wall of fire now barred
the way toward the ranch house. Frenzy seized them and they rushed this
way and that. The big horse threw up his head and stood like a statue
for a moment. The others now huddled about him. The roar and crack-
ling of the flames drowned out every other sound. Buraing bité of tules
fell hissing into the pools around the band. The way out to the west
.waa barred by fire. Idaho whirled and took a stralght line ahead of the
wind and toward the treacherous bogs. In the crisis instinet told him
what to do. He would save the maddened and helpless beasts behind him.
He swung to the east where the trails were intricate. Once he slipped
into a boggy place, bg reared and pulled himself out. On he went,
twisting and turning thrJ hh the network of tules, his companions follow-
ing in his footsteps.

.
At the ranch the cowboys were just coming in from the desert
with & bunch of cattle.
"Heard any news?" queried ons.
"aw, nothing much. Things are dead.™
"See Idaho anywhere?"

"He's been hanging around the lower pasture.”
294
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What's that?"  Marden pointed toward the smoke rising from
the tulss. !

"Tule fire: Get ropes, lassoes and wet gunnysacks!" yelled
his companion. -

By this time, everyone on the ranch had been aroused. The men
were soon rushing toward the marsh. Two of the cowboys rounded up some
cattle and drove them off to safety. Others swung out in the hope of
getting around the fire %o save the horses. The spread of the flames
was too rapid. Through the late afteracon and into the night, the cow-
bo hunted for the band. There was only one conclusion. The horses
must have been driven into the treacherous bogs and drowned, or they were
trapped in the rapid fire that swept the tule maze.

As the pink rays of t he moraing sun came from behind the dis-
tant line of thé Steins Mountains, the ranch foreman and two coyhoys,
tired and discouraged, were returning from the long hunt down the east
border of the laks. In the distance down the road, they saw a dust.
Then closer, they made out the forms of horses. It was a sorry lookiag
buach. They were caked with mud, and some were singed oan their manes
and tails. As they approached, the leader swung off to the left. When
the boys opened the gate of the corrsl, they turned to see Idaho, the
leader of the band, going up-the rim rock trail. At the top he paused
with his head held high, his body outlined against the glowing eastern
sky. On into the high plateau he went, the wide land of sand and sage

which he loved. Poole's outlaw had earned his freedom.

24
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