OEBPS/fill_in_debug_log.txt
=== FILL-IN SCRIPT DEBUG LOG ===



--- Block #1 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="ni">Some poetical person once wrote:</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Some poetical person once wrote:



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

A poetic person once wrote:



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p class="ni">A poetic person once wrote:</p>



----------



--- Block #2 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He was completely off, that guy—all wrong. And I’ll explain how I know he was wrong.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #3 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I’m not a pessimist. Not at all. If a little kid burns his fingers on a hot stove and stays away from the fire after that, you wouldn’t call him a pessimist. That’s me—cautious from getting burned.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #4 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>All the Harper clan, as far back as I can tell, was careful. We produced more runners than fighters. Of course, there aren’t as many of us as there are Smiths. The Smiths dominate, so to speak. Anyway, the Smith clan has nothing to do with this.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #5 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I haven’t been in Piperock for several weeks. My partner, “Dirty Shirt” Jones, and I have been prospecting in the Whispering Creek hills, with our usual luck—getting back just before all our food ran out. And we find my buddy, “Magpie” Simpkins, sitting at the table in our shack, dressed in his Sunday clothes.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #6 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Magpie is so incredibly tall that it takes him all day to figure out whether a certain pain is indigestion or inflammation of the kneecaps. He’s serious, Magpie is. And when that long, serious-looking mix between a science lecture and a foolish remark gives him bags under his eyes and makes his eyelids droop like a bloodhound—caution comes to me.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #7 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Magpie is writing. He's got ink all the way up to his elbow and the floor is completely covered with paper. Does he greet us warmly? Of course he does. He just looks at us, somewhat disapprovingly, as if we should have knocked.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #8 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Well, you old mess, hey there!” greets Dirty Shirt.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #9 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Dirty has one eye that kind of wiggles. Not being what an astronomer would call 'a fixed orbit,' it jiggles a lot before it focuses on what Dirty is looking at.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #10 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But it doesn't really affect Dirty's aim since he shoots with both eyes open, and most of the time with both legs working. Magpie looks him over seriously and says—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #11 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Mr. Jones, I hope you’re having a good afternoon.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #12 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Dirty spits in the general direction of the stove.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #13 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’ll take it,” says he.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“I’ll take it,” says he.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"I'll take it," he says.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"I'll take it," he says.</p>



----------



--- Block #14 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Mr. Harper,” says Magpie dignified-like.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Mr. Harper,” says Magpie dignified-like.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Mr. Harper,” says Magpie dignified.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“Mr. Harper,” says Magpie dignified.</p>



----------



--- Block #15 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I kick the door shut, slide my gun into a place where I can grab it quickly, and check out my old buddy. He’s shaved. Yeah, you can always tell when Magpie has shaved because he’s got so many scars. He’s wearing a plastic collar—one of those types that you shouldn’t smoke around. I can smell stove polish, which Magpie has used on his boots.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #16 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Take it all the way around, Magpie Simpkins is a guy.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #17 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You didn’t get your days mixed up, did you?” I asked.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #18 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Days mixed?”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 2

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Days mixed?”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Mixed days?”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“Mixed days?”</p>



----------



--- Block #19 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He talks like an actor—kind of running the scale in G flat, as you would say.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #20 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“This ain’t Sunday,” says I.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“This ain’t Sunday,” says I.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"This isn't Sunday," I say.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"This isn't Sunday," I say.</p>



----------



--- Block #21 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I know all about it.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“I know all about it.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"I've got it all covered."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"I've got it all covered."</p>



----------



--- Block #22 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Then what's the point of dressing up like this?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #23 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“The idea? Hah!” He kind of puffs up with importance. “I’m the president.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #24 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I take a quick look at Dirty, who is staring at Magpie with his mouth wide open. Then he looks at me and shakes his head.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #25 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ike,” he says hoarsely, “I knew it. By gosh, the human brain can only take so much. He’s been losing it for a while now. I’ve seen it building up bit by bit, and I’m not the least bit surprised. There’s nothing you can do, except to restrain him so he can’t hurt anyone.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #26 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Magpie gives Dirty a strange look, and Dirty moves closer to the door.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #27 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Better get a rope, Ike,” Dirty advises, leaning against the door. “Those lofty first symptoms are likely to turn into violence, and we don’t want him to hurt anyone.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #28 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Put that down, you idiot,” says Magpie. “I’m not crazy.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #29 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Proves it on himself,” Dirty says, sounding anxious. “They all insist they’re not. Watch for his first rush, Ike.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #30 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But I remain steadfast. To me, he’s always been crazy, so I’m not afraid of an extra degree.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #31 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Democrat or Republican president?” I ask. “We didn’t get back in time for the convention, remember?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #32 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Don’t try to act smart, Ike,” he says. “I completely forgot that you guys have been away. Since you were here, Piperock has made huge progress. Right now, I’m writing a biography of our beautiful city for everyone to read and see how far we’ve come. It’s amazing.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #33 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“What’s that? The biography?” asks Dirty.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #34 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No—our progress. Gentlemen, we are on the brink of an incredible era for Piperock. No longer will the world look down on our community. They won’t be able to say that Piperock is uncivilized or unbalanced. From this day forward, we will flourish like a rose. Our ideals will and shall be fully realized. What do you think, Ike?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #35 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"That fits in with what we've just heard," I said.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #36 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“And with the start of a new day—” Magpie squints at his paper—“all these—that’s as far as I’ve got.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #37 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“And that’s a long way to go, if you ask me,” said Dirty Shirt seriously.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #38 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Now about being president,” I said. “You shouldn’t go that far, Magpie.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #39 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Didn't I? Huh! That's who I am, Ike. Look at me. I am the first president of the Piperock Chamber of Commerce.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #40 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“What the heck is that?” asked Dirty.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #41 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Chamber of Commerce? Dirty Shirt, I'm surprised at you. It's an organization.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #42 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It’s just like the Chamber of Horrors,” I say, “except they mostly deal in commerce. This one will probably have horrors as a side business.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #43 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Nothing of the kind, Ike,” protests Magpie. “Piperock has outgrown its swaddling clothes. We have stepped into the sunlight, and it would be wise for other cities to watch their backs. I wouldn’t be surprised to see Piperock become one of the big cities in the world. We have everything we need to make it happen.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #44 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeah, we’ve got a lot of land,” admits Dirty Shirt. “Ike and I covered twenty miles of it today, and there was more beyond where we started. If you want to go east, west, north, or south from here, you can find plenty of open space. We’ve got room to build, that’s for sure.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #45 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“But what would bring anyone here?” I ask. “People won’t even come from Paradise, except for a dance; and then they come to start a fight. We don’t have much to offer—except to someone looking for trouble, Magpie.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #46 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“We will, Ike. The idea originally came from Paradise. Wick Smith and I were down there last week and went to check out a tent show. It wasn’t very good and wasn’t making any money. Wick and I started talking to the guy who owned the show, and he told us all about his bad luck.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #47 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“He says that a circus is just another fad nowadays, and that animals aren’t worth anything, except in a zoo. He’s really surprised that some of our towns don’t have a zoo. He says they’re all being built in the East, and that no town can be an attraction unless it has a zoo.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #48 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Well, Wick and I had a few drinks with him and started chatting. He says he’s got the makings of a top-notch zoo and that he’s thinking about pitching the idea to Paradise. He’s got an elephant. Of course, it’s not a first-class elephant since it’s a bit worn out from traveling so much.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #49 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“The camel isn’t exactly in perfect condition, but it’s still a camel. The tiger seems pretty decent for a tiger. He says he’ll sell the whole group for a thousand dollars. Of course, he tells us how much we’d have to pay if we bought those animals separately, but he bundles them together and gives them to us at a discount.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #50 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"Wick Smith is community-minded, and after I tell him what we’re planning to do about starting a Chamber of Commerce, he immediately buys those animals on the spot. The guy throws in the cage for free, so that saves us quite a bit. I think we can get a grizzly bear, a wolf, and maybe a mountain lion to add to our zoo. People will travel a long way to see wild animals, Ike—a really long way."</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #51 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Dirty and I look at each other and head out to unpack, while Magpie moves ahead on Piperock’s epitaph.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #52 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping



----------



--- Block #53 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="ni">It’s been a long time since we stood on the tracks, so we hurried over to Buck Masterson’s saloon, where we ran into Wick Smith and “Mighty” Jones. Mighty and Dirty Shirt aren’t related. Mighty is a short guy who thinks he can take care of himself. That’s one reason why he’s usually on crutches. He swears in a high-pitched voice and chews his tobacco.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #54 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Buck greets us happily, but Wick doesn't seem as excited.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #55 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You guys been out looking for gold again?” asks Buck.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #56 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeah, and we’re going again,” says Dirty Shirt. “This town is getting too damn fussy for me and Ike.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #57 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It’s ineffective,” agrees Mighty. “No one’s been killed in two weeks.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #58 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Cheer up, brother,” Wick says seriously. “There’s always a calm before a storm.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #59 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You getting ready to wipe them out?” I ask.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #60 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Well, I haven’t been treated well,” says Wick. “I spent a thousand cold dollars on some jungle insects, and I’m wondering just how I’m going to cash in on these contraptions. Magpie Simpkins got me drunk and convinced me to be a public benefactor, damn his hide.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #61 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Got me to gather the stuff for a zoo, that’s what he did. Got the whole town buzzing about this thing he calls the Piperock Chamber of Commerce, and then he goes out and gets himself elected president. That’s quite a way to do it, isn’t it?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #62 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You wanted to be president, huh?” I ask.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #63 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Well, why not? I bought the thing, didn’t I? Magpie said that Piperock would pay me back for it. How are they going to do that, I wonder? Maybe I’m supposed to raffle them off, huh?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #64 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’m not taking any chances,” says Buck. “I went down to the livery stable and checked out those animals, and I can honestly say I don’t want any. Magpie keeps saying we’ll have them to attract more people to Piperock. My goodness, that group will scare away the ones we have.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #65 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“If I had that elephant,” said Mighty, “I’d definitely make some adjustments to him. His skin doesn’t fit at all. He’s not appealing—he’s an embarrassment. From behind, he looks like ‘Polecat’ Perkins in his Sunday pants. Wick, you should really give him a belt to tighten things up.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #66 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“That's why he's a big draw,” Wick said. “The guy I bought him from told me that Gunga Din is a rare type of elephant. His name is Gunga Din. Man, he should be great. I shelled out three hundred thirty-three dollars and thirty-three and a third cents for him. That camel and the tiger cost the same.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #67 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I think Magpie's crazy,” I say.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #68 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“How about me?” Wick cries. “I bought them myself.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #69 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Your wife’s calling you, Wick,” Buck remarked.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #70 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Wick squints at the door and nods with a sad expression.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #71 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeah, I left her to manage the store while I deal with my sadness. Now I have to go back and get it together again. She doesn’t believe in Chambers of Commerce, and I’m starting to wonder if she might be right.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #72 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Wick heads across the street while Dirty and I go down to the livery stable to check out what Wick bought. “Hassayampa” Harris is running the stable.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #73 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Hey, Hassayampa,” I say. “How’s it going?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #74 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Liver trouble,” he says, diagnosing himself. “I see spots in front of my eyes, feel dizzy, and kind of sluggish.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #75 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He does look kind of pale and walks crooked.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #76 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“How did you get those symptoms?” asks Dirty.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #77 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ignorance,” says Hassayampa. “I tried to take a bale of hay away from Exhibit A of the Chamber of Commerce.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #78 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Meanin’ Gunga Din?”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Meanin’ Gunga Din?”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"What's the meaning of Gunga Din?"



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"What's the meaning of Gunga Din?"</p>



----------



--- Block #79 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“That's the accordion-skinned thing,” Hassayampa says painfully, sort of tugging at his throat. “I’m not quite right in my head yet. It grabbed me by the waistband and yanked my pants off while I was still in the air. That kind of shock isn’t good for the human body. Then the — thing slapped me in the face with my own pants and sent me flying across the stable and into the feed bin. I haven’t been the same since.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #80 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"You should read up on stuff like that," says Dirty.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #81 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Read? What the heck can a guy read at a time like that?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #82 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Didn’t they come with any directions?” I ask.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #83 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No. Direction doesn’t mean anything to something like that, Ike. Do you want to look at them?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #84 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeah, we’ll look,” nods Dirty.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Yeah, we’ll look,” nods Dirty.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Yeah, we’ll check,” nods Dirty.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“Yeah, we’ll check,” nods Dirty.</p>



----------



--- Block #85 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Cost two bits each,” Hassayampa says. “Magpie thinks they’re worth it—and they really are. My word, there’s no doubt about it.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #86 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“That’s a crazy idea!” snorts Dirty. “Two bits to see an elephant. I’ll tell you what we’ll do, Hassayampa; we’ll pay the two bits to watch you try to take another bale away from Gunga Din.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #87 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You never will,” Hassayampa sighs. “I’m all better now. Anyway, I’m almost out of hay. I have a bill of seven dollars against those animals right now. Honestly, that tagger can go straight to - . Meat costs money.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #88 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>We left Hassayampa talking to himself and went back to town, where we leaned on Buck’s bar.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #89 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>We hadn't been there long when Mike Pelly, Ricky Henderson, and “Old Testament” Tilton rode in from Paradise. Mike is the saloon owner and Ricky runs the barbershop. The third member of this trio represents the other aspect of Paradise.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #90 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Testament looks a lot like an old guy who's been let down in love. He wears one of those beetle-backed coats, pants that fit tightly around his skinny legs, and boots that sag a lot at the top, showing that Testament never squeezes his feet.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #91 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Mike parts his hair to one side, slicks it down on that side until it almost reaches the bridge of his nose, where it suddenly retreats a bit. He smells a lot like cheap perfume.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #92 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Ricky is a barber. He looks, smells, and behaves like one. When he gets excited, he claps, like he's sharpening a razor. Testament used to believe that he had rescued Ricky and Mike from a bad situation. When Testament first arrived in that country, he thought there were plenty of people to save from trouble, but after getting burned a few times, he decided to let things be.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #93 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Those three guys walk up to the bar, shake hands with us like they're actually happy to meet us, and ask us to grab a drink. Testament has his usual lemonade and gives a wink, and then we talk about the terms.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #94 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“How’s everything in this village of wrongdoing?” asks Testament pretty casually.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #95 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Injustice, ―!” Buck snorts. “There’s no injustice in Piperock. We have clear minds and are in good condition. If there’s any problem in this city, it’s come here from Paradise. Honestly, one day you’ll be proud to be known as a suburb of Piperock City.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #96 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ha-ha-ha-ha!” says Ricky. “Suburb of Piperock. Paradise will be a metropolis when Piperock goes back to the prairie dogs.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #97 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>It’s differing opinions that create horse races, wars, and all sorts of whiskey—all from one barrel. Dirty Shirt and I are totally filled with civic pride, and we’re ready to fight for our fair city—if we actually had one—but Piperock and Paradise aren’t worth any serious effort; so we glide out smoothly and head back to our place.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #98 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Magpie is just leaving, maintaining his complete dignity and carrying a lot of stationery. I tell him about the three men from Paradise.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #99 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"The word has spread," says Magpie, puffing out his chest. "We won't hide our light under a bushel."</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #100 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Then you better hide your body behind a woodpile,” says Dirty Shirt. “Those three troublemakers didn’t just ride up here to get a drink.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #101 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“We are a peaceful group,” says Magpie. “No longer will the battle cry divide us, nor will the rivers run red. We're about to let go of the things that have held us back. Uncivilization must give way to the path of wisdom. The wheel of progress is turning, and trouble will come to anyone who stands in its way. The people of Piperock have risen in their strength, broken free from the chains of darkness, and are stepping into the light of a new day.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #102 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“And,” says Dirty, sounding a bit amazed, “if that isn’t a whole lot to say all at once, I’ll eat the outfit that made me famous.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #103 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Magpie snorts and struts up the street. Despite the loud announcement he makes to us, I notice he has a six-shooter tucked into the waistband of his pants. Dirty and I lie down on the two bunks and get a little shut-eye.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #104 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping



----------



--- Block #105 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="ni">In the course of human events, some strange things happen. And the strangest thing I can think of is that Jasmine Greenbaum came to teach at Piperock. Jasmine isn’t the kind of person you’d expect to take a job like that.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #106 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She’s really beautiful, if you know what I mean. I’m not going to describe her, because I don’t have enough words. Her eyes would make a man look up even when someone is shooting at him. She lives with Wick Smith’s family while she’s teaching the kids in Piperock not to shoot at each other.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #107 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Me and Dirty run into her that evening after we've been hanging out at Buck's bar for an hour or more. Dirty's sharp eye twitches nervously for a bit, and he seems to have about six too many hands.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #108 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’m sure you remember me,” she says, smiling at us.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #109 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“If I live to be a million, I won’t forget,” pants Dirty.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #110 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I am Mr. Harper,” I say. “And the Harper family has the longest memories of any family on earth.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #111 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Outside the Jones’s,” says Dirty. “My old man could remember before they started putting aces in the decks of cards.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #112 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Memories don’t matter,” I say. “It’s great to meet you, Miss Greenbaum. What can I do for you, ma’am?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #113 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"Same here," says Dirty, nudging me aside a bit.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #114 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I told them that you were always ready to do anything for the public good,” she says, smiling sweetly.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #115 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“To whom did you tell this, ma’am?” I ask.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #116 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Somehow I have a feeling that everything isn’t quite right.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #117 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Mr. Simpkins, the president of the Chamber of Commerce,” she says. “He and Mr. Smith seemed to think―”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #118 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Since when did they start thinking?” asks Dirty. “That sure is a novelty to my ears, ma’am.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #119 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Mr. Simpkins is really smart,” she says. “He has some amazing ideas.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #120 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“With parts missin’,” says I.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“With parts missin’,” says I.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"With parts missing," I say.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"With parts missing," I say.</p>



----------



--- Block #121 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Maybe you don't see what he's doing for Piperock, Mr. Harper,” she says. “I just came from a meeting of the new Chamber of Commerce, where Mr. Simpkins led the discussion and shared some amazing plans to improve this town.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #122 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“As you know, we already have the foundation of a zoo. Mr. Smith, who is fully committed to the development of Piperock, bought these three jungle animals. Our meeting this afternoon was to figure out a plan to pay Mr. Smith back and to acquire the animals for the city.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #123 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Next Monday is Labor Day. I’ve heard that Piperock has never celebrated Labor Day.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #124 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“They’ve definitely celebrated everything else,” says Dirty Shirt. “My ―, ma’am, don’t let them celebrate. You don’t know Piperock.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #125 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It’s going to be a harmless celebration. I mentioned having you two gentlemen help out, and Mr. Simpkins and Mr. Smith assured me that neither of you has any civic pride. They said that both of you are uncivilized, unprogressive, and not at all aligned with any movement that would control your wild instincts. I'm sure it's just their prejudice.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #126 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You're absolutely right!” says Dirty. “Those pelicans definitely misled you, ma’am. Piperock doesn’t mean much to either of us, but I’m willing to do anything you say.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #127 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I’m careful, like I mentioned earlier. The idea of having a pretty teacher come to us and coax us into doing something our instincts tell us is risky doesn’t sit well. I’ve heard this kind of talk before, and so has Dirty; but whenever a pretty girl smiles at Dirty, it’s just another tempting Garden of Eden and a bunch of apples.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #128 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>She doesn't tell us what we're supposed to do, but she does ask us to promise to help them out. Well, what can you do in a situation like that? Dirty and I go back to Buck's place, where we treat ourselves to Buck's Best.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #129 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And let me tell you something—Buck’s liquor really takes the edge off for those who’ve been through tough times. Ten years ago, he bought a barrel of it. He sells about two or three gallons a day on average, and that barrel is still more than half-full. It hasn’t lost its strength, at least from what we can tell.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #130 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>After a while, Magpie and Wick come into the room. Dignified? My ―, they act like a couple of royal flushes.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #131 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Hey there, Mr. Masterson,” says Magpie confidently. “How are things going today?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #132 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Well, okay,” Buck says, feeling a bit confused. “How did the meeting go?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #133 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Perfect,” says Magpie. “The die is cast. The women’s group is completely on board with us, and we all believe this will be a day to remember. Piperock will come out of its shell and take its place among the cities of the world.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #134 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“The ladies’ what?” asks Dirty.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“The ladies’ what?” asks Dirty.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“The ladies’ what?” Dirty asks.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“The ladies’ what?” Dirty asks.</p>



----------



--- Block #135 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Auxiliary,” Wick explains. “My wife is the president. It’s an a-ad—uh—”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #136 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Adjunct,” prompts Magpie.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Adjunct,” prompts Magpie.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Adjunct," says Magpie.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"Adjunct," says Magpie.</p>



----------



--- Block #137 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I know it,” says Wick. “There’s my wife, who is president, and the following: Mrs. Wick Smith, Mrs. Pete Gonyer, Mrs. Yuma Yates, Mrs. Mighty Jones, and Miss Hilda Hansen. Of course the list isn’t complete, and we expect more. However, we have a quorum, etc., <i>ad libitum</i>.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #138 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I should hope so,” says Dirty, getting all dignified. “What about Miss Jasmine Greenbaum? Isn’t she invited to join?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #139 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Miss Jasmine Greenbaum is acting in an advisory role,” explains Magpie. “It kind of allows her to do what she wants. We’re leaving a lot of it up to her creativity.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #140 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“What were Testament, Ricky, and Mike doing up here?” Buck asks.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #141 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Kinda feeling around,” says Magpie. “They heard we were supposed to make progress, and of course they had to come and see what it was about. I told them about Piperock acquiring a Chamber of Commerce and three jungle curiosities. They don’t <i>get</i> the idea of the Chamber, but they’re offering to take the animals for a little more than what Piperock paid.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #142 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“What did you say?” Wick asks anxiously.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #143 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I told them to go to hell. Those animals aren’t for sale.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #144 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Aren’t they?” asks Wick. “For more than I paid? Magpie, I would like to have control over those animals myself. I own them, don’t I? They’re not Piperock’s animals until Piperock has a bill of sale for them. I definitely don’t thank you for what you’ve done to me.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #145 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Where’s your public spirit?” asks Magpie.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #146 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“That's alright,” Wick complains. “I have more public spirit than most people, I guess; but a thousand dollars is a thousand dollars. If Paradise wants to pay me more than I paid—they can have it, for sure!”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #147 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You’d be a great president for the Chamber of Commerce,” says Magpie.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #148 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Okay,” says Wick. “If you can think of anything else that's funny, I’m all ears.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #149 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Your livestock are eating up money,” I say.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #150 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeah, and that’s another thing,” complains Wick, tugging at Magpie’s sleeve. “Who’s going to pay their rent?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #151 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Gunga Din eats a bale of hay every fifteen minutes,” Dirty Shirt says seriously.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #152 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“He—he does?”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 2

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“He—he does?”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Wait, he does?"



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"Wait, he does?"</p>



----------



--- Block #153 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“He—he does,” nods Dirty. “The last bale was two pounds short; so Gunga Din had Hassayampa's pants for dessert. Those tigers will eat a whole cow for a meal, and you know how much cows are worth right now.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #154 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Magpie—” Wick is almost crying by this point—“Magpie, I’m asking you as a friend—what should I do?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #155 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Have patience, Wickie.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Have patience, Wickie.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Be patient, Wickie.”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“Be patient, Wickie.”</p>



----------



--- Block #156 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Have ―! I’ll go down there and take out all three of those monsters, that’s what I’ll do, for sure!”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #157 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“And lose your thousand dollars, huh?” Magpie shakes his head. “Wick Smith, you’re hardly fit to help us build up Piperock.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #158 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It’s for the glory of our beautiful city,” says Buck.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #159 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Wick turns around and walks out. He’s pretty choked up, but I know for sure it’s not because of emotion. Dirty and I feel that the fair city of Piperock isn’t really in need of our help; so we load up our gear and head to Paradise Town.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #160 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping



----------



--- Block #161 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="ni">Paradise is neck and neck with Piperock when it comes to the city. When P. T. Barnum said a fool is born every minute, he could have added that they all seemed to head straight for Yellowrock County.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #162 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>We find several of the above characters in Mike Pelly’s saloon, including “Chuck” Warner, “Muley” Bowles, “Telescope” Tolliver, and Henry Clay Peck. These four misfits hail from the Cross J ranch but consider Paradise their hometown. We also find “Liniment” Lucas, “Tombstone” Todd, and “Hard-Pan” Hawkins.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #163 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Tombstone is so tough that he can wear tight boots on his bunions, and “Hard-Pan” Hawkins keeps tabs on his crimes. Tombstone pulls me aside and chews on one end of his mustache while he adjusts his sombrero frequently.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #164 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ike,” he says hoarsely, “what’s this I’m hearing about the town of Piperock? Someone was telling me that they've gotten together up there to clean up the town a bit.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #165 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It’s kind of hard to perfume the rose,” I said.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #166 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Tombstone nibbles a bit more and struggles with his hat.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #167 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeah, I guess that’s true, Ike. Are you and Dirty Shirt a key part of this movement?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #168 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Not knowingly, Tombstone,” I said. “You can talk to me with complete confidence and leave feeling assured that I won’t exaggerate what you’ve shared with me.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #169 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“There’s been a lot of bragging going on,” Tombstone said. “If there’s one thing Paradise can’t stand, it’s bragging. Piperock goes on and on about how she’s racing ahead like a bee-stung bear. She isn’t, Ike. It’s just not possible for her to leap like that. She’s not as active as Paradise. We’re the ones who can actually get things done.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #170 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Where does Piperock stack up against Paradise, I ask you to answer honestly? She doesn’t. We have spirit, climate, and brainpower. We have brave men, women, and children. Our kids are equal to two grown men from Piperock. We have everything, Ike.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #171 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"Except for an elephant, a camel, and a tiger," I said.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #172 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“What’s them amount to?”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“What’s them amount to?”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“What’s the amount?”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“What’s the amount?”</p>



----------



--- Block #173 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“And a Chamber of Commerce, Tombstone.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #174 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Mm-m-m, yeah. Well?”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Mm-m-m, yeah. Well?”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Mm-m-m, yeah. So?”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“Mm-m-m, yeah. So?”</p>



----------



--- Block #175 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Well—right back at you. I didn’t start this argument.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #176 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"It’s not up for debate, Ike," he explains. "Paradise is the perfect place for those things. We could make it happen properly."</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #177 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Tombstone invites me back to the bar, which I accept. Dirty is arguing with the Cross J outfit and Liniment Lucas, and from Dirty’s talk, I gather that he’s all in with Piperock.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #178 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“From this day on, Piperock will blossom like a flower,” declares Dirty Shirt. “The people of Piperock have risen in strength, and we are stepping out into the light of a new day. And if that isn’t a whole lot to say at once, I’ll eat the clothes that made me who I am today.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #179 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>From that point on, things start to get a little unclear. Mike Pelly sells a brand that would make a bunny grow fangs and have rattles on its tail. I’ve heard that Paradise is envious of Piperock and that Paradise craves those three animals, like a calf longing for its mother.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #180 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Me and Dirty are balancing on the edge of the sidewalk in front of Mike’s place and starting to cheer for Piperock when some careless guy moves a heavy chair right out of Mike’s doorway and it hits both me and Dirty Shirt at the same time.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #181 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And when we woke up, we found ourselves in jail. Hank Padden, our respected sheriff, told us that we were in jail for disturbing the peace.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #182 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You're kidding me!” wails Dirty Shirt. “Paradise never had any peace to disturb. I can prove it to any judge, jury, or group of people who have two thoughts to rub together like a monkey.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #183 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I've done my duty,” Hank says firmly. “I was hired for this kind of work. You’ll probably get six months each.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #184 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>This was definitely good news. The Paradise jail doesn’t serve very good food.  

We thought Piperock would come in anger and drag us out, but they didn’t. I sent a message to Magpie, and he replied.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #185 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I sent him this word—</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

I sent him this word—



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

I texted him this word—



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>I texted him this word—</p>



----------



--- Block #186 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And this is what he sent me—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #187 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He didn’t sign his name, but he didn’t have to. I know that guy like the back of my hand. Dirty gets a bit down about it and insists that he’s done with Piperock. Right then and there, I added my support to his.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #188 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“If that’s patriotism,” says Dirty, “give me death. Our own town has rejected us, Ike Harper. I didn’t think they would do that. And they wouldn’t if they weren’t trying to be civilized.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #189 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>A little later, Chuck Warner, Liniment Lucas, and Testament Tilton arrive.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #190 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You can take the preacher back,” says Dirty. “We’re not into murder, you know.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #191 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’m not here in my official role,” says Testament. “You should both stay positive.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #192 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“— of a great opportunity, the way Hank runs his business here,” snorts Dirty.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #193 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’ve been to Piperock,” Chuck says, wiggling his ears. Chuck has flexible ears, and he can wiggle them like a mule.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #194 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“And nobody shot you?” gasps Dirty. “Wow, they’re really getting forgiving, Chuck.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #195 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“They're not friends to you two,” Chuck says seriously. “They're happy you’re in jail down here.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #196 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Chuck Warner is the biggest liar west of the Atlantic Ocean—but this time I actually believed him.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #197 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Magpie and Wick Smith hope you stay in jail,” he says.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #198 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It kind of looks like they’d get their hopes up,” Dirty acts a bit sad.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #199 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It kinda does,” agrees Liniment.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“It kinda does,” agrees Liniment.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"It kind of does," agrees Liniment.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"It kind of does," agrees Liniment.</p>



----------



--- Block #200 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He’s got one of those long, wet-looking noses and sad eyes. I guess his parents wanted him to be an undertaker, but Old Lady Fate had “horse-thief” marked next to his name in the Big Book.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #201 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Is this a condolence party, or did you come to gloat?” I ask.  

I really dislike having people look at me through the bars.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #202 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Condolences and good vibes,” says Testament, adjusting his pants. “You could call it a discussion. I’m going to leave now, since it wouldn’t be right for me to be involved. Not that I don’t completely agree with it, you know.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #203 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"It must be really hard to get you to leave," Dirty noted.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #204 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Old Testament taken out, Hank unlocks the cell door, and they all come in.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #205 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And what followed really touched my heart. It was Chuck’s idea. I listened to Chuck, Hank, and Liniment Lucas as they shared what was on their minds. They say that every man has his price. Ours was one elephant, one camel, and a tiger.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #206 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>They want us to steal three animals for Paradise. All we have to do is hand them over to Paradise, and everything will be forgiven. But they’re strict about it; they will pay Wick Smith what he paid for them and give us a hundred each.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #207 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“And Piperock hasn’t treated you two fairly,” says Chuck.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #208 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"That's all right," I said, "but you can't get away with something like that, Chuck. It wouldn't be hard for Piperock to prove that they owned them since they're the only ones of that species in Yaller Rock County."</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #209 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“We’ve taken care of everything,” Chuck says. “Don’t worry about that part. You guys can head back home, feeling upset at Paradise, and no one will expect you to raid the zoo; <i>understand</i>?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #210 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping



----------



--- Block #211 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="ni">When we got home, after promising to do our best, we found Magpie in the shack, working on some more material. We didn’t say anything about his kind note to us, and he didn’t bring it up either.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #212 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Still trying to promote Piperock on paper?” I ask.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #213 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Fighting against a bad influence, Ike. We are the trailblazers—others follow. Someone is trying to steal our spotlight.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #214 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You have a lot of it,” says Dirty. “They could take a lot from you and still have enough for a dozen guys.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #215 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Sarcasm is the weapon of the clueless,” says Magpie. “What did you hear in Paradise?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #216 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Nothin’ much.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 2

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Nothin’ much.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Not much."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"Not much."</p>



----------



--- Block #217 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No? Huh. Did you know that Paradise is copying us—or is going to?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #218 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“All fools aren’t dead yet,” says Dirty Shirt.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #219 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“They’ve ordered an elephant, a camel, and a tiger,” says Magpie. “They’re paying a hefty price for them, just to keep Piperock from leading the procession. Telescope Tolliver and Muley Bowles told us about it today. Telescope said he thought we should know about it.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #220 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeah, we heard about it,” says Dirty Shirt, somewhat casually. “It didn’t mean anything to us.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #221 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Well, we’re having an indignation meeting tomorrow night,” says Magpie. “We plan to protest openly against this practice. It’s not ethical. You and Ike will be there, right? Up in the Mint Hall. The ladies' auxiliary will be there, etc. We don’t want any bloodshed. It goes against our principles and regulations; but, honestly, they’re going to go too far soon—and they’ll have to be put back in their place.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #222 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The next day is kind of quiet in Piperock, but when Piperock is quiet, she’s dangerous. Wick Smith isn’t at the store, and Mrs. Smith doesn’t have much use for me and Dirty, so we stay away. After trying some wobble water, we head down to the livery stable to check on how Hassayampa is doing.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #223 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But we don’t find Hassayampa in charge. Wick Smith meets us at the door, and he looks as wise as an owl.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #224 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Whatcha want?” he asks.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Whatcha want?” he asks.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"What do you want?" he asks.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"What do you want?" he asks.</p>



----------



--- Block #225 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Whatcha got?” asks Dirty.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Whatcha got?” asks Dirty.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"What do you have?" asks Dirty.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"What do you have?" asks Dirty.</p>



----------



--- Block #226 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Wick clears his throat, sounding a bit hoarse.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #227 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’ve got civic pride, you know!”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #228 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You’ve shown it, Wick,” I say.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #229 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeah. If I had more common sense and less pride, I’d be in a better situation. Hassayampa Harris gives me a bill for thirty-six dollars’ worth of feed—and I got so full of pride that I kicked him out and took control.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #230 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“My gosh, that elephant is just like a hay baler. You can't fill it up, I tell you. And he was feeding Cleopatra meat! Can you believe that? Cleopatra is the tiger. That son of a gun has cost me a hundred dollars per stripe.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #231 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"Wick," I said, "do you want to get rid of them?"</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #232 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Wick looks at me for a long time, spits with a grimace, and nods slowly.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #233 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Wouldst.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 1

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Wouldst.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Would."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"Would."</p>



----------



--- Block #234 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I can get you a thousand dollars for the layout.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #235 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ike, I hope you’re not lying to me.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #236 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“C. O. D.,” says I.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“C. O. D.,” says I.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“C. O. D.,” I say.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“C. O. D.,” I say.</p>



----------



--- Block #237 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“That’s the joke,” he says with a kind of wail. “C.O.D., huh? How on earth can you deliver something like this, I’d like to know? Half of Piperock is guarding this stable. Across the street is Pete Gonyer. Further down the street is Mighty Jones, and up the other way is Olaf Hansen. One of those three is keeping an eye on this place. They’re watching to make sure Paradise doesn’t come and take those things away.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #238 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“And at night they're guarding this place with sawed-off shotguns. They heard that Paradise was going to take away the menagerie; that’s what they heard.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #239 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It’s kind of easy to see why Paradise wants to shift the job to me and Dirty Shirt Jones,” I say. “Can’t you do what you want with your own animals?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #240 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I can’t,” cries Wick. “Magpie got me drunk, Judge Steele wrote up an option—and I signed it. I can’t sell until thirty days after Labor Day. By that time I’ll be in the poorhouse.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #241 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“What do these animals look like?” asks Dirty.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #242 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Wick takes us back to the stable and shows us the strangest-looking trio of animals I've ever seen. Cleopatra is in a cage on wheels, and if there’s ever been a meaner-looking tiger, I haven't seen it. She's just skin and bones and has a big mouth full of teeth.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #243 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The camel opens his mouth and grins at us, somewhat wheezy. His name is Sahara, and he looks like ―. If it weren't for his humps, he'd look like a tattered donkey.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #244 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Here’s the <i>e pluribus peritonitis</i>,” says Wick, pointing at the next stall. “There stands Gunga Din. I tied that guy up a while ago.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #245 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>We step over and take a close look. It's kind of dark in that stall.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #246 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><em>Whap!</em></p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 1

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

<em>Whap!</em>



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Whap!



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>Whap!</p>



----------



--- Block #247 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Something hit me in the face, and I ran backward all the way to the back door, where I slammed my shoulders first, followed by the rest of my body, making a noise like the coupling of train cars. Kind of <em>clunkety, clinkety, clank</em>!</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #248 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Through the haze, I see Dirty Shirt fading out through the front door, and I watch Wick Smith climb up a post, where he hangs a harness. He grabs hold of the harness peg and tries to pull himself up; but the peg breaks and he falls back to the floor under two sets of heavy harness.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #249 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I got up and walked through the stable, feeling pretty light and carefree. I saw Wick come out from under that harness and run out of there with a horse collar around his neck and a set of tugs flying behind him, holding a hame in each hand, like a guy carrying two flags.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #250 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I tripped twice before I finally got outside, where I found Dirty and Wick. Wick got his tug stuck on the sidewalk and doesn’t have enough sense to let go of the harness. There he is, yanking and pulling, while Dirty stands in front of him, legs spread apart, waving his hat in Wick’s face and yelling.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #251 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Whoa! Whoa! Whoa, you ― idiot!”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #252 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I tripped over the tug and plopped down on the edge of the sidewalk. Dirty manages to calm Wick down, and we glance at each other. Dirty's wearing a couple of sleeves, but no shirt. His wobbly eye is doing a lot of moving around as he looks at me.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #253 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I never thought any of us would be alive,” he says.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #254 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You don’t need to start cheering,” I say. “What the heck was the matter, Wick?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #255 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ignorance!” scoffs Dirty. “If I didn’t know any more about natural history than that, I’d be embarrassed, Wick. You tied him up, did you? Well, you should really figure out which end of an elephant is the head. You tied him by the tail.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #256 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Well, I-I-I-I tied him up,” wails Wick. “Ends don’t mean anything to me. They both hang down. The only way I can tell which is which is to give it some hay and see which end turns toward it. He didn’t kill either of you, did he?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #257 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Don’t give Gunga Din any credit,” I say. “If that back door hadn’t been closed, I’d be in Canada right now. Go back and play with those things if you want, but keep me out of anything else to do with them.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #258 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>We helped Wick back into the stable, grabbed a bottle of horse liniment, and went home to recover. Dirty walks like his rudder was a bit cramped, and I’m kind of leaning back to relieve the pressure on my shoulders, hips, and ankles.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #259 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping



----------



--- Block #260 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="ni">It was pretty late that evening when Dirty and I walked up to the Mint Hall, limping a bit, and found Piperock all gathered. Magpie was on the platform, and the discussion was getting heated. Next to him were Mrs. Wick Smith and Miss Jasmine Greenbaum. When she spotted us, she hopped off the platform, came over, and led Dirty and me to the front of the room, asking us to take a seat.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #261 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“These two guys have offered to help me with this,” she says. “They really care about Piperock. I know they’re brave and courageous, and that’s why I chose them.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #262 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Brave and full of courage!” scoffs Yuma Yates. “They’re just full of aches and pains, judging by how they walk.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #263 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I'm going to remember almost everything I hear said here,” says Dirty.  

“That’s remark number one, Yuma.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #264 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“My list shows number one for Yuma Yates,” I say.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #265 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Magpie tightens his belt and steps to the edge of the platform, where he stares at me and Dirty Shirt.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #266 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Threats are unnecessary,” he tells us. “Piperock is moving on from those things. From now on, we are advocates of brotherly love—not conflict. Take this to heart and avoid any issues. We welcome everyone to join us, and we appreciate your help with Miss Greenbaum. Sincerely, Piperock Chamber of Commerce.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #267 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"In response to your letter today," I said, "I can say that your fold doesn’t appeal to us; so I’m sending it back by return mail. Sincerely yours, Ike Harper and Dirty Shirt Jones. P.S. And if you don’t understand what I mean—ask us."</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #268 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Magpie stares at us for a few moments and then looks over at Miss Jasmine.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #269 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Miss Greenbaum,” he says, “I told you I was sure those two guys were drunk when they offered to help you. They’ll probably deny ever saying it now.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #270 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Dirty Shirt jumps up to his feet.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #271 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Magpie Simpkins, you’re just exaggerating things. We said we’d help Miss Greenbaum, and we will. Anything she asks us to do is basically done. Isn't that right, Ike?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #272 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Well,” I said, “I really hate it when anyone doubts that I know what I’m talking about—whether I’m drunk or sober. I’m with you, Dirty.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #273 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I knew it,” says Miss Greenbaum. “I knew they would help me. I don't usually make mistakes about human nature. When I first saw these two gentlemen, I had a feeling they could be trusted. Mr. Harper and Mr. Jones, thank you.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #274 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"You're welcome," says Dirty. "You really are very welcome."</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #275 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Well, now that we've settled that part, I suggest we wrap things up. Tomorrow will be spent getting everything ready. We've got a lot of work ahead. ‘Scenery,’ will you bring your car in tomorrow?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #276 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Scenery Sims admits that he will. Scenery is a small, skinny guy with a high-pitched voice, and he owns the only car in Yaller Rock County.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #277 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“The ladies will be busy with their costumes,” says Magpie, “and there will be a lot of decorating to do. Time is a bit tight to finish all the details, but it's going to be the biggest event ever held in the West. Our grandkids will be proud of us.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #278 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yours won't be,” says Dirty Shirt.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #279 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>It’s a pretty mean comment, especially since Magpie was never married. Nobody laughed, but the people right behind us kind of moved aside to avoid getting caught in the line of fire.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #280 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Magpie shook his head and polished the nail of his trigger finger on his right ear.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #281 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"We need to be humble," he says. "'The humble will inherit the earth.'"</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #282 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"That won’t be much fun if there are only timid ones left," I said.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #283 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“There’ll be a whole lot of land to split up, too,” says Dirty Shirt.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #284 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And that’s all we knew about the meeting. I have a feeling that Dirty spoke up too quickly. I told him that they had been arguing about me and him before we arrived, but he doesn’t care. There’s no chance to steal those animals for Paradise, even if we wanted to—which we don’t—so we decided to let nature take its course.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #285 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Early the next morning, we find Magpie painting a big sign. He isn't artistic at all, but it's readable. At the top is one word, in letters two feet high—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #286 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And right below that are two more big words—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #287 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“What’s that, Magpie?” asks Dirty Shirt.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #288 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Depicting,” says Magpie, wiping some black paint from his mustache, “the progress of Piperock. A pageant means a fancy parade. There have been parades before, but this is the first pageant. If you two fellows go up to Wick Smith’s house, you’ll probably find Mrs. Smith and Miss Greenbaum working on your costumes. They were going to make them first thing today.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #289 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Our costumes?” I ask. “Why do we need costumes, Magpie?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #290 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Have to have ’em, Ike.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Have to have ’em, Ike.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"Got to have them, Ike."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"Got to have them, Ike."</p>



----------



--- Block #291 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Oh, well, if we have to have them.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #292 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Me and Dirty outlines the next item on the list:</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #293 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>We found Wick Smith at the store. He convinced Hassayampa to take charge of the animals again and is running his own store; but he's not cheerful.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #294 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Tomorrow is Labor Day,” he says, his voice trembling with emotion. “I should be happy, I guess, because the money from the pageant is supposed to help pay me for those animals; but somehow I can’t seem to lift the veil, like the Old Testament says, and see the silver lining.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #295 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Aw, it’ll be fine,” says Dirty. “Parades aren’t really something to stress over.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #296 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Thasso?” Wick squints at Dirty. “You’ve made it through some of our parades, right, Dirty?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #297 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeah, but you have to consider that Piperock is civilized now. It’s not like it used to be, Wick. Right now, Piperock is gentle and calm.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #298 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I bet,” Wick nods. “Well, I still have hope, but—I don’t know. I can’t quite picture my wife looking like a statue of Victory, nor can I see Mrs. Pete Gonyer and Mrs. Mighty Jones representing Progress. My—my wife doesn’t look like Victory.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #299 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You’ve never won a battle against her yet, have you?” I ask.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #300 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“No, that’s a piece of cake. Well, maybe it’ll be fine. You guys don’t have an easy task yourself.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #301 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"We're not?" I ask. "What does that have to do with us, Wick?"</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #302 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You two represent the East, Ike. Anyway, that’s what they’ve said about you.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #303 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“―, I don’t look like any East!” snorts Dirty.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #304 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I don’t think I do either,” I say. “Anyway, I haven’t seen anyone from the East who looks a whole lot like me. Why do we have this idea, Wick?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #305 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Don’t ask me. My—it's not my fault. I've got all the trouble I can handle. You should ask Magpie or Jasmine. They sorted it all out between them.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #306 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Are we wearing costumes?” asks Dirty.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #307 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Search me. My wife does. Mosquito-bar! My ―, can you see my wife in a mosquito-bar dress?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #308 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’d like to,” says Dirty.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“I’d like to,” says Dirty.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“I’d like to,” says Dirty.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“I’d like to,” says Dirty.</p>



----------



--- Block #309 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And then we left. Wick shouldn’t be so picky. His wife is about five feet four inches tall and weighs two hundred fifty pounds. She also wheezes a lot when she talks. Mrs. Gonyer is six feet two inches tall and so skinny that she rattles when she walks. Mrs. Mighty Jones isn’t any taller than Mrs. Smith, and she doesn’t weigh a hundred.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #310 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping



----------



--- Block #311 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="ni">Dirty and I don't find much satisfaction in that town. Magpie heads to Paradise to promote the event and probably do a lot of bragging about himself. We run into Scenery Sims, who's staring at the red wine, and he's not exactly what you'd call coherent.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #312 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I—I’m not much,” he tells us with tears in his eyes.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #313 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>We agree with him, which doesn't help him at all.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #314 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I can’t do anything,” he tells us.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #315 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“—that’s not news,” Dirty agrees. “Everyone knows that.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #316 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“In the pay-jint,” he says. “I want to be something.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #317 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“All right,” I said. “You be a bump in the road for the wagons to drive over.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #318 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“That’s fine for you two pelicans,” he says. “You’ve got things to do. I’ve been pushed aside, that’s what’s happened to me, for real. Maybe Piperock is moving forward, but I’m exactly where I was a week ago. Want a drink?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #319 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>We would. In fact, we had several. We reached a point where Dirty starts bragging about being from the East. He talks about how he's also refined. Magpie returns from Paradise, full of himself, and crashes at Buck’s place.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #320 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“They’ll come,” he tells everyone. “Paradise will be plentiful. From Curlew, we’ll get a strong majority, and there’ll be some support from Yaller Horse. I predict that Piperock will capture almost all the votes in Yaller Rock County. We’ve spread the word about progress, and the world is responding.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #321 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Does Paradise have her animals yet?” asks Buck.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #322 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Not yet. Mike Pelly says they’re on the way. It’s going to be a close call between us towns. Well, I need to check on how things are going. Are Pete and Yuma working on that float?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #323 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“All day,” Buck says. “It’s gonna be a blast.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #324 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Float?” says Dirty. “Man, they’re clueless, Ike. There isn’t enough water in this town to float a cork. We’ve promised to make this parade a huge success, but once it’s over, you and I are hitting the road. I’m tired of the same old distractions, jackpots, and all that stuff. Long may she wave. Let’s raise another drink to old man Backus.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #325 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And that’s how it went. Bill Thatcher and his band arrived a little later with a bass, an accordion, and a harmonica. Bill’s son, Ham, is playing the accordion, and old “Frenchy” Deschamps is groaning on the harmonica.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #326 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Kinda wanted to know what kind of music Magpie wanted us to play,” explains Bill. “We’ve got all kinds.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #327 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You guys graduated from ‘Sweet Marie’?” asked Dirty.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #328 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“That's good music,” Bill says, somewhat indignantly. “If you don’t like that, we can play it however you want.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #329 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Some of Paradise arrives that night, and among them is the gang from the Cross J. Chuck pulls me aside and asks how we’re doing with the animal stealing. I point out the challenges, explaining how close Piperock is guarding their zoo.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #330 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Get them during the parade,” says Chuck. “Everyone will be into that, don’t you see?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #331 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"Can't be done," I say. "I'm part of the parade."</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #332 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“What part are you, Ike?”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“What part are you, Ike?”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“What part are you, Ike?”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“What part are you, Ike?”</p>



----------



--- Block #333 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’m half of the east end,” I say. “Now you know as much as I do.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #334 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Who’s guardin’ ’em now, Ike?”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Who’s guardin’ ’em now, Ike?”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Who’s guarding them now, Ike?”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“Who’s guarding them now, Ike?”</p>



----------



--- Block #335 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’m not sure, but I think Hassayampa is on duty.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #336 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Chuck walks away, leaving me to nod at the bartender and lean against Dirty Shirt. Then comes Polecat Perkins and his group of fancy mutts. He has eight of them, all on leashes, and they start to tangle themselves around our legs.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #337 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Hey everyone,” says Polecat. “Lay down, dogs!”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #338 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Polecat joins our gathering and gets excited about the fact that tomorrow is Labor Day and that we're going to have a celebration.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #339 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Take those dogs outside,” Buck commands. “Come on, this isn’t a dog kennel, Polecat. Get them out of here so people can have a chance to get to the bar.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #340 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Just then, Hassayampa Harris walks into that saloon. I’m not sure how far he jumped from outside, but I know he hit his head on the top of the doorway and landed right in the middle of the room.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #341 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeeow-w-w-w! Look out!” he yelps.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Yeeow-w-w-w! Look out!” he yelps.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Yikes! Watch out!” he yelps.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“Yikes! Watch out!” he yelps.</p>



----------



--- Block #342 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Right behind Hassayampa comes Cleopatra. She moves through us like a colorful blur, strikes the middle of the room, lands on the pool table, and darts straight out the back door, which has just been opened by Mighty Jones. Mighty’s feet fly up where his hat used to be, and over him rushes Polecat’s pack of dogs, each one trying to bark louder than the others.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #343 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“That’s our tiger!” explodes Buck.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“That’s our tiger!” explodes Buck.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"That's our tiger!" exclaims Buck.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"That's our tiger!" exclaims Buck.</p>



----------



--- Block #344 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You—you can have it!” pants Hassayampa.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #345 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“How did it get loose?”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“How did it get loose?”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“How did it come loose?”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“How did it come loose?”</p>



----------



--- Block #346 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Go and ask it. I—I was talking to Chuck Warner at the front door of the stable when suddenly I heard someone yell, and here comes Cleopatra.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #347 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Did someone shout?” Buck snorts. “I’ll bet some of that Paradise gang let her go while you were at the front door. Get down there, everyone, before they let them all go.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #348 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>They all went down there, except for me, Dirty, and Buck. They could let them go as far as I'm concerned. A few minutes after they leave, Old Testament and Muley Bowles show up. Testament doesn’t have a hat and his coat is torn up the back. Muley doesn’t walk very well, and he has a swelling over one eye.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #349 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“‘In the midst of life, we are in death,’” says Testament, indicating that he doesn’t want his lemonade straight.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #350 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Buck looks ’em over.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 4

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Buck looks ’em over.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Buck checks them out.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>Buck checks them out.</p>



----------



--- Block #351 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"Have you two been fighting each other?" he asks.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #352 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It—it was a mistake,” says Muley, drinking the water and pouring his liquor in the spittoon. “I thought Testament was a—a―”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #353 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“He thought I was a door,” finished Testament, “and tried to walk right through me. Maybe we should head home, Muley.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #354 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeah—and stay home,” Muley says, sounding pained.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #355 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>They went out just before the crowd returned. It looks like Gunga Din and Sahara are fine, but they left five guards in the stable.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #356 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“We found a hat,” said Mighty. “Hassayampa said they haven’t fed that tiger for two days, and I’m kind of worried that we’ll never find the guy to put under that hat.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #357 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I’m going to gloss over the rest of that night. It’s enough to say that morning came quickly, the sun rose as it usually does, and there was brotherly love among us along with a hopeful spirit of progress. Civilization is pleasant to those who are civilized.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #358 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Magpie found us the next day. He checks us out, shares his thoughts on our ancestors, takes our guns, and leads us to Wick Smith’s place. I’m a bit unclear on what happened to us, but it seems like Dirty and I fell asleep on a bed.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #359 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping



----------



--- Block #360 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="ni">I don't know what time I woke up, but I guess it was the afternoon. I sat up on the bed and looked at the strangest person I had ever seen. He was sitting there, looking at me. He was kind of dirty, with a brown complexion, wearing something white wrapped around his head, and his body was covered with some kind of striped gown.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #361 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I blink a few times, but he doesn't vanish.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #362 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I’m dead and in ―,” says the apparition.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #363 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>It has the voice and eye of Dirty Shirt Jones, but the rest of it doesn’t look like him. Right then and there I mark an X next to my name for a temperance vote.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #364 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yeah, I’m done for,” says the person. “I’ve had delirium tremens enough times to know that this isn’t it.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #365 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I look across the room and see another shot of the same brand. Then I start to get out of bed, planning to head for the door, and this second dirty-faced figure moves right along with me. I've been looking in a mirror. Then I lift one hand to my face, and it comes away the color of chocolate. There's a strong smell of turpentine in the place.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #366 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“What has been happening?” I ask.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #367 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"Are you Ike Harper?" he asks, somewhat in awe.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #368 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“If that’s a mirror, then I’m not,” I said. “Who are you?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #369 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I used to be Dirty Shirt Jones.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #370 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I start to scratch my head and find it all wrapped in cloth.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #371 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Did we get hurt or something?” I ask.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #372 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Before he can answer me, Wick Smith, Yuma Yates, and Mighty Jones come in. They look us over, and Wick Smith says—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #373 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Thank goodness, they’re sober enough to drive.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #374 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Who did this to us?” Dirty asks. “I’ll kill the guy who painted me this way!”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #375 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“There were six of us who did it,” says Yuma. “It really is a great job. By golly, nobody will know you, that’s for sure. Haw-haw-haw-haw!”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #376 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I got off that bed, ready to fight someone; but Yuma pulled his gun and forced me back onto the bed.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #377 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“The worst is behind us, Ike,” he says. “Stay calm and you’ll earn a lot of fame for yourself—both you and Dirty.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #378 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“We should get going,” Wick says. “The crowd is eager for us to start. Come on, you East Indians.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #379 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“East Indians?” I said. “Is that what we look like?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #380 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“According to the book,” Yuma nods. “Come on.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #381 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>What can we do, I ask you? We went out with them, wearing bandaged heads, house paint, and mother hubbards. That paint is starting to dry on my face, and the turpentine stings like a bunch of bees. I opened my mouth and now I can’t get it closed.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #382 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Hooray for ―!” yells Dirty. “Who’s afraid of fire?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #383 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>We follow them up to the corner of Holt’s hotel, and there we find Gunga Din and Sahara, who are being held by Pete Gonyer, Olaf Hansen, Hassayampa Harris, Scenery Sims, and “Half-Mile” Smith.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #384 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Gunga Din is trained to ride,” said Hassayampa, “but I’m not sure about Sahara. Ike can ride the elephant since he’s the biggest, and Dirty Shirt can get on the camel.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #385 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Just a short moment,” I say. “Nobody asked us. When I ride, I choose a horse, you know? I’m not some elephant scratcher.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #386 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Aren’t you?” asks Yuma. “You promised to do what Miss Greenbaum asked you to, Ike. She asked you to ride the elephant.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #387 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“But what for?” I asks.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“But what for?” I asks.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“But why?” I ask.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“But why?” I ask.</p>



----------



--- Block #388 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>By golly, I have no idea what it’s all about. I can hear people shouting out in the street, and when they start yelling in Piperock, I don't want to be there.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #389 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Here’s what you need to do,” says Yuma. “You two ride down the street. About in front of Wick’s store, you’ll run into old Chief Cod Liver Oil and old Runnin’ Dog. They’ll be wearing their war bonnets, etc., and they know what to do. They represent the old West; <i>sabe</i>?</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #390 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“They give you the peace sign, and it feels like you're all talking. That’s the part where the West meets the East. Then comes Pete in an old covered wagon. That's the arrival of the white man. The Indians act surprised. Behind his wagon comes Scenery Sims’ car, which has been turned into a float, and on it are three figures that represent Victory and the Progress of Piperock; <i>sabe</i>?</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #391 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Then that’s about it, I guess. I don’t know what else needs to be done, Ike. Magpie explains that much to me. Thatcher’s orchestra will be playing all the time, I suppose. Anyway, it’ll be great. Hassayampa, you and Half Mile help Ike up on Gunga Din.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #392 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It’ll be fine for sure,” grunts Mighty. “Cod Liver Oil and Runnin’ Dog just split a quart of lemon extract and a bottle of perfume between them.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #393 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I let them put me on the back of that rubbery ox, which isn’t wearing a saddle or bridle. Behind my animal is Dirty Shirt, sitting on the hump of Sahara, his face looking kind of funny. He’s got a pair of reins to hold onto.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #394 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Just then, Gunga Din takes the lead. There’s nothing I can do but sit there and let it happen. We rounded the corner and entered the main street. Yellow Rock County was definitely there. Every hitching post is filled with horses, and between the posts and the center of the street stands the entire county population, waiting for us to arrive.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #395 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>They let out a cheer when we showed up, and we're not more than halfway to them when up the street come old Cod Liver Oil and Runnin’ Dog, both of them decked out in war paint, nose paint, war bonnets, and riding painted ponies.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #396 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I think it was a sight worth seeing. Honestly, I really felt connected to nature. I was calm, too. The only emotion I can show is with my right leg—the left one has gone numb. Then the East met the West.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #397 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>We got within twenty feet of each other before those pinto horses got a good look at Gunga Din and Sahara. Cod Liver Oil’s pinto just spread its legs, bawled like a calf—and fell down, sending the old buck into a somersault almost under Gunga Din. Runnin’ Dog’s pinto turned around on one hind leg, shaking off old Runnin’ Dog, and zoomed past us like a streak.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #398 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Gunga Din reached down, wrapped his trunk around Cod Liver Oil, and stood the old guy on his head twenty feet away.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #399 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Yikes!” shouts Liniment Lucas. “What a show!”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #400 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>And into it all comes Pete Gonyer, driving a team of wild horses hitched to a covered wagon. He represents the arrival of the White Man. He came—I’ll give him that. The yelling is overwhelming for that team of wild horses, and here comes Pete, feet braced against the front gate of that wagon, pulling hard on the reins, while behind him, the wagon cover billows like a tethered balloon.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #401 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Runnin’ Dog has gotten to his feet, with the war bonnet over one eye and blood in the other.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #402 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"<em>Whoo!</em>" he screams. "<em>Hyas masahchie mokst la tet!</em>"</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #403 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>It was the first elephant he had ever seen, and he called it a big monster with two heads.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #404 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>There’s no way for me to move Gunga Din out of the way of those two horses, so I lie back and let death come toward us. But it doesn’t come all the way.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #405 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>About twenty feet away, those two broncos get their first look at the East, and they don’t like it. They dig their heels into that hard street, settle into their harness, and out of that cloud of dust comes Pete Gonyer, all sprawled out like a flying squirrel, and he lands all spread out on the head of Gunga Din, still holding onto his reins.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #406 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>As old Judge Steele might say—“Pandemonium reigns.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #407 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The two broncs regained their balance, moved sideways, and tried to go around us. They were doing pretty well when they tightened the lines, and Pete Gonyer launched right off the top of Gunga Din, flew through the air, and knocked Dirty Shirt clean off his camel. He not only knocked him off, but he took him along for the ride.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #408 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then Gunga Din lifted his trunk high in the air and trumpeted loud and free—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #409 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Ra-a-a-a te ta-a-a-a ta ta-a-a-a!”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Ra-a-a-a te ta-a-a-a ta ta-a-a-a!”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Ra-a-a-a te ta-a-a-a ta ta-a-a-a!”



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“Ra-a-a-a te ta-a-a-a ta ta-a-a-a!”</p>



----------



--- Block #410 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping



----------



--- Block #411 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="ni">Right now, I want to get down. I doubt any Harper ever wanted to get down as badly as I do; but there’s no safety on the ground. Every horse at those hitch-racks is heaving and surging, people are shouting. I want to shout, but that darned paint has set, with my mouth half open, and all I can do is say—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #412 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Hoo, hoo, hoo!” like a pesky owl.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #413 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then comes Victory—and Progress. Pete Gonyer has built a rig to fit over the top of Scenery Sims’ car, kind of like a platform, and there’s a railing all around it, decorated with flags and colored cloth. The driver isn’t in sight, and the darn thing looks like a runaway raft.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #414 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>On the front of the setup stands Mrs. Wick Smith, all dressed up in cheesecloth and a silver crown, which is tilted down over one ear, looking a bit cheeky. One hand is gripping the rail, while the other hangs onto a big banner.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #415 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Behind her stands Mrs. Gonyer, dressed in white, trying to hold up one hand, like a Native American giving a peace sign, and hanging onto her is Mrs. Mighty Jones, wearing a nightgown and a pair of paper wings, one of which has slipped up onto her shoulder, making her look like a duck with a broken wing.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #416 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I saw all this in a lot less time than it takes to explain. The thing is coming way too fast, I know that much, and I get that a car doesn't frighten elephants. A runaway horse rushes past me, slams its rear against the platform of Victory and Progress, and pushes it aside.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #417 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Mrs. Smith falls down in a heap, and Mrs. Gonyer drops to her knees, with one hand still raised in the air. Then Victory and Progress hits the East.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #418 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>They knocked Gunga Din off the street, but they didn’t get rid of him. I had Mrs. Smith in my arms, but Mrs. Mighty Jones rushed past me so quickly that I didn't have a chance to gather anything. Then Gunga Din got his four feet back on solid ground and started moving out.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #419 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He lowered his head, pressed it against that float, and headed towards Buck’s saloon entrance. I saw Magpie’s head rise from the debris, and he started hitting Gunga Din over the head with a piece of two-by-four, but it might as well have been a kiss for how effective it was.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #420 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Wick Smith comes galloping alongside us, yelling—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #421 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Let go of my wife! Let go of my wife! Damn you, Ike—let go of her!”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #422 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Tell it to her!” I shout back at him. “You ― fool, I’m not doing the holding.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #423 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The back wheels of that carriage hit the sidewalk, suddenly lift up, and we start to shove the whole thing right through Buck’s saloon entrance. That’s when I finally got free from another guy’s wife and ended up falling backward off that elephant.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #424 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I don't know what Sahara was doing right behind Gunga Din, unless he was supposed to be there; but I do know that I kind of folded up across his long neck, and he started to run with me. We went around in a circle three times before I fell off, and that camel walked all over me.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #425 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then I set up in that dusty street and tried to see what was going on. Horses were running around like they were in a circus ring, and some of them were dragging wagons and buggies behind them, which made the street a dangerous place to be. One wagon circled the street twice before I noticed that Dirty Shirt was standing up in the wagon, kind of balancing himself, with his arms spread out wide.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #426 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then the wagon hit the sidewalk, and Dirty flipped over twice before landing sitting down on the sidewalk. I managed to limp and crawl over to him. His good eye is completely shut, and the bad one won’t stay still.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #427 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He’s singing softly and quietly, and kind of keeping time with that jiggly eye. I have to listen really closely, but above the roar of destruction, I hear his singing—</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #428 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"There isn't any tree, Dirty," I say.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #429 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Aren’t there?” he asks softly. “There should be—there are so many birds.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #430 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Over at Buck’s place, there are people shouting like crazy, and some misguided fool starts shooting. I can see there’s no proper doorway left in Buck’s saloon—just an opening about ten feet wide.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #431 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Just then, Gunga Din comes around the corner. He doesn’t have anyone on his back now, but he’s got a chair hanging from one of his back legs. He runs into the hitch-rack, tries to go under it, and lifts it completely out of the ground. This kind of annoys him, so he wraps his trunk around one of the posts and starts toward us, carrying and dragging it along with him, while on the far end of it is tied a spotted horse from Paradise.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #432 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Most of the crowd rushed toward the Mint Hall, Wick’s store, and other safe spots, and it really doesn’t take long to clear the street of onlookers. I know that Gunga Din is on a big run; so I pick Dirty Shirt up in my arms and stumble toward Buck’s place.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #433 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I’m not in any shape to carry anyone because my right leg feels too short, which causes me to veer a little to the right, and I’m right next to Gunga Din before I even notice it.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #434 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>There’s just a <em>whap</em> and a <em>rip</em>, and outside of Dirty’s headgear he’s as naked as the day he was born. Gunga Din stripped him like an ear of corn. But Dirty doesn’t know it, and I don’t care; so we stagger on through the haze.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #435 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>We walked into Buck’s place, and it doesn’t take a normal person to see that everything isn’t right in there.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #436 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Old Testament Tilton is perched on what used to be the back bar, squatting there like a wise old owl, watching over the world; sitting like a statue, not saying a word. Piled up against the bar is what's left of the float. Buck is lying flat on his back, with his feet up on the pool table, which has been moved against the wall.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #437 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>All at once, that mass that used to be the float starts to rise, and from among the broken two-by-fours, twisted wires, and colorful fabric, comes Sahara. I have no idea how that camel ended up in that float, but there he is.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #438 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He walks out of there, fully decked out, and trailing behind him like grim reaper is Magpie Simpkins, the president of Piperock’s Chamber of Commerce.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #439 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Magpie is still wearing one boot, a pair of red underwear, and the crown of his hat, with a determined look in his eyes. Behind him, Wick Smith is crawling out of the wreckage. They all manage to get clear of the wreck, and Sahara comes to a halt. Wick is holding a two-foot long piece of two-by-four in his hands, and he plants his feet wide apart.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #440 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Mum-Magpie,” he says, sounding a bit thin. “You’ve made me a widower, gosh dang it.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #441 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But Magpie doesn't hear it. His mind is far behind that display of progress. He bows and kind of smiles as he says:</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping
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--- Block #442 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“The wheel of progress is turning, and woe to anyone who gets caught under it. The people of Piperock have risen in their strength, breaking free from the chains that kept them in darkness—”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #443 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p><em>Tunk!</em> Wick Smith's two-by-four cut off the speech.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #444 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You didn’t have to put all the blame on him, Wick,” I say.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #445 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>He turns and looks at me, slightly swaying on his feet.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #446 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“You?” he whispers. “You come back? Where’s my wife?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #447 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I dunno, Wick.”</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 3

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“I dunno, Wick.”



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

"I don't know, Wick."



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>"I don't know, Wick."</p>



----------



--- Block #448 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"You had her, damn you! I saw you hugging her!"</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #449 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I saw that piece of wood coming, but I didn’t have enough flexibility to dodge it. I clearly heard it clank against my head, and then I found myself back out in the street. I can hear a lot of dogs howling, and I wonder if I can hear this because I’ve hit rock bottom. Isn’t it funny what a guy will think about in a situation like that?</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #450 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>A lot of people are shouting at someone or something; so I sit up and focus on the moment. A bullet hits the ground next to me, but I don't care. I can't help but wonder why they're shooting at me, of course. Then something lifts me off the ground and starts giving me a ride.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #451 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I managed to get one eye open and found that I'm at one end of that hitch-rack, with Gunga Din providing the energy. They’ve picked me up in the space between one post and the top pole, and the friction on the part of me that wasn't on the pole was really bad.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #452 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then Gunga Din let out another one of those awful bugles, unhooked the hitch-rack, and headed back to Buck’s place—hanging onto the loose skin on Gunga Din’s rear end was Cleopatra. Behind them was Polecat Perkins’ pack of dogs, worn out but still able to stagger along and howl plenty loud and long.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #453 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>The dogs have chased that tiger all night, so it’s no surprise that the tiger is looking for something to climb onto. They went straight into the wreckage of Buck’s place, while the crowd, safely positioned, yelled, shot, and basically decided that it was taking a break.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #454 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p></p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: Contains only link(s) with no extra text => skipping



----------



--- Block #455 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p class="ni">It’s only been about five minutes since East met West, but a few things have happened. Gunga Din has returned to Buck’s place, trying to get rid of Cleopatra, when Chief Cod Liver Oil shows up, carrying an old Sharps rifle. That old war-whoop must really be bolstered by some strong stuff, because he heads straight for Buck’s broken entrance, letting out his tribal war-whoop loud and clear.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #456 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I got to my feet. I guess they were my feet. There’s no feeling in them, but they support me; so they must be mine. A man without arms could count all the Harper heroes on his fingers, but still, I’m heading toward Buck’s place to see what I can salvage from Gunga Din, Cleopatra, and Cod Liver Oil.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #457 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I don’t quite make it there when Cod Liver Oil comes out. He tumbled out, just missing me by about a foot, and ended up balancing on his head and shoulders in the street. His Sharps were lying just outside the doorway, so I picked it up and went inside.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #458 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Cleopatra is sitting on what used to be the end of Buck’s mahogany bar, her mouth wide open and her eyes shut. Gunga Din is standing in the middle of the room, with one back foot on Magpie’s pant leg, and Sahara is half in and half out of a rear window. And every time Gunga Din sways, the whole building shakes.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #459 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Dirty Shirt has gotten to his feet, and there he stands, completely out of clothes, kinda swaying on his feet and grinning foolishly.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #460 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Do something!” whispers Magpie. “Isn’t anyone going to do something?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #461 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Contact the Chamber of Commerce,” I say.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #462 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>From under a broken card table, Wick Smith pushes his head up. He has the brim of his hat in his teeth but manages to loosen it with his tongue.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #463 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I give up,” he gasps. “I know when I’ve had enough.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #464 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Old Testament is still sitting on the back bar, but now he shakes loose and falls into Cleopatra. He kind of takes that big striped cat into a loving embrace, but Cleopatra yowled once, kicked Testament backward, and jumped straight at me.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #465 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I threw that old Sharps up, took a wing shot at Cleopatra, and then a heavy weight settled on me. I’m not a fighter. None of my family ever won any championship belts; but there’s never been a Harper who wouldn’t fight to save his own life. And I definitely went into a clinch with that tiger.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #466 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>My eyes are too full of dust and pain for me to see how the battle is unfolding. We just kept fighting, that's all. Once we got separated, and it took us quite a while to find each other again, but we did. I can't see a thing, and I don't think Cleopatra can either, so we find each other by scent.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #467 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I don't know how long we fought. Scientists might disagree on how long a man and a tiger can battle without one or both of them dying. I’m pretty much numb right now. I guess I'm feeling a bit primal, fighting with tooth and nail. I hear voices around me, kind of cheering me on; so I give it my all and feel the tiger go limp.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #468 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Wow!” I hear Dirty gasp, sounding hoarse. “They’re still at it.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #469 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I licked him—her,” says I.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“I licked him—her,” says I.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“I licked him—her,” I said.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“I licked him—her,” I said.</p>



----------



--- Block #470 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I didn't have enough energy to say that. Then I kind of blacked out.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #471 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>It sounds like I heard someone say:</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #472 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Leave him alone, dang you! He just did what I've wanted to see happen for a long time.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #473 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>It was probably quite some time before I woke up again. For a while, I couldn’t figure out where I was or what was going on. I seemed to be lying across something that was heaving and surging a lot. I managed to get one eye open and realized that I was on my stomach across a saddle.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #474 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Out in front of me and the horse is a strange-looking figure. It's wearing a pair of overalls that won't stay up, barefoot and bareheaded. It looks back at me, and I recognize Dirty Shirt by his jiggly eye.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #475 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Then I slide off and sit down beside the trail.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #476 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Where we goin’?” I asks.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

“Where we goin’?” I asks.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

“Where are we going?” I ask.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>“Where are we going?” I ask.</p>



----------



--- Block #477 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Dirty comes back and sits next to me.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #478 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“It doesn’t make any difference, does it?” he asks. “They said it was mostly our fault; so I took you away from them and left. It wasn’t our fault, Ike; but they have to blame someone.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #479 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Magpie was mostly to blame,” I say. “We did the best we could. I don’t know what you did, Dirty, but I know I saved Piperock from a lot of heartaches.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #480 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"You definitely did, Ike," says Dirty.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #481 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“That creature would have been the downfall of Piperock.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #482 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>"That's easy, Ike. But the worst part is, it only stops the plague temporarily."</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #483 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Thasso?” I say. “I did my best, Dirty Shirt. I wish I had the hide as a keepsake.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #484 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Dirty looks queer-like at me.</p>



Word Count (non-anchor): 5

Chosen Prompt: short



TEXT SENT TO GPT:

Dirty looks queer-like at me.



GPT RESPONSE (no anchors):

Dirty looks that seem queer.



FINAL TEXT (anchors restored):

<p>Dirty looks that seem queer.</p>



----------



--- Block #485 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“I don’t know,” he says, sounding a bit sad. “Sometimes a shock can make a guy revert back to his cannibal ancestors.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #486 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>I don't know what he's talking about, but I'm too stuffed up to care much, and my face is starting to crack.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #487 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“How did it end?” I ask.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #488 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“All right, Ike. The animals are all gathered up in the livery stable, and Wick Smith sold them to Paradise.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #489 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“The — he did!” I exclaimed, or as much of an exclamation as I could manage in my condition. “And didn’t the Piperock Chamber of Commerce stop him?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #490 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“There was only one person who voted against it—and he was way too close to death to even make a sound. They didn’t even give him credit for trying to save the tiger. I saw it all, Ike. When you lifted that old Sharps to shoot Cleopatra, Magpie got loose from Gunga Din and fell into you.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #491 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Uh-uh-huh,” I say, feeling weak. “And then what did I do to the tiger, Dirty?”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #492 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Not at all. The wheels of progress started turning, and Magpie got caught under the tire, that’s all. In the words of Magpie Simpkins, I wouldn’t be surprised to see Piperock become one of the big cities in the world.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #493 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>“Well,” I said, “in the words of Ike Harper, whose spirit, liver, lungs, and gizzard have been used to create a Piperock holiday, let’s get out of here before this place gets too crowded. I don’t even want to be seen in the suburbs.”</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #494 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>But she hasn't grown at all since then.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



--- Block #495 (p) ---

ORIGINAL HTML:

<p>Transcriber’s Note: This story appeared in the June 10, 1925 issue of <i>The Blue Book Magazine</i>.</p>



[SKIPPED] Reason: p has >5 non-anchor words, skipping



----------



=== LINE-BY-LINE COMPARISON ===

Line 1 (ORIG): <!DOCTYPE html>

Line 1 (NEW):  <!DOCTYPE html>

-----

Line 2 (ORIG): 

Line 2 (NEW):  

-----

Line 3 (ORIG): <html lang="en">

Line 3 (NEW):  <html lang="en">

-----

Line 4 (ORIG): <body><div></div>

Line 4 (NEW):  <body><div></div>

-----

Line 5 (ORIG): <figure>

Line 5 (NEW):  <figure>

-----

Line 6 (ORIG): <img alt="" data-role="presentation" id="ifpc" src="images/illus-fpc.jpg"/>

Line 6 (NEW):  <img alt="" data-role="presentation" id="ifpc" src="images/illus-fpc.jpg"/>

-----

Line 7 (ORIG): </figure>

Line 7 (NEW):  </figure>

-----

Line 8 (ORIG): <h1>WHEN EAST MET WEST</h1>

Line 8 (NEW):  <h1>WHEN EAST MET WEST</h1>

-----

Line 9 (ORIG): <div class="tac">A Complete Novelette</div>

Line 9 (NEW):  <div class="tac">A Complete Novelette</div>

-----

Line 10 (ORIG): <div class="tac fs12 mt08">By W. C. Tuttle</div>

Line 10 (NEW):  <div class="tac fs12 mt08">By W. C. Tuttle</div>

-----

Line 11 (ORIG): <div class="tac mb20">Author of “Hidden Blood,” “The Lovable Liar,” etc.</div>

Line 11 (NEW):  <div class="tac mb20">Author of “Hidden Blood,” “The Lovable Liar,” etc.</div>

-----

Line 12 (ORIG): <p class="ni">Some poetical person once wrote:</p>

Line 12 (NEW):  <p class="ni">A poetic person once wrote:</p>

-----

Line 13 (ORIG): <div class="poetry">

Line 13 (NEW):  <div class="poetry">

-----

Line 14 (ORIG): <div class="stanza">

Line 14 (NEW):  <div class="stanza">

-----

Line 15 (ORIG): <div>For East is East and West is West.</div>

Line 15 (NEW):  <div>For East is East and West is West.</div>

-----

Line 16 (ORIG): <div>And never the twain shall meet.</div>

Line 16 (NEW):  <div>And never the twain shall meet.</div>

-----

Line 17 (ORIG): </div>

Line 17 (NEW):  </div>

-----

Line 18 (ORIG): </div>

Line 18 (NEW):  </div>

-----

Line 19 (ORIG): <p>He was completely off, that guy—all wrong. And I’ll explain how I know he was wrong.</p>

Line 19 (NEW):  <p>He was completely off, that guy—all wrong. And I’ll explain how I know he was wrong.</p>

-----

Line 20 (ORIG): <p>I’m not a pessimist. Not at all. If a little kid burns his fingers on a hot stove and stays away from the fire after that, you wouldn’t call him a pessimist. That’s me—cautious from getting burned.</p>

Line 20 (NEW):  <p>I’m not a pessimist. Not at all. If a little kid burns his fingers on a hot stove and stays away from the fire after that, you wouldn’t call him a pessimist. That’s me—cautious from getting burned.</p>

-----

Line 21 (ORIG): <p>All the Harper clan, as far back as I can tell, was careful. We produced more runners than fighters. Of course, there aren’t as many of us as there are Smiths. The Smiths dominate, so to speak. Anyway, the Smith clan has nothing to do with this.</p>

Line 21 (NEW):  <p>All the Harper clan, as far back as I can tell, was careful. We produced more runners than fighters. Of course, there aren’t as many of us as there are Smiths. The Smiths dominate, so to speak. Anyway, the Smith clan has nothing to do with this.</p>

-----

Line 22 (ORIG): <p>I haven’t been in Piperock for several weeks. My partner, “Dirty Shirt” Jones, and I have been prospecting in the Whispering Creek hills, with our usual luck—getting back just before all our food ran out. And we find my buddy, “Magpie” Simpkins, sitting at the table in our shack, dressed in his Sunday clothes.</p>

Line 22 (NEW):  <p>I haven’t been in Piperock for several weeks. My partner, “Dirty Shirt” Jones, and I have been prospecting in the Whispering Creek hills, with our usual luck—getting back just before all our food ran out. And we find my buddy, “Magpie” Simpkins, sitting at the table in our shack, dressed in his Sunday clothes.</p>

-----

Line 23 (ORIG): <p>Magpie is so incredibly tall that it takes him all day to figure out whether a certain pain is indigestion or inflammation of the kneecaps. He’s serious, Magpie is. And when that long, serious-looking mix between a science lecture and a foolish remark gives him bags under his eyes and makes his eyelids droop like a bloodhound—caution comes to me.</p>

Line 23 (NEW):  <p>Magpie is so incredibly tall that it takes him all day to figure out whether a certain pain is indigestion or inflammation of the kneecaps. He’s serious, Magpie is. And when that long, serious-looking mix between a science lecture and a foolish remark gives him bags under his eyes and makes his eyelids droop like a bloodhound—caution comes to me.</p>

-----

Line 24 (ORIG): <p>Magpie is writing. He's got ink all the way up to his elbow and the floor is completely covered with paper. Does he greet us warmly? Of course he does. He just looks at us, somewhat disapprovingly, as if we should have knocked.</p>

Line 24 (NEW):  <p>Magpie is writing. He's got ink all the way up to his elbow and the floor is completely covered with paper. Does he greet us warmly? Of course he does. He just looks at us, somewhat disapprovingly, as if we should have knocked.</p>

-----

Line 25 (ORIG): <p>“Well, you old mess, hey there!” greets Dirty Shirt.</p>

Line 25 (NEW):  <p>“Well, you old mess, hey there!” greets Dirty Shirt.</p>

-----

Line 26 (ORIG): <p>Dirty has one eye that kind of wiggles. Not being what an astronomer would call 'a fixed orbit,' it jiggles a lot before it focuses on what Dirty is looking at.</p>

Line 26 (NEW):  <p>Dirty has one eye that kind of wiggles. Not being what an astronomer would call 'a fixed orbit,' it jiggles a lot before it focuses on what Dirty is looking at.</p>

-----

Line 27 (ORIG): <p>But it doesn't really affect Dirty's aim since he shoots with both eyes open, and most of the time with both legs working. Magpie looks him over seriously and says—</p>

Line 27 (NEW):  <p>But it doesn't really affect Dirty's aim since he shoots with both eyes open, and most of the time with both legs working. Magpie looks him over seriously and says—</p>

-----

Line 28 (ORIG): <p>“Mr. Jones, I hope you’re having a good afternoon.”</p>

Line 28 (NEW):  <p>“Mr. Jones, I hope you’re having a good afternoon.”</p>

-----

Line 29 (ORIG): <p>Dirty spits in the general direction of the stove.</p>

Line 29 (NEW):  <p>Dirty spits in the general direction of the stove.</p>

-----

Line 30 (ORIG): <p>“I’ll take it,” says he.</p>

Line 30 (NEW):  <p>"I'll take it," he says.</p>

-----

Line 31 (ORIG): <p>“Mr. Harper,” says Magpie dignified-like.</p>

Line 31 (NEW):  <p>“Mr. Harper,” says Magpie dignified.</p>

-----

Line 32 (ORIG): <p>I kick the door shut, slide my gun into a place where I can grab it quickly, and check out my old buddy. He’s shaved. Yeah, you can always tell when Magpie has shaved because he’s got so many scars. He’s wearing a plastic collar—one of those types that you shouldn’t smoke around. I can smell stove polish, which Magpie has used on his boots.</p>

Line 32 (NEW):  <p>I kick the door shut, slide my gun into a place where I can grab it quickly, and check out my old buddy. He’s shaved. Yeah, you can always tell when Magpie has shaved because he’s got so many scars. He’s wearing a plastic collar—one of those types that you shouldn’t smoke around. I can smell stove polish, which Magpie has used on his boots.</p>

-----

Line 33 (ORIG): <p>Take it all the way around, Magpie Simpkins is a guy.</p>

Line 33 (NEW):  <p>Take it all the way around, Magpie Simpkins is a guy.</p>

-----

Line 34 (ORIG): <p>“You didn’t get your days mixed up, did you?” I asked.</p>

Line 34 (NEW):  <p>“You didn’t get your days mixed up, did you?” I asked.</p>

-----

Line 35 (ORIG): <p>“Days mixed?”</p>

Line 35 (NEW):  <p>“Mixed days?”</p>

-----

Line 36 (ORIG): <p>He talks like an actor—kind of running the scale in G flat, as you would say.</p>

Line 36 (NEW):  <p>He talks like an actor—kind of running the scale in G flat, as you would say.</p>

-----

Line 37 (ORIG): <p>“This ain’t Sunday,” says I.</p>

Line 37 (NEW):  <p>"This isn't Sunday," I say.</p>

-----

Line 38 (ORIG): <p>“I know all about it.”</p>

Line 38 (NEW):  <p>"I've got it all covered."</p>

-----

Line 39 (ORIG): <p>“Then what's the point of dressing up like this?”</p>

Line 39 (NEW):  <p>“Then what's the point of dressing up like this?”</p>

-----

Line 40 (ORIG): <p>“The idea? Hah!” He kind of puffs up with importance. “I’m the president.”</p>

Line 40 (NEW):  <p>“The idea? Hah!” He kind of puffs up with importance. “I’m the president.”</p>

-----

Line 41 (ORIG): <p>I take a quick look at Dirty, who is staring at Magpie with his mouth wide open. Then he looks at me and shakes his head.</p>

Line 41 (NEW):  <p>I take a quick look at Dirty, who is staring at Magpie with his mouth wide open. Then he looks at me and shakes his head.</p>

-----

Line 42 (ORIG): <p>“Ike,” he says hoarsely, “I knew it. By gosh, the human brain can only take so much. He’s been losing it for a while now. I’ve seen it building up bit by bit, and I’m not the least bit surprised. There’s nothing you can do, except to restrain him so he can’t hurt anyone.”</p>

Line 42 (NEW):  <p>“Ike,” he says hoarsely, “I knew it. By gosh, the human brain can only take so much. He’s been losing it for a while now. I’ve seen it building up bit by bit, and I’m not the least bit surprised. There’s nothing you can do, except to restrain him so he can’t hurt anyone.”</p>

-----

Line 43 (ORIG): <p>Magpie gives Dirty a strange look, and Dirty moves closer to the door.</p>

Line 43 (NEW):  <p>Magpie gives Dirty a strange look, and Dirty moves closer to the door.</p>

-----

Line 44 (ORIG): <p>“Better get a rope, Ike,” Dirty advises, leaning against the door. “Those lofty first symptoms are likely to turn into violence, and we don’t want him to hurt anyone.”</p>

Line 44 (NEW):  <p>“Better get a rope, Ike,” Dirty advises, leaning against the door. “Those lofty first symptoms are likely to turn into violence, and we don’t want him to hurt anyone.”</p>

-----

Line 45 (ORIG): <p>“Put that down, you idiot,” says Magpie. “I’m not crazy.”</p>

Line 45 (NEW):  <p>“Put that down, you idiot,” says Magpie. “I’m not crazy.”</p>

-----

Line 46 (ORIG): <p>“Proves it on himself,” Dirty says, sounding anxious. “They all insist they’re not. Watch for his first rush, Ike.”</p>

Line 46 (NEW):  <p>“Proves it on himself,” Dirty says, sounding anxious. “They all insist they’re not. Watch for his first rush, Ike.”</p>

-----

Line 47 (ORIG): <p>But I remain steadfast. To me, he’s always been crazy, so I’m not afraid of an extra degree.</p>

Line 47 (NEW):  <p>But I remain steadfast. To me, he’s always been crazy, so I’m not afraid of an extra degree.</p>

-----

Line 48 (ORIG): <p>“Democrat or Republican president?” I ask. “We didn’t get back in time for the convention, remember?”</p>

Line 48 (NEW):  <p>“Democrat or Republican president?” I ask. “We didn’t get back in time for the convention, remember?”</p>

-----

Line 49 (ORIG): <p>“Don’t try to act smart, Ike,” he says. “I completely forgot that you guys have been away. Since you were here, Piperock has made huge progress. Right now, I’m writing a biography of our beautiful city for everyone to read and see how far we’ve come. It’s amazing.”</p>

Line 49 (NEW):  <p>“Don’t try to act smart, Ike,” he says. “I completely forgot that you guys have been away. Since you were here, Piperock has made huge progress. Right now, I’m writing a biography of our beautiful city for everyone to read and see how far we’ve come. It’s amazing.”</p>

-----

Line 50 (ORIG): <p>“What’s that? The biography?” asks Dirty.</p>

Line 50 (NEW):  <p>“What’s that? The biography?” asks Dirty.</p>

-----

Line 51 (ORIG): <p>“No—our progress. Gentlemen, we are on the brink of an incredible era for Piperock. No longer will the world look down on our community. They won’t be able to say that Piperock is uncivilized or unbalanced. From this day forward, we will flourish like a rose. Our ideals will and shall be fully realized. What do you think, Ike?”</p>

Line 51 (NEW):  <p>“No—our progress. Gentlemen, we are on the brink of an incredible era for Piperock. No longer will the world look down on our community. They won’t be able to say that Piperock is uncivilized or unbalanced. From this day forward, we will flourish like a rose. Our ideals will and shall be fully realized. What do you think, Ike?”</p>

-----

Line 52 (ORIG): <p>"That fits in with what we've just heard," I said.</p>

Line 52 (NEW):  <p>"That fits in with what we've just heard," I said.</p>

-----

Line 53 (ORIG): <p>“And with the start of a new day—” Magpie squints at his paper—“all these—that’s as far as I’ve got.”</p>

Line 53 (NEW):  <p>“And with the start of a new day—” Magpie squints at his paper—“all these—that’s as far as I’ve got.”</p>

-----

Line 54 (ORIG): <p>“And that’s a long way to go, if you ask me,” said Dirty Shirt seriously.</p>

Line 54 (NEW):  <p>“And that’s a long way to go, if you ask me,” said Dirty Shirt seriously.</p>

-----

Line 55 (ORIG): <p>“Now about being president,” I said. “You shouldn’t go that far, Magpie.”</p>

Line 55 (NEW):  <p>“Now about being president,” I said. “You shouldn’t go that far, Magpie.”</p>

-----

Line 56 (ORIG): <p>“Didn't I? Huh! That's who I am, Ike. Look at me. I am the first president of the Piperock Chamber of Commerce.”</p>

Line 56 (NEW):  <p>“Didn't I? Huh! That's who I am, Ike. Look at me. I am the first president of the Piperock Chamber of Commerce.”</p>

-----

Line 57 (ORIG): <p>“What the heck is that?” asked Dirty.</p>

Line 57 (NEW):  <p>“What the heck is that?” asked Dirty.</p>

-----

Line 58 (ORIG): <p>“Chamber of Commerce? Dirty Shirt, I'm surprised at you. It's an organization.”</p>

Line 58 (NEW):  <p>“Chamber of Commerce? Dirty Shirt, I'm surprised at you. It's an organization.”</p>

-----

Line 59 (ORIG): <p>“It’s just like the Chamber of Horrors,” I say, “except they mostly deal in commerce. This one will probably have horrors as a side business.”</p>

Line 59 (NEW):  <p>“It’s just like the Chamber of Horrors,” I say, “except they mostly deal in commerce. This one will probably have horrors as a side business.”</p>

-----

Line 60 (ORIG): <p>“Nothing of the kind, Ike,” protests Magpie. “Piperock has outgrown its swaddling clothes. We have stepped into the sunlight, and it would be wise for other cities to watch their backs. I wouldn’t be surprised to see Piperock become one of the big cities in the world. We have everything we need to make it happen.”</p>

Line 60 (NEW):  <p>“Nothing of the kind, Ike,” protests Magpie. “Piperock has outgrown its swaddling clothes. We have stepped into the sunlight, and it would be wise for other cities to watch their backs. I wouldn’t be surprised to see Piperock become one of the big cities in the world. We have everything we need to make it happen.”</p>

-----

Line 61 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah, we’ve got a lot of land,” admits Dirty Shirt. “Ike and I covered twenty miles of it today, and there was more beyond where we started. If you want to go east, west, north, or south from here, you can find plenty of open space. We’ve got room to build, that’s for sure.”</p>

Line 61 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah, we’ve got a lot of land,” admits Dirty Shirt. “Ike and I covered twenty miles of it today, and there was more beyond where we started. If you want to go east, west, north, or south from here, you can find plenty of open space. We’ve got room to build, that’s for sure.”</p>

-----

Line 62 (ORIG): <p>“But what would bring anyone here?” I ask. “People won’t even come from Paradise, except for a dance; and then they come to start a fight. We don’t have much to offer—except to someone looking for trouble, Magpie.”</p>

Line 62 (NEW):  <p>“But what would bring anyone here?” I ask. “People won’t even come from Paradise, except for a dance; and then they come to start a fight. We don’t have much to offer—except to someone looking for trouble, Magpie.”</p>

-----

Line 63 (ORIG): <p>“We will, Ike. The idea originally came from Paradise. Wick Smith and I were down there last week and went to check out a tent show. It wasn’t very good and wasn’t making any money. Wick and I started talking to the guy who owned the show, and he told us all about his bad luck.</p>

Line 63 (NEW):  <p>“We will, Ike. The idea originally came from Paradise. Wick Smith and I were down there last week and went to check out a tent show. It wasn’t very good and wasn’t making any money. Wick and I started talking to the guy who owned the show, and he told us all about his bad luck.</p>

-----

Line 64 (ORIG): <p>“He says that a circus is just another fad nowadays, and that animals aren’t worth anything, except in a zoo. He’s really surprised that some of our towns don’t have a zoo. He says they’re all being built in the East, and that no town can be an attraction unless it has a zoo.”</p>

Line 64 (NEW):  <p>“He says that a circus is just another fad nowadays, and that animals aren’t worth anything, except in a zoo. He’s really surprised that some of our towns don’t have a zoo. He says they’re all being built in the East, and that no town can be an attraction unless it has a zoo.”</p>

-----

Line 65 (ORIG): <p>“Well, Wick and I had a few drinks with him and started chatting. He says he’s got the makings of a top-notch zoo and that he’s thinking about pitching the idea to Paradise. He’s got an elephant. Of course, it’s not a first-class elephant since it’s a bit worn out from traveling so much.</p>

Line 65 (NEW):  <p>“Well, Wick and I had a few drinks with him and started chatting. He says he’s got the makings of a top-notch zoo and that he’s thinking about pitching the idea to Paradise. He’s got an elephant. Of course, it’s not a first-class elephant since it’s a bit worn out from traveling so much.</p>

-----

Line 66 (ORIG): <p>“The camel isn’t exactly in perfect condition, but it’s still a camel. The tiger seems pretty decent for a tiger. He says he’ll sell the whole group for a thousand dollars. Of course, he tells us how much we’d have to pay if we bought those animals separately, but he bundles them together and gives them to us at a discount.”</p>

Line 66 (NEW):  <p>“The camel isn’t exactly in perfect condition, but it’s still a camel. The tiger seems pretty decent for a tiger. He says he’ll sell the whole group for a thousand dollars. Of course, he tells us how much we’d have to pay if we bought those animals separately, but he bundles them together and gives them to us at a discount.”</p>

-----

Line 67 (ORIG): <p>"Wick Smith is community-minded, and after I tell him what we’re planning to do about starting a Chamber of Commerce, he immediately buys those animals on the spot. The guy throws in the cage for free, so that saves us quite a bit. I think we can get a grizzly bear, a wolf, and maybe a mountain lion to add to our zoo. People will travel a long way to see wild animals, Ike—a really long way."</p>

Line 67 (NEW):  <p>"Wick Smith is community-minded, and after I tell him what we’re planning to do about starting a Chamber of Commerce, he immediately buys those animals on the spot. The guy throws in the cage for free, so that saves us quite a bit. I think we can get a grizzly bear, a wolf, and maybe a mountain lion to add to our zoo. People will travel a long way to see wild animals, Ike—a really long way."</p>

-----

Line 68 (ORIG): <p>Dirty and I look at each other and head out to unpack, while Magpie moves ahead on Piperock’s epitaph.</p>

Line 68 (NEW):  <p>Dirty and I look at each other and head out to unpack, while Magpie moves ahead on Piperock’s epitaph.</p>

-----

Line 69 (ORIG): <p></p>

Line 69 (NEW):  <p></p>

-----

Line 70 (ORIG): <p class="ni">It’s been a long time since we stood on the tracks, so we hurried over to Buck Masterson’s saloon, where we ran into Wick Smith and “Mighty” Jones. Mighty and Dirty Shirt aren’t related. Mighty is a short guy who thinks he can take care of himself. That’s one reason why he’s usually on crutches. He swears in a high-pitched voice and chews his tobacco.</p>

Line 70 (NEW):  <p class="ni">It’s been a long time since we stood on the tracks, so we hurried over to Buck Masterson’s saloon, where we ran into Wick Smith and “Mighty” Jones. Mighty and Dirty Shirt aren’t related. Mighty is a short guy who thinks he can take care of himself. That’s one reason why he’s usually on crutches. He swears in a high-pitched voice and chews his tobacco.</p>

-----

Line 71 (ORIG): <p>Buck greets us happily, but Wick doesn't seem as excited.</p>

Line 71 (NEW):  <p>Buck greets us happily, but Wick doesn't seem as excited.</p>

-----

Line 72 (ORIG): <p>“You guys been out looking for gold again?” asks Buck.</p>

Line 72 (NEW):  <p>“You guys been out looking for gold again?” asks Buck.</p>

-----

Line 73 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah, and we’re going again,” says Dirty Shirt. “This town is getting too damn fussy for me and Ike.”</p>

Line 73 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah, and we’re going again,” says Dirty Shirt. “This town is getting too damn fussy for me and Ike.”</p>

-----

Line 74 (ORIG): <p>“It’s ineffective,” agrees Mighty. “No one’s been killed in two weeks.”</p>

Line 74 (NEW):  <p>“It’s ineffective,” agrees Mighty. “No one’s been killed in two weeks.”</p>

-----

Line 75 (ORIG): <p>“Cheer up, brother,” Wick says seriously. “There’s always a calm before a storm.”</p>

Line 75 (NEW):  <p>“Cheer up, brother,” Wick says seriously. “There’s always a calm before a storm.”</p>

-----

Line 76 (ORIG): <p>“You getting ready to wipe them out?” I ask.</p>

Line 76 (NEW):  <p>“You getting ready to wipe them out?” I ask.</p>

-----

Line 77 (ORIG): <p>“Well, I haven’t been treated well,” says Wick. “I spent a thousand cold dollars on some jungle insects, and I’m wondering just how I’m going to cash in on these contraptions. Magpie Simpkins got me drunk and convinced me to be a public benefactor, damn his hide.</p>

Line 77 (NEW):  <p>“Well, I haven’t been treated well,” says Wick. “I spent a thousand cold dollars on some jungle insects, and I’m wondering just how I’m going to cash in on these contraptions. Magpie Simpkins got me drunk and convinced me to be a public benefactor, damn his hide.</p>

-----

Line 78 (ORIG): <p>“Got me to gather the stuff for a zoo, that’s what he did. Got the whole town buzzing about this thing he calls the Piperock Chamber of Commerce, and then he goes out and gets himself elected president. That’s quite a way to do it, isn’t it?”</p>

Line 78 (NEW):  <p>“Got me to gather the stuff for a zoo, that’s what he did. Got the whole town buzzing about this thing he calls the Piperock Chamber of Commerce, and then he goes out and gets himself elected president. That’s quite a way to do it, isn’t it?”</p>

-----

Line 79 (ORIG): <p>“You wanted to be president, huh?” I ask.</p>

Line 79 (NEW):  <p>“You wanted to be president, huh?” I ask.</p>

-----

Line 80 (ORIG): <p>“Well, why not? I bought the thing, didn’t I? Magpie said that Piperock would pay me back for it. How are they going to do that, I wonder? Maybe I’m supposed to raffle them off, huh?”</p>

Line 80 (NEW):  <p>“Well, why not? I bought the thing, didn’t I? Magpie said that Piperock would pay me back for it. How are they going to do that, I wonder? Maybe I’m supposed to raffle them off, huh?”</p>

-----

Line 81 (ORIG): <p>“I’m not taking any chances,” says Buck. “I went down to the livery stable and checked out those animals, and I can honestly say I don’t want any. Magpie keeps saying we’ll have them to attract more people to Piperock. My goodness, that group will scare away the ones we have.”</p>

Line 81 (NEW):  <p>“I’m not taking any chances,” says Buck. “I went down to the livery stable and checked out those animals, and I can honestly say I don’t want any. Magpie keeps saying we’ll have them to attract more people to Piperock. My goodness, that group will scare away the ones we have.”</p>

-----

Line 82 (ORIG): <p>“If I had that elephant,” said Mighty, “I’d definitely make some adjustments to him. His skin doesn’t fit at all. He’s not appealing—he’s an embarrassment. From behind, he looks like ‘Polecat’ Perkins in his Sunday pants. Wick, you should really give him a belt to tighten things up.”</p>

Line 82 (NEW):  <p>“If I had that elephant,” said Mighty, “I’d definitely make some adjustments to him. His skin doesn’t fit at all. He’s not appealing—he’s an embarrassment. From behind, he looks like ‘Polecat’ Perkins in his Sunday pants. Wick, you should really give him a belt to tighten things up.”</p>

-----

Line 83 (ORIG): <p>“That's why he's a big draw,” Wick said. “The guy I bought him from told me that Gunga Din is a rare type of elephant. His name is Gunga Din. Man, he should be great. I shelled out three hundred thirty-three dollars and thirty-three and a third cents for him. That camel and the tiger cost the same.”</p>

Line 83 (NEW):  <p>“That's why he's a big draw,” Wick said. “The guy I bought him from told me that Gunga Din is a rare type of elephant. His name is Gunga Din. Man, he should be great. I shelled out three hundred thirty-three dollars and thirty-three and a third cents for him. That camel and the tiger cost the same.”</p>

-----

Line 84 (ORIG): <p>“I think Magpie's crazy,” I say.</p>

Line 84 (NEW):  <p>“I think Magpie's crazy,” I say.</p>

-----

Line 85 (ORIG): <p>“How about me?” Wick cries. “I bought them myself.”</p>

Line 85 (NEW):  <p>“How about me?” Wick cries. “I bought them myself.”</p>

-----

Line 86 (ORIG): <p>“Your wife’s calling you, Wick,” Buck remarked.</p>

Line 86 (NEW):  <p>“Your wife’s calling you, Wick,” Buck remarked.</p>

-----

Line 87 (ORIG): <p>Wick squints at the door and nods with a sad expression.</p>

Line 87 (NEW):  <p>Wick squints at the door and nods with a sad expression.</p>

-----

Line 88 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah, I left her to manage the store while I deal with my sadness. Now I have to go back and get it together again. She doesn’t believe in Chambers of Commerce, and I’m starting to wonder if she might be right.”</p>

Line 88 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah, I left her to manage the store while I deal with my sadness. Now I have to go back and get it together again. She doesn’t believe in Chambers of Commerce, and I’m starting to wonder if she might be right.”</p>

-----

Line 89 (ORIG): <p>Wick heads across the street while Dirty and I go down to the livery stable to check out what Wick bought. “Hassayampa” Harris is running the stable.</p>

Line 89 (NEW):  <p>Wick heads across the street while Dirty and I go down to the livery stable to check out what Wick bought. “Hassayampa” Harris is running the stable.</p>

-----

Line 90 (ORIG): <p>“Hey, Hassayampa,” I say. “How’s it going?”</p>

Line 90 (NEW):  <p>“Hey, Hassayampa,” I say. “How’s it going?”</p>

-----

Line 91 (ORIG): <p>“Liver trouble,” he says, diagnosing himself. “I see spots in front of my eyes, feel dizzy, and kind of sluggish.”</p>

Line 91 (NEW):  <p>“Liver trouble,” he says, diagnosing himself. “I see spots in front of my eyes, feel dizzy, and kind of sluggish.”</p>

-----

Line 92 (ORIG): <p>He does look kind of pale and walks crooked.</p>

Line 92 (NEW):  <p>He does look kind of pale and walks crooked.</p>

-----

Line 93 (ORIG): <p>“How did you get those symptoms?” asks Dirty.</p>

Line 93 (NEW):  <p>“How did you get those symptoms?” asks Dirty.</p>

-----

Line 94 (ORIG): <p>“Ignorance,” says Hassayampa. “I tried to take a bale of hay away from Exhibit A of the Chamber of Commerce.”</p>

Line 94 (NEW):  <p>“Ignorance,” says Hassayampa. “I tried to take a bale of hay away from Exhibit A of the Chamber of Commerce.”</p>

-----

Line 95 (ORIG): <p>“Meanin’ Gunga Din?”</p>

Line 95 (NEW):  <p>"What's the meaning of Gunga Din?"</p>

-----

Line 96 (ORIG): <p>“That's the accordion-skinned thing,” Hassayampa says painfully, sort of tugging at his throat. “I’m not quite right in my head yet. It grabbed me by the waistband and yanked my pants off while I was still in the air. That kind of shock isn’t good for the human body. Then the — thing slapped me in the face with my own pants and sent me flying across the stable and into the feed bin. I haven’t been the same since.”</p>

Line 96 (NEW):  <p>“That's the accordion-skinned thing,” Hassayampa says painfully, sort of tugging at his throat. “I’m not quite right in my head yet. It grabbed me by the waistband and yanked my pants off while I was still in the air. That kind of shock isn’t good for the human body. Then the — thing slapped me in the face with my own pants and sent me flying across the stable and into the feed bin. I haven’t been the same since.”</p>

-----

Line 97 (ORIG): <p>"You should read up on stuff like that," says Dirty.</p>

Line 97 (NEW):  <p>"You should read up on stuff like that," says Dirty.</p>

-----

Line 98 (ORIG): <p>“Read? What the heck can a guy read at a time like that?”</p>

Line 98 (NEW):  <p>“Read? What the heck can a guy read at a time like that?”</p>

-----

Line 99 (ORIG): <p>“Didn’t they come with any directions?” I ask.</p>

Line 99 (NEW):  <p>“Didn’t they come with any directions?” I ask.</p>

-----

Line 100 (ORIG): <p>“No. Direction doesn’t mean anything to something like that, Ike. Do you want to look at them?”</p>

Line 100 (NEW):  <p>“No. Direction doesn’t mean anything to something like that, Ike. Do you want to look at them?”</p>

-----

Line 101 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah, we’ll look,” nods Dirty.</p>

Line 101 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah, we’ll check,” nods Dirty.</p>

-----

Line 102 (ORIG): <p>“Cost two bits each,” Hassayampa says. “Magpie thinks they’re worth it—and they really are. My word, there’s no doubt about it.”</p>

Line 102 (NEW):  <p>“Cost two bits each,” Hassayampa says. “Magpie thinks they’re worth it—and they really are. My word, there’s no doubt about it.”</p>

-----

Line 103 (ORIG): <p>“That’s a crazy idea!” snorts Dirty. “Two bits to see an elephant. I’ll tell you what we’ll do, Hassayampa; we’ll pay the two bits to watch you try to take another bale away from Gunga Din.”</p>

Line 103 (NEW):  <p>“That’s a crazy idea!” snorts Dirty. “Two bits to see an elephant. I’ll tell you what we’ll do, Hassayampa; we’ll pay the two bits to watch you try to take another bale away from Gunga Din.”</p>

-----

Line 104 (ORIG): <p>“You never will,” Hassayampa sighs. “I’m all better now. Anyway, I’m almost out of hay. I have a bill of seven dollars against those animals right now. Honestly, that tagger can go straight to - . Meat costs money.”</p>

Line 104 (NEW):  <p>“You never will,” Hassayampa sighs. “I’m all better now. Anyway, I’m almost out of hay. I have a bill of seven dollars against those animals right now. Honestly, that tagger can go straight to - . Meat costs money.”</p>

-----

Line 105 (ORIG): <p>We left Hassayampa talking to himself and went back to town, where we leaned on Buck’s bar.</p>

Line 105 (NEW):  <p>We left Hassayampa talking to himself and went back to town, where we leaned on Buck’s bar.</p>

-----

Line 106 (ORIG): <p>We hadn't been there long when Mike Pelly, Ricky Henderson, and “Old Testament” Tilton rode in from Paradise. Mike is the saloon owner and Ricky runs the barbershop. The third member of this trio represents the other aspect of Paradise.</p>

Line 106 (NEW):  <p>We hadn't been there long when Mike Pelly, Ricky Henderson, and “Old Testament” Tilton rode in from Paradise. Mike is the saloon owner and Ricky runs the barbershop. The third member of this trio represents the other aspect of Paradise.</p>

-----

Line 107 (ORIG): <p>Testament looks a lot like an old guy who's been let down in love. He wears one of those beetle-backed coats, pants that fit tightly around his skinny legs, and boots that sag a lot at the top, showing that Testament never squeezes his feet.</p>

Line 107 (NEW):  <p>Testament looks a lot like an old guy who's been let down in love. He wears one of those beetle-backed coats, pants that fit tightly around his skinny legs, and boots that sag a lot at the top, showing that Testament never squeezes his feet.</p>

-----

Line 108 (ORIG): <p>Mike parts his hair to one side, slicks it down on that side until it almost reaches the bridge of his nose, where it suddenly retreats a bit. He smells a lot like cheap perfume.</p>

Line 108 (NEW):  <p>Mike parts his hair to one side, slicks it down on that side until it almost reaches the bridge of his nose, where it suddenly retreats a bit. He smells a lot like cheap perfume.</p>

-----

Line 109 (ORIG): <p>Ricky is a barber. He looks, smells, and behaves like one. When he gets excited, he claps, like he's sharpening a razor. Testament used to believe that he had rescued Ricky and Mike from a bad situation. When Testament first arrived in that country, he thought there were plenty of people to save from trouble, but after getting burned a few times, he decided to let things be.</p>

Line 109 (NEW):  <p>Ricky is a barber. He looks, smells, and behaves like one. When he gets excited, he claps, like he's sharpening a razor. Testament used to believe that he had rescued Ricky and Mike from a bad situation. When Testament first arrived in that country, he thought there were plenty of people to save from trouble, but after getting burned a few times, he decided to let things be.</p>

-----

Line 110 (ORIG): <p>Those three guys walk up to the bar, shake hands with us like they're actually happy to meet us, and ask us to grab a drink. Testament has his usual lemonade and gives a wink, and then we talk about the terms.</p>

Line 110 (NEW):  <p>Those three guys walk up to the bar, shake hands with us like they're actually happy to meet us, and ask us to grab a drink. Testament has his usual lemonade and gives a wink, and then we talk about the terms.</p>

-----

Line 111 (ORIG): <p>“How’s everything in this village of wrongdoing?” asks Testament pretty casually.</p>

Line 111 (NEW):  <p>“How’s everything in this village of wrongdoing?” asks Testament pretty casually.</p>

-----

Line 112 (ORIG): <p>“Injustice, ―!” Buck snorts. “There’s no injustice in Piperock. We have clear minds and are in good condition. If there’s any problem in this city, it’s come here from Paradise. Honestly, one day you’ll be proud to be known as a suburb of Piperock City.”</p>

Line 112 (NEW):  <p>“Injustice, ―!” Buck snorts. “There’s no injustice in Piperock. We have clear minds and are in good condition. If there’s any problem in this city, it’s come here from Paradise. Honestly, one day you’ll be proud to be known as a suburb of Piperock City.”</p>

-----

Line 113 (ORIG): <p>“Ha-ha-ha-ha!” says Ricky. “Suburb of Piperock. Paradise will be a metropolis when Piperock goes back to the prairie dogs.”</p>

Line 113 (NEW):  <p>“Ha-ha-ha-ha!” says Ricky. “Suburb of Piperock. Paradise will be a metropolis when Piperock goes back to the prairie dogs.”</p>

-----

Line 114 (ORIG): <p>It’s differing opinions that create horse races, wars, and all sorts of whiskey—all from one barrel. Dirty Shirt and I are totally filled with civic pride, and we’re ready to fight for our fair city—if we actually had one—but Piperock and Paradise aren’t worth any serious effort; so we glide out smoothly and head back to our place.</p>

Line 114 (NEW):  <p>It’s differing opinions that create horse races, wars, and all sorts of whiskey—all from one barrel. Dirty Shirt and I are totally filled with civic pride, and we’re ready to fight for our fair city—if we actually had one—but Piperock and Paradise aren’t worth any serious effort; so we glide out smoothly and head back to our place.</p>

-----

Line 115 (ORIG): <p>Magpie is just leaving, maintaining his complete dignity and carrying a lot of stationery. I tell him about the three men from Paradise.</p>

Line 115 (NEW):  <p>Magpie is just leaving, maintaining his complete dignity and carrying a lot of stationery. I tell him about the three men from Paradise.</p>

-----

Line 116 (ORIG): <p>"The word has spread," says Magpie, puffing out his chest. "We won't hide our light under a bushel."</p>

Line 116 (NEW):  <p>"The word has spread," says Magpie, puffing out his chest. "We won't hide our light under a bushel."</p>

-----

Line 117 (ORIG): <p>“Then you better hide your body behind a woodpile,” says Dirty Shirt. “Those three troublemakers didn’t just ride up here to get a drink.”</p>

Line 117 (NEW):  <p>“Then you better hide your body behind a woodpile,” says Dirty Shirt. “Those three troublemakers didn’t just ride up here to get a drink.”</p>

-----

Line 118 (ORIG): <p>“We are a peaceful group,” says Magpie. “No longer will the battle cry divide us, nor will the rivers run red. We're about to let go of the things that have held us back. Uncivilization must give way to the path of wisdom. The wheel of progress is turning, and trouble will come to anyone who stands in its way. The people of Piperock have risen in their strength, broken free from the chains of darkness, and are stepping into the light of a new day.”</p>

Line 118 (NEW):  <p>“We are a peaceful group,” says Magpie. “No longer will the battle cry divide us, nor will the rivers run red. We're about to let go of the things that have held us back. Uncivilization must give way to the path of wisdom. The wheel of progress is turning, and trouble will come to anyone who stands in its way. The people of Piperock have risen in their strength, broken free from the chains of darkness, and are stepping into the light of a new day.”</p>

-----

Line 119 (ORIG): <p>“And,” says Dirty, sounding a bit amazed, “if that isn’t a whole lot to say all at once, I’ll eat the outfit that made me famous.”</p>

Line 119 (NEW):  <p>“And,” says Dirty, sounding a bit amazed, “if that isn’t a whole lot to say all at once, I’ll eat the outfit that made me famous.”</p>

-----

Line 120 (ORIG): <p>Magpie snorts and struts up the street. Despite the loud announcement he makes to us, I notice he has a six-shooter tucked into the waistband of his pants. Dirty and I lie down on the two bunks and get a little shut-eye.</p>

Line 120 (NEW):  <p>Magpie snorts and struts up the street. Despite the loud announcement he makes to us, I notice he has a six-shooter tucked into the waistband of his pants. Dirty and I lie down on the two bunks and get a little shut-eye.</p>

-----

Line 121 (ORIG): <p></p>

Line 121 (NEW):  <p></p>

-----

Line 122 (ORIG): <p class="ni">In the course of human events, some strange things happen. And the strangest thing I can think of is that Jasmine Greenbaum came to teach at Piperock. Jasmine isn’t the kind of person you’d expect to take a job like that.</p>

Line 122 (NEW):  <p class="ni">In the course of human events, some strange things happen. And the strangest thing I can think of is that Jasmine Greenbaum came to teach at Piperock. Jasmine isn’t the kind of person you’d expect to take a job like that.</p>

-----

Line 123 (ORIG): <p>She’s really beautiful, if you know what I mean. I’m not going to describe her, because I don’t have enough words. Her eyes would make a man look up even when someone is shooting at him. She lives with Wick Smith’s family while she’s teaching the kids in Piperock not to shoot at each other.</p>

Line 123 (NEW):  <p>She’s really beautiful, if you know what I mean. I’m not going to describe her, because I don’t have enough words. Her eyes would make a man look up even when someone is shooting at him. She lives with Wick Smith’s family while she’s teaching the kids in Piperock not to shoot at each other.</p>

-----

Line 124 (ORIG): <p>Me and Dirty run into her that evening after we've been hanging out at Buck's bar for an hour or more. Dirty's sharp eye twitches nervously for a bit, and he seems to have about six too many hands.</p>

Line 124 (NEW):  <p>Me and Dirty run into her that evening after we've been hanging out at Buck's bar for an hour or more. Dirty's sharp eye twitches nervously for a bit, and he seems to have about six too many hands.</p>

-----

Line 125 (ORIG): <p>“I’m sure you remember me,” she says, smiling at us.</p>

Line 125 (NEW):  <p>“I’m sure you remember me,” she says, smiling at us.</p>

-----

Line 126 (ORIG): <p>“If I live to be a million, I won’t forget,” pants Dirty.</p>

Line 126 (NEW):  <p>“If I live to be a million, I won’t forget,” pants Dirty.</p>

-----

Line 127 (ORIG): <p>“I am Mr. Harper,” I say. “And the Harper family has the longest memories of any family on earth.”</p>

Line 127 (NEW):  <p>“I am Mr. Harper,” I say. “And the Harper family has the longest memories of any family on earth.”</p>

-----

Line 128 (ORIG): <p>“Outside the Jones’s,” says Dirty. “My old man could remember before they started putting aces in the decks of cards.”</p>

Line 128 (NEW):  <p>“Outside the Jones’s,” says Dirty. “My old man could remember before they started putting aces in the decks of cards.”</p>

-----

Line 129 (ORIG): <p>“Memories don’t matter,” I say. “It’s great to meet you, Miss Greenbaum. What can I do for you, ma’am?”</p>

Line 129 (NEW):  <p>“Memories don’t matter,” I say. “It’s great to meet you, Miss Greenbaum. What can I do for you, ma’am?”</p>

-----

Line 130 (ORIG): <p>"Same here," says Dirty, nudging me aside a bit.</p>

Line 130 (NEW):  <p>"Same here," says Dirty, nudging me aside a bit.</p>

-----

Line 131 (ORIG): <p>“I told them that you were always ready to do anything for the public good,” she says, smiling sweetly.</p>

Line 131 (NEW):  <p>“I told them that you were always ready to do anything for the public good,” she says, smiling sweetly.</p>

-----

Line 132 (ORIG): <p>“To whom did you tell this, ma’am?” I ask.</p>

Line 132 (NEW):  <p>“To whom did you tell this, ma’am?” I ask.</p>

-----

Line 133 (ORIG): <p>Somehow I have a feeling that everything isn’t quite right.</p>

Line 133 (NEW):  <p>Somehow I have a feeling that everything isn’t quite right.</p>

-----

Line 134 (ORIG): <p>“Mr. Simpkins, the president of the Chamber of Commerce,” she says. “He and Mr. Smith seemed to think―”</p>

Line 134 (NEW):  <p>“Mr. Simpkins, the president of the Chamber of Commerce,” she says. “He and Mr. Smith seemed to think―”</p>

-----

Line 135 (ORIG): <p>“Since when did they start thinking?” asks Dirty. “That sure is a novelty to my ears, ma’am.”</p>

Line 135 (NEW):  <p>“Since when did they start thinking?” asks Dirty. “That sure is a novelty to my ears, ma’am.”</p>

-----

Line 136 (ORIG): <p>“Mr. Simpkins is really smart,” she says. “He has some amazing ideas.”</p>

Line 136 (NEW):  <p>“Mr. Simpkins is really smart,” she says. “He has some amazing ideas.”</p>

-----

Line 137 (ORIG): <p>“With parts missin’,” says I.</p>

Line 137 (NEW):  <p>"With parts missing," I say.</p>

-----

Line 138 (ORIG): <p>“Maybe you don't see what he's doing for Piperock, Mr. Harper,” she says. “I just came from a meeting of the new Chamber of Commerce, where Mr. Simpkins led the discussion and shared some amazing plans to improve this town.</p>

Line 138 (NEW):  <p>“Maybe you don't see what he's doing for Piperock, Mr. Harper,” she says. “I just came from a meeting of the new Chamber of Commerce, where Mr. Simpkins led the discussion and shared some amazing plans to improve this town.</p>

-----

Line 139 (ORIG): <p>“As you know, we already have the foundation of a zoo. Mr. Smith, who is fully committed to the development of Piperock, bought these three jungle animals. Our meeting this afternoon was to figure out a plan to pay Mr. Smith back and to acquire the animals for the city.</p>

Line 139 (NEW):  <p>“As you know, we already have the foundation of a zoo. Mr. Smith, who is fully committed to the development of Piperock, bought these three jungle animals. Our meeting this afternoon was to figure out a plan to pay Mr. Smith back and to acquire the animals for the city.</p>

-----

Line 140 (ORIG): <p>“Next Monday is Labor Day. I’ve heard that Piperock has never celebrated Labor Day.”</p>

Line 140 (NEW):  <p>“Next Monday is Labor Day. I’ve heard that Piperock has never celebrated Labor Day.”</p>

-----

Line 141 (ORIG): <p>“They’ve definitely celebrated everything else,” says Dirty Shirt. “My ―, ma’am, don’t let them celebrate. You don’t know Piperock.”</p>

Line 141 (NEW):  <p>“They’ve definitely celebrated everything else,” says Dirty Shirt. “My ―, ma’am, don’t let them celebrate. You don’t know Piperock.”</p>

-----

Line 142 (ORIG): <p>“It’s going to be a harmless celebration. I mentioned having you two gentlemen help out, and Mr. Simpkins and Mr. Smith assured me that neither of you has any civic pride. They said that both of you are uncivilized, unprogressive, and not at all aligned with any movement that would control your wild instincts. I'm sure it's just their prejudice.”</p>

Line 142 (NEW):  <p>“It’s going to be a harmless celebration. I mentioned having you two gentlemen help out, and Mr. Simpkins and Mr. Smith assured me that neither of you has any civic pride. They said that both of you are uncivilized, unprogressive, and not at all aligned with any movement that would control your wild instincts. I'm sure it's just their prejudice.”</p>

-----

Line 143 (ORIG): <p>“You're absolutely right!” says Dirty. “Those pelicans definitely misled you, ma’am. Piperock doesn’t mean much to either of us, but I’m willing to do anything you say.”</p>

Line 143 (NEW):  <p>“You're absolutely right!” says Dirty. “Those pelicans definitely misled you, ma’am. Piperock doesn’t mean much to either of us, but I’m willing to do anything you say.”</p>

-----

Line 144 (ORIG): <p>I’m careful, like I mentioned earlier. The idea of having a pretty teacher come to us and coax us into doing something our instincts tell us is risky doesn’t sit well. I’ve heard this kind of talk before, and so has Dirty; but whenever a pretty girl smiles at Dirty, it’s just another tempting Garden of Eden and a bunch of apples.</p>

Line 144 (NEW):  <p>I’m careful, like I mentioned earlier. The idea of having a pretty teacher come to us and coax us into doing something our instincts tell us is risky doesn’t sit well. I’ve heard this kind of talk before, and so has Dirty; but whenever a pretty girl smiles at Dirty, it’s just another tempting Garden of Eden and a bunch of apples.</p>

-----

Line 145 (ORIG): <p>She doesn't tell us what we're supposed to do, but she does ask us to promise to help them out. Well, what can you do in a situation like that? Dirty and I go back to Buck's place, where we treat ourselves to Buck's Best.</p>

Line 145 (NEW):  <p>She doesn't tell us what we're supposed to do, but she does ask us to promise to help them out. Well, what can you do in a situation like that? Dirty and I go back to Buck's place, where we treat ourselves to Buck's Best.</p>

-----

Line 146 (ORIG): <p>And let me tell you something—Buck’s liquor really takes the edge off for those who’ve been through tough times. Ten years ago, he bought a barrel of it. He sells about two or three gallons a day on average, and that barrel is still more than half-full. It hasn’t lost its strength, at least from what we can tell.</p>

Line 146 (NEW):  <p>And let me tell you something—Buck’s liquor really takes the edge off for those who’ve been through tough times. Ten years ago, he bought a barrel of it. He sells about two or three gallons a day on average, and that barrel is still more than half-full. It hasn’t lost its strength, at least from what we can tell.</p>

-----

Line 147 (ORIG): <p>After a while, Magpie and Wick come into the room. Dignified? My ―, they act like a couple of royal flushes.</p>

Line 147 (NEW):  <p>After a while, Magpie and Wick come into the room. Dignified? My ―, they act like a couple of royal flushes.</p>

-----

Line 148 (ORIG): <p>“Hey there, Mr. Masterson,” says Magpie confidently. “How are things going today?”</p>

Line 148 (NEW):  <p>“Hey there, Mr. Masterson,” says Magpie confidently. “How are things going today?”</p>

-----

Line 149 (ORIG): <p>“Well, okay,” Buck says, feeling a bit confused. “How did the meeting go?”</p>

Line 149 (NEW):  <p>“Well, okay,” Buck says, feeling a bit confused. “How did the meeting go?”</p>

-----

Line 150 (ORIG): <p>“Perfect,” says Magpie. “The die is cast. The women’s group is completely on board with us, and we all believe this will be a day to remember. Piperock will come out of its shell and take its place among the cities of the world.”</p>

Line 150 (NEW):  <p>“Perfect,” says Magpie. “The die is cast. The women’s group is completely on board with us, and we all believe this will be a day to remember. Piperock will come out of its shell and take its place among the cities of the world.”</p>

-----

Line 151 (ORIG): <p>“The ladies’ what?” asks Dirty.</p>

Line 151 (NEW):  <p>“The ladies’ what?” Dirty asks.</p>

-----

Line 152 (ORIG): <p>“Auxiliary,” Wick explains. “My wife is the president. It’s an a-ad—uh—”</p>

Line 152 (NEW):  <p>“Auxiliary,” Wick explains. “My wife is the president. It’s an a-ad—uh—”</p>

-----

Line 153 (ORIG): <p>“Adjunct,” prompts Magpie.</p>

Line 153 (NEW):  <p>"Adjunct," says Magpie.</p>

-----

Line 154 (ORIG): <p>“I know it,” says Wick. “There’s my wife, who is president, and the following: Mrs. Wick Smith, Mrs. Pete Gonyer, Mrs. Yuma Yates, Mrs. Mighty Jones, and Miss Hilda Hansen. Of course the list isn’t complete, and we expect more. However, we have a quorum, etc., <i>ad libitum</i>.”</p>

Line 154 (NEW):  <p>“I know it,” says Wick. “There’s my wife, who is president, and the following: Mrs. Wick Smith, Mrs. Pete Gonyer, Mrs. Yuma Yates, Mrs. Mighty Jones, and Miss Hilda Hansen. Of course the list isn’t complete, and we expect more. However, we have a quorum, etc., <i>ad libitum</i>.”</p>

-----

Line 155 (ORIG): <p>“I should hope so,” says Dirty, getting all dignified. “What about Miss Jasmine Greenbaum? Isn’t she invited to join?”</p>

Line 155 (NEW):  <p>“I should hope so,” says Dirty, getting all dignified. “What about Miss Jasmine Greenbaum? Isn’t she invited to join?”</p>

-----

Line 156 (ORIG): <p>“Miss Jasmine Greenbaum is acting in an advisory role,” explains Magpie. “It kind of allows her to do what she wants. We’re leaving a lot of it up to her creativity.”</p>

Line 156 (NEW):  <p>“Miss Jasmine Greenbaum is acting in an advisory role,” explains Magpie. “It kind of allows her to do what she wants. We’re leaving a lot of it up to her creativity.”</p>

-----

Line 157 (ORIG): <p>“What were Testament, Ricky, and Mike doing up here?” Buck asks.</p>

Line 157 (NEW):  <p>“What were Testament, Ricky, and Mike doing up here?” Buck asks.</p>

-----

Line 158 (ORIG): <p>“Kinda feeling around,” says Magpie. “They heard we were supposed to make progress, and of course they had to come and see what it was about. I told them about Piperock acquiring a Chamber of Commerce and three jungle curiosities. They don’t <i>get</i> the idea of the Chamber, but they’re offering to take the animals for a little more than what Piperock paid.”</p>

Line 158 (NEW):  <p>“Kinda feeling around,” says Magpie. “They heard we were supposed to make progress, and of course they had to come and see what it was about. I told them about Piperock acquiring a Chamber of Commerce and three jungle curiosities. They don’t <i>get</i> the idea of the Chamber, but they’re offering to take the animals for a little more than what Piperock paid.”</p>

-----

Line 159 (ORIG): <p>“What did you say?” Wick asks anxiously.</p>

Line 159 (NEW):  <p>“What did you say?” Wick asks anxiously.</p>

-----

Line 160 (ORIG): <p>“I told them to go to hell. Those animals aren’t for sale.”</p>

Line 160 (NEW):  <p>“I told them to go to hell. Those animals aren’t for sale.”</p>

-----

Line 161 (ORIG): <p>“Aren’t they?” asks Wick. “For more than I paid? Magpie, I would like to have control over those animals myself. I own them, don’t I? They’re not Piperock’s animals until Piperock has a bill of sale for them. I definitely don’t thank you for what you’ve done to me.”</p>

Line 161 (NEW):  <p>“Aren’t they?” asks Wick. “For more than I paid? Magpie, I would like to have control over those animals myself. I own them, don’t I? They’re not Piperock’s animals until Piperock has a bill of sale for them. I definitely don’t thank you for what you’ve done to me.”</p>

-----

Line 162 (ORIG): <p>“Where’s your public spirit?” asks Magpie.</p>

Line 162 (NEW):  <p>“Where’s your public spirit?” asks Magpie.</p>

-----

Line 163 (ORIG): <p>“That's alright,” Wick complains. “I have more public spirit than most people, I guess; but a thousand dollars is a thousand dollars. If Paradise wants to pay me more than I paid—they can have it, for sure!”</p>

Line 163 (NEW):  <p>“That's alright,” Wick complains. “I have more public spirit than most people, I guess; but a thousand dollars is a thousand dollars. If Paradise wants to pay me more than I paid—they can have it, for sure!”</p>

-----

Line 164 (ORIG): <p>“You’d be a great president for the Chamber of Commerce,” says Magpie.</p>

Line 164 (NEW):  <p>“You’d be a great president for the Chamber of Commerce,” says Magpie.</p>

-----

Line 165 (ORIG): <p>“Okay,” says Wick. “If you can think of anything else that's funny, I’m all ears.”</p>

Line 165 (NEW):  <p>“Okay,” says Wick. “If you can think of anything else that's funny, I’m all ears.”</p>

-----

Line 166 (ORIG): <p>“Your livestock are eating up money,” I say.</p>

Line 166 (NEW):  <p>“Your livestock are eating up money,” I say.</p>

-----

Line 167 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah, and that’s another thing,” complains Wick, tugging at Magpie’s sleeve. “Who’s going to pay their rent?”</p>

Line 167 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah, and that’s another thing,” complains Wick, tugging at Magpie’s sleeve. “Who’s going to pay their rent?”</p>

-----

Line 168 (ORIG): <p>“Gunga Din eats a bale of hay every fifteen minutes,” Dirty Shirt says seriously.</p>

Line 168 (NEW):  <p>“Gunga Din eats a bale of hay every fifteen minutes,” Dirty Shirt says seriously.</p>

-----

Line 169 (ORIG): <p>“He—he does?”</p>

Line 169 (NEW):  <p>"Wait, he does?"</p>

-----

Line 170 (ORIG): <p>“He—he does,” nods Dirty. “The last bale was two pounds short; so Gunga Din had Hassayampa's pants for dessert. Those tigers will eat a whole cow for a meal, and you know how much cows are worth right now.”</p>

Line 170 (NEW):  <p>“He—he does,” nods Dirty. “The last bale was two pounds short; so Gunga Din had Hassayampa's pants for dessert. Those tigers will eat a whole cow for a meal, and you know how much cows are worth right now.”</p>

-----

Line 171 (ORIG): <p>“Magpie—” Wick is almost crying by this point—“Magpie, I’m asking you as a friend—what should I do?”</p>

Line 171 (NEW):  <p>“Magpie—” Wick is almost crying by this point—“Magpie, I’m asking you as a friend—what should I do?”</p>

-----

Line 172 (ORIG): <p>“Have patience, Wickie.”</p>

Line 172 (NEW):  <p>“Be patient, Wickie.”</p>

-----

Line 173 (ORIG): <p>“Have ―! I’ll go down there and take out all three of those monsters, that’s what I’ll do, for sure!”</p>

Line 173 (NEW):  <p>“Have ―! I’ll go down there and take out all three of those monsters, that’s what I’ll do, for sure!”</p>

-----

Line 174 (ORIG): <p>“And lose your thousand dollars, huh?” Magpie shakes his head. “Wick Smith, you’re hardly fit to help us build up Piperock.”</p>

Line 174 (NEW):  <p>“And lose your thousand dollars, huh?” Magpie shakes his head. “Wick Smith, you’re hardly fit to help us build up Piperock.”</p>

-----

Line 175 (ORIG): <p>“It’s for the glory of our beautiful city,” says Buck.</p>

Line 175 (NEW):  <p>“It’s for the glory of our beautiful city,” says Buck.</p>

-----

Line 176 (ORIG): <p>Wick turns around and walks out. He’s pretty choked up, but I know for sure it’s not because of emotion. Dirty and I feel that the fair city of Piperock isn’t really in need of our help; so we load up our gear and head to Paradise Town.</p>

Line 176 (NEW):  <p>Wick turns around and walks out. He’s pretty choked up, but I know for sure it’s not because of emotion. Dirty and I feel that the fair city of Piperock isn’t really in need of our help; so we load up our gear and head to Paradise Town.</p>

-----

Line 177 (ORIG): <p></p>

Line 177 (NEW):  <p></p>

-----

Line 178 (ORIG): <p class="ni">Paradise is neck and neck with Piperock when it comes to the city. When P. T. Barnum said a fool is born every minute, he could have added that they all seemed to head straight for Yellowrock County.</p>

Line 178 (NEW):  <p class="ni">Paradise is neck and neck with Piperock when it comes to the city. When P. T. Barnum said a fool is born every minute, he could have added that they all seemed to head straight for Yellowrock County.</p>

-----

Line 179 (ORIG): <p>We find several of the above characters in Mike Pelly’s saloon, including “Chuck” Warner, “Muley” Bowles, “Telescope” Tolliver, and Henry Clay Peck. These four misfits hail from the Cross J ranch but consider Paradise their hometown. We also find “Liniment” Lucas, “Tombstone” Todd, and “Hard-Pan” Hawkins.</p>

Line 179 (NEW):  <p>We find several of the above characters in Mike Pelly’s saloon, including “Chuck” Warner, “Muley” Bowles, “Telescope” Tolliver, and Henry Clay Peck. These four misfits hail from the Cross J ranch but consider Paradise their hometown. We also find “Liniment” Lucas, “Tombstone” Todd, and “Hard-Pan” Hawkins.</p>

-----

Line 180 (ORIG): <p>Tombstone is so tough that he can wear tight boots on his bunions, and “Hard-Pan” Hawkins keeps tabs on his crimes. Tombstone pulls me aside and chews on one end of his mustache while he adjusts his sombrero frequently.</p>

Line 180 (NEW):  <p>Tombstone is so tough that he can wear tight boots on his bunions, and “Hard-Pan” Hawkins keeps tabs on his crimes. Tombstone pulls me aside and chews on one end of his mustache while he adjusts his sombrero frequently.</p>

-----

Line 181 (ORIG): <p>“Ike,” he says hoarsely, “what’s this I’m hearing about the town of Piperock? Someone was telling me that they've gotten together up there to clean up the town a bit.”</p>

Line 181 (NEW):  <p>“Ike,” he says hoarsely, “what’s this I’m hearing about the town of Piperock? Someone was telling me that they've gotten together up there to clean up the town a bit.”</p>

-----

Line 182 (ORIG): <p>“It’s kind of hard to perfume the rose,” I said.</p>

Line 182 (NEW):  <p>“It’s kind of hard to perfume the rose,” I said.</p>

-----

Line 183 (ORIG): <p>Tombstone nibbles a bit more and struggles with his hat.</p>

Line 183 (NEW):  <p>Tombstone nibbles a bit more and struggles with his hat.</p>

-----

Line 184 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah, I guess that’s true, Ike. Are you and Dirty Shirt a key part of this movement?”</p>

Line 184 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah, I guess that’s true, Ike. Are you and Dirty Shirt a key part of this movement?”</p>

-----

Line 185 (ORIG): <p>“Not knowingly, Tombstone,” I said. “You can talk to me with complete confidence and leave feeling assured that I won’t exaggerate what you’ve shared with me.”</p>

Line 185 (NEW):  <p>“Not knowingly, Tombstone,” I said. “You can talk to me with complete confidence and leave feeling assured that I won’t exaggerate what you’ve shared with me.”</p>

-----

Line 186 (ORIG): <p>“There’s been a lot of bragging going on,” Tombstone said. “If there’s one thing Paradise can’t stand, it’s bragging. Piperock goes on and on about how she’s racing ahead like a bee-stung bear. She isn’t, Ike. It’s just not possible for her to leap like that. She’s not as active as Paradise. We’re the ones who can actually get things done.”</p>

Line 186 (NEW):  <p>“There’s been a lot of bragging going on,” Tombstone said. “If there’s one thing Paradise can’t stand, it’s bragging. Piperock goes on and on about how she’s racing ahead like a bee-stung bear. She isn’t, Ike. It’s just not possible for her to leap like that. She’s not as active as Paradise. We’re the ones who can actually get things done.”</p>

-----

Line 187 (ORIG): <p>“Where does Piperock stack up against Paradise, I ask you to answer honestly? She doesn’t. We have spirit, climate, and brainpower. We have brave men, women, and children. Our kids are equal to two grown men from Piperock. We have everything, Ike.”</p>

Line 187 (NEW):  <p>“Where does Piperock stack up against Paradise, I ask you to answer honestly? She doesn’t. We have spirit, climate, and brainpower. We have brave men, women, and children. Our kids are equal to two grown men from Piperock. We have everything, Ike.”</p>

-----

Line 188 (ORIG): <p>"Except for an elephant, a camel, and a tiger," I said.</p>

Line 188 (NEW):  <p>"Except for an elephant, a camel, and a tiger," I said.</p>

-----

Line 189 (ORIG): <p>“What’s them amount to?”</p>

Line 189 (NEW):  <p>“What’s the amount?”</p>

-----

Line 190 (ORIG): <p>“And a Chamber of Commerce, Tombstone.”</p>

Line 190 (NEW):  <p>“And a Chamber of Commerce, Tombstone.”</p>

-----

Line 191 (ORIG): <p>“Mm-m-m, yeah. Well?”</p>

Line 191 (NEW):  <p>“Mm-m-m, yeah. So?”</p>

-----

Line 192 (ORIG): <p>“Well—right back at you. I didn’t start this argument.”</p>

Line 192 (NEW):  <p>“Well—right back at you. I didn’t start this argument.”</p>

-----

Line 193 (ORIG): <p>"It’s not up for debate, Ike," he explains. "Paradise is the perfect place for those things. We could make it happen properly."</p>

Line 193 (NEW):  <p>"It’s not up for debate, Ike," he explains. "Paradise is the perfect place for those things. We could make it happen properly."</p>

-----

Line 194 (ORIG): <p>Tombstone invites me back to the bar, which I accept. Dirty is arguing with the Cross J outfit and Liniment Lucas, and from Dirty’s talk, I gather that he’s all in with Piperock.</p>

Line 194 (NEW):  <p>Tombstone invites me back to the bar, which I accept. Dirty is arguing with the Cross J outfit and Liniment Lucas, and from Dirty’s talk, I gather that he’s all in with Piperock.</p>

-----

Line 195 (ORIG): <p>“From this day on, Piperock will blossom like a flower,” declares Dirty Shirt. “The people of Piperock have risen in strength, and we are stepping out into the light of a new day. And if that isn’t a whole lot to say at once, I’ll eat the clothes that made me who I am today.”</p>

Line 195 (NEW):  <p>“From this day on, Piperock will blossom like a flower,” declares Dirty Shirt. “The people of Piperock have risen in strength, and we are stepping out into the light of a new day. And if that isn’t a whole lot to say at once, I’ll eat the clothes that made me who I am today.”</p>

-----

Line 196 (ORIG): <p>From that point on, things start to get a little unclear. Mike Pelly sells a brand that would make a bunny grow fangs and have rattles on its tail. I’ve heard that Paradise is envious of Piperock and that Paradise craves those three animals, like a calf longing for its mother.</p>

Line 196 (NEW):  <p>From that point on, things start to get a little unclear. Mike Pelly sells a brand that would make a bunny grow fangs and have rattles on its tail. I’ve heard that Paradise is envious of Piperock and that Paradise craves those three animals, like a calf longing for its mother.</p>

-----

Line 197 (ORIG): <p>Me and Dirty are balancing on the edge of the sidewalk in front of Mike’s place and starting to cheer for Piperock when some careless guy moves a heavy chair right out of Mike’s doorway and it hits both me and Dirty Shirt at the same time.</p>

Line 197 (NEW):  <p>Me and Dirty are balancing on the edge of the sidewalk in front of Mike’s place and starting to cheer for Piperock when some careless guy moves a heavy chair right out of Mike’s doorway and it hits both me and Dirty Shirt at the same time.</p>

-----

Line 198 (ORIG): <p>And when we woke up, we found ourselves in jail. Hank Padden, our respected sheriff, told us that we were in jail for disturbing the peace.</p>

Line 198 (NEW):  <p>And when we woke up, we found ourselves in jail. Hank Padden, our respected sheriff, told us that we were in jail for disturbing the peace.</p>

-----

Line 199 (ORIG): <p>“You're kidding me!” wails Dirty Shirt. “Paradise never had any peace to disturb. I can prove it to any judge, jury, or group of people who have two thoughts to rub together like a monkey.”</p>

Line 199 (NEW):  <p>“You're kidding me!” wails Dirty Shirt. “Paradise never had any peace to disturb. I can prove it to any judge, jury, or group of people who have two thoughts to rub together like a monkey.”</p>

-----

Line 200 (ORIG): <p>“I've done my duty,” Hank says firmly. “I was hired for this kind of work. You’ll probably get six months each.”</p>

Line 200 (NEW):  <p>“I've done my duty,” Hank says firmly. “I was hired for this kind of work. You’ll probably get six months each.”</p>

-----

Line 201 (ORIG): <p>This was definitely good news. The Paradise jail doesn’t serve very good food.  

Line 201 (NEW):  <p>This was definitely good news. The Paradise jail doesn’t serve very good food.  

-----

Line 202 (ORIG): We thought Piperock would come in anger and drag us out, but they didn’t. I sent a message to Magpie, and he replied.</p>

Line 202 (NEW):  We thought Piperock would come in anger and drag us out, but they didn’t. I sent a message to Magpie, and he replied.</p>

-----

Line 203 (ORIG): <p>I sent him this word—</p>

Line 203 (NEW):  <p>I texted him this word—</p>

-----

Line 204 (ORIG): <div class="tac">Me and Dirty Shirt are in jail for upholdin’ Piperock.</div>

Line 204 (NEW):  <div class="tac">Me and Dirty Shirt are in jail for upholdin’ Piperock.</div>

-----

Line 205 (ORIG): <p>And this is what he sent me—</p>

Line 205 (NEW):  <p>And this is what he sent me—</p>

-----

Line 206 (ORIG): <div class="tac">Good for you. We appreciate yore civic pride.</div>

Line 206 (NEW):  <div class="tac">Good for you. We appreciate yore civic pride.</div>

-----

Line 207 (ORIG): <p>He didn’t sign his name, but he didn’t have to. I know that guy like the back of my hand. Dirty gets a bit down about it and insists that he’s done with Piperock. Right then and there, I added my support to his.</p>

Line 207 (NEW):  <p>He didn’t sign his name, but he didn’t have to. I know that guy like the back of my hand. Dirty gets a bit down about it and insists that he’s done with Piperock. Right then and there, I added my support to his.</p>

-----

Line 208 (ORIG): <p>“If that’s patriotism,” says Dirty, “give me death. Our own town has rejected us, Ike Harper. I didn’t think they would do that. And they wouldn’t if they weren’t trying to be civilized.”</p>

Line 208 (NEW):  <p>“If that’s patriotism,” says Dirty, “give me death. Our own town has rejected us, Ike Harper. I didn’t think they would do that. And they wouldn’t if they weren’t trying to be civilized.”</p>

-----

Line 209 (ORIG): <p>A little later, Chuck Warner, Liniment Lucas, and Testament Tilton arrive.</p>

Line 209 (NEW):  <p>A little later, Chuck Warner, Liniment Lucas, and Testament Tilton arrive.</p>

-----

Line 210 (ORIG): <p>“You can take the preacher back,” says Dirty. “We’re not into murder, you know.”</p>

Line 210 (NEW):  <p>“You can take the preacher back,” says Dirty. “We’re not into murder, you know.”</p>

-----

Line 211 (ORIG): <p>“I’m not here in my official role,” says Testament. “You should both stay positive.”</p>

Line 211 (NEW):  <p>“I’m not here in my official role,” says Testament. “You should both stay positive.”</p>

-----

Line 212 (ORIG): <p>“— of a great opportunity, the way Hank runs his business here,” snorts Dirty.</p>

Line 212 (NEW):  <p>“— of a great opportunity, the way Hank runs his business here,” snorts Dirty.</p>

-----

Line 213 (ORIG): <p>“I’ve been to Piperock,” Chuck says, wiggling his ears. Chuck has flexible ears, and he can wiggle them like a mule.</p>

Line 213 (NEW):  <p>“I’ve been to Piperock,” Chuck says, wiggling his ears. Chuck has flexible ears, and he can wiggle them like a mule.</p>

-----

Line 214 (ORIG): <p>“And nobody shot you?” gasps Dirty. “Wow, they’re really getting forgiving, Chuck.”</p>

Line 214 (NEW):  <p>“And nobody shot you?” gasps Dirty. “Wow, they’re really getting forgiving, Chuck.”</p>

-----

Line 215 (ORIG): <p>“They're not friends to you two,” Chuck says seriously. “They're happy you’re in jail down here.”</p>

Line 215 (NEW):  <p>“They're not friends to you two,” Chuck says seriously. “They're happy you’re in jail down here.”</p>

-----

Line 216 (ORIG): <p>Chuck Warner is the biggest liar west of the Atlantic Ocean—but this time I actually believed him.</p>

Line 216 (NEW):  <p>Chuck Warner is the biggest liar west of the Atlantic Ocean—but this time I actually believed him.</p>

-----

Line 217 (ORIG): <p>“Magpie and Wick Smith hope you stay in jail,” he says.</p>

Line 217 (NEW):  <p>“Magpie and Wick Smith hope you stay in jail,” he says.</p>

-----

Line 218 (ORIG): <p>“It kind of looks like they’d get their hopes up,” Dirty acts a bit sad.</p>

Line 218 (NEW):  <p>“It kind of looks like they’d get their hopes up,” Dirty acts a bit sad.</p>

-----

Line 219 (ORIG): <p>“It kinda does,” agrees Liniment.</p>

Line 219 (NEW):  <p>"It kind of does," agrees Liniment.</p>

-----

Line 220 (ORIG): <p>He’s got one of those long, wet-looking noses and sad eyes. I guess his parents wanted him to be an undertaker, but Old Lady Fate had “horse-thief” marked next to his name in the Big Book.</p>

Line 220 (NEW):  <p>He’s got one of those long, wet-looking noses and sad eyes. I guess his parents wanted him to be an undertaker, but Old Lady Fate had “horse-thief” marked next to his name in the Big Book.</p>

-----

Line 221 (ORIG): <p>“Is this a condolence party, or did you come to gloat?” I ask.  

Line 221 (NEW):  <p>“Is this a condolence party, or did you come to gloat?” I ask.  

-----

Line 222 (ORIG): I really dislike having people look at me through the bars.</p>

Line 222 (NEW):  I really dislike having people look at me through the bars.</p>

-----

Line 223 (ORIG): <p>“Condolences and good vibes,” says Testament, adjusting his pants. “You could call it a discussion. I’m going to leave now, since it wouldn’t be right for me to be involved. Not that I don’t completely agree with it, you know.”</p>

Line 223 (NEW):  <p>“Condolences and good vibes,” says Testament, adjusting his pants. “You could call it a discussion. I’m going to leave now, since it wouldn’t be right for me to be involved. Not that I don’t completely agree with it, you know.”</p>

-----

Line 224 (ORIG): <p>"It must be really hard to get you to leave," Dirty noted.</p>

Line 224 (NEW):  <p>"It must be really hard to get you to leave," Dirty noted.</p>

-----

Line 225 (ORIG): <p>Old Testament taken out, Hank unlocks the cell door, and they all come in.</p>

Line 225 (NEW):  <p>Old Testament taken out, Hank unlocks the cell door, and they all come in.</p>

-----

Line 226 (ORIG): <p>And what followed really touched my heart. It was Chuck’s idea. I listened to Chuck, Hank, and Liniment Lucas as they shared what was on their minds. They say that every man has his price. Ours was one elephant, one camel, and a tiger.</p>

Line 226 (NEW):  <p>And what followed really touched my heart. It was Chuck’s idea. I listened to Chuck, Hank, and Liniment Lucas as they shared what was on their minds. They say that every man has his price. Ours was one elephant, one camel, and a tiger.</p>

-----

Line 227 (ORIG): <p>They want us to steal three animals for Paradise. All we have to do is hand them over to Paradise, and everything will be forgiven. But they’re strict about it; they will pay Wick Smith what he paid for them and give us a hundred each.</p>

Line 227 (NEW):  <p>They want us to steal three animals for Paradise. All we have to do is hand them over to Paradise, and everything will be forgiven. But they’re strict about it; they will pay Wick Smith what he paid for them and give us a hundred each.</p>

-----

Line 228 (ORIG): <p>“And Piperock hasn’t treated you two fairly,” says Chuck.</p>

Line 228 (NEW):  <p>“And Piperock hasn’t treated you two fairly,” says Chuck.</p>

-----

Line 229 (ORIG): <p>"That's all right," I said, "but you can't get away with something like that, Chuck. It wouldn't be hard for Piperock to prove that they owned them since they're the only ones of that species in Yaller Rock County."</p>

Line 229 (NEW):  <p>"That's all right," I said, "but you can't get away with something like that, Chuck. It wouldn't be hard for Piperock to prove that they owned them since they're the only ones of that species in Yaller Rock County."</p>

-----

Line 230 (ORIG): <p>“We’ve taken care of everything,” Chuck says. “Don’t worry about that part. You guys can head back home, feeling upset at Paradise, and no one will expect you to raid the zoo; <i>understand</i>?”</p>

Line 230 (NEW):  <p>“We’ve taken care of everything,” Chuck says. “Don’t worry about that part. You guys can head back home, feeling upset at Paradise, and no one will expect you to raid the zoo; <i>understand</i>?”</p>

-----

Line 231 (ORIG): <p></p>

Line 231 (NEW):  <p></p>

-----

Line 232 (ORIG): <p class="ni">When we got home, after promising to do our best, we found Magpie in the shack, working on some more material. We didn’t say anything about his kind note to us, and he didn’t bring it up either.</p>

Line 232 (NEW):  <p class="ni">When we got home, after promising to do our best, we found Magpie in the shack, working on some more material. We didn’t say anything about his kind note to us, and he didn’t bring it up either.</p>

-----

Line 233 (ORIG): <p>“Still trying to promote Piperock on paper?” I ask.</p>

Line 233 (NEW):  <p>“Still trying to promote Piperock on paper?” I ask.</p>

-----

Line 234 (ORIG): <p>“Fighting against a bad influence, Ike. We are the trailblazers—others follow. Someone is trying to steal our spotlight.”</p>

Line 234 (NEW):  <p>“Fighting against a bad influence, Ike. We are the trailblazers—others follow. Someone is trying to steal our spotlight.”</p>

-----

Line 235 (ORIG): <p>“You have a lot of it,” says Dirty. “They could take a lot from you and still have enough for a dozen guys.”</p>

Line 235 (NEW):  <p>“You have a lot of it,” says Dirty. “They could take a lot from you and still have enough for a dozen guys.”</p>

-----

Line 236 (ORIG): <p>“Sarcasm is the weapon of the clueless,” says Magpie. “What did you hear in Paradise?”</p>

Line 236 (NEW):  <p>“Sarcasm is the weapon of the clueless,” says Magpie. “What did you hear in Paradise?”</p>

-----

Line 237 (ORIG): <p>“Nothin’ much.”</p>

Line 237 (NEW):  <p>"Not much."</p>

-----

Line 238 (ORIG): <p>“No? Huh. Did you know that Paradise is copying us—or is going to?”</p>

Line 238 (NEW):  <p>“No? Huh. Did you know that Paradise is copying us—or is going to?”</p>

-----

Line 239 (ORIG): <p>“All fools aren’t dead yet,” says Dirty Shirt.</p>

Line 239 (NEW):  <p>“All fools aren’t dead yet,” says Dirty Shirt.</p>

-----

Line 240 (ORIG): <p>“They’ve ordered an elephant, a camel, and a tiger,” says Magpie. “They’re paying a hefty price for them, just to keep Piperock from leading the procession. Telescope Tolliver and Muley Bowles told us about it today. Telescope said he thought we should know about it.”</p>

Line 240 (NEW):  <p>“They’ve ordered an elephant, a camel, and a tiger,” says Magpie. “They’re paying a hefty price for them, just to keep Piperock from leading the procession. Telescope Tolliver and Muley Bowles told us about it today. Telescope said he thought we should know about it.”</p>

-----

Line 241 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah, we heard about it,” says Dirty Shirt, somewhat casually. “It didn’t mean anything to us.”</p>

Line 241 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah, we heard about it,” says Dirty Shirt, somewhat casually. “It didn’t mean anything to us.”</p>

-----

Line 242 (ORIG): <p>“Well, we’re having an indignation meeting tomorrow night,” says Magpie. “We plan to protest openly against this practice. It’s not ethical. You and Ike will be there, right? Up in the Mint Hall. The ladies' auxiliary will be there, etc. We don’t want any bloodshed. It goes against our principles and regulations; but, honestly, they’re going to go too far soon—and they’ll have to be put back in their place.”</p>

Line 242 (NEW):  <p>“Well, we’re having an indignation meeting tomorrow night,” says Magpie. “We plan to protest openly against this practice. It’s not ethical. You and Ike will be there, right? Up in the Mint Hall. The ladies' auxiliary will be there, etc. We don’t want any bloodshed. It goes against our principles and regulations; but, honestly, they’re going to go too far soon—and they’ll have to be put back in their place.”</p>

-----

Line 243 (ORIG): <p>The next day is kind of quiet in Piperock, but when Piperock is quiet, she’s dangerous. Wick Smith isn’t at the store, and Mrs. Smith doesn’t have much use for me and Dirty, so we stay away. After trying some wobble water, we head down to the livery stable to check on how Hassayampa is doing.</p>

Line 243 (NEW):  <p>The next day is kind of quiet in Piperock, but when Piperock is quiet, she’s dangerous. Wick Smith isn’t at the store, and Mrs. Smith doesn’t have much use for me and Dirty, so we stay away. After trying some wobble water, we head down to the livery stable to check on how Hassayampa is doing.</p>

-----

Line 244 (ORIG): <p>But we don’t find Hassayampa in charge. Wick Smith meets us at the door, and he looks as wise as an owl.</p>

Line 244 (NEW):  <p>But we don’t find Hassayampa in charge. Wick Smith meets us at the door, and he looks as wise as an owl.</p>

-----

Line 245 (ORIG): <p>“Whatcha want?” he asks.</p>

Line 245 (NEW):  <p>"What do you want?" he asks.</p>

-----

Line 246 (ORIG): <p>“Whatcha got?” asks Dirty.</p>

Line 246 (NEW):  <p>"What do you have?" asks Dirty.</p>

-----

Line 247 (ORIG): <p>Wick clears his throat, sounding a bit hoarse.</p>

Line 247 (NEW):  <p>Wick clears his throat, sounding a bit hoarse.</p>

-----

Line 248 (ORIG): <p>“I’ve got civic pride, you know!”</p>

Line 248 (NEW):  <p>“I’ve got civic pride, you know!”</p>

-----

Line 249 (ORIG): <p>“You’ve shown it, Wick,” I say.</p>

Line 249 (NEW):  <p>“You’ve shown it, Wick,” I say.</p>

-----

Line 250 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah. If I had more common sense and less pride, I’d be in a better situation. Hassayampa Harris gives me a bill for thirty-six dollars’ worth of feed—and I got so full of pride that I kicked him out and took control.”</p>

Line 250 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah. If I had more common sense and less pride, I’d be in a better situation. Hassayampa Harris gives me a bill for thirty-six dollars’ worth of feed—and I got so full of pride that I kicked him out and took control.”</p>

-----

Line 251 (ORIG): <p>“My gosh, that elephant is just like a hay baler. You can't fill it up, I tell you. And he was feeding Cleopatra meat! Can you believe that? Cleopatra is the tiger. That son of a gun has cost me a hundred dollars per stripe.”</p>

Line 251 (NEW):  <p>“My gosh, that elephant is just like a hay baler. You can't fill it up, I tell you. And he was feeding Cleopatra meat! Can you believe that? Cleopatra is the tiger. That son of a gun has cost me a hundred dollars per stripe.”</p>

-----

Line 252 (ORIG): <p>"Wick," I said, "do you want to get rid of them?"</p>

Line 252 (NEW):  <p>"Wick," I said, "do you want to get rid of them?"</p>

-----

Line 253 (ORIG): <p>Wick looks at me for a long time, spits with a grimace, and nods slowly.</p>

Line 253 (NEW):  <p>Wick looks at me for a long time, spits with a grimace, and nods slowly.</p>

-----

Line 254 (ORIG): <p>“Wouldst.”</p>

Line 254 (NEW):  <p>"Would."</p>

-----

Line 255 (ORIG): <p>“I can get you a thousand dollars for the layout.”</p>

Line 255 (NEW):  <p>“I can get you a thousand dollars for the layout.”</p>

-----

Line 256 (ORIG): <p>“Ike, I hope you’re not lying to me.”</p>

Line 256 (NEW):  <p>“Ike, I hope you’re not lying to me.”</p>

-----

Line 257 (ORIG): <p>“C. O. D.,” says I.</p>

Line 257 (NEW):  <p>“C. O. D.,” I say.</p>

-----

Line 258 (ORIG): <p>“That’s the joke,” he says with a kind of wail. “C.O.D., huh? How on earth can you deliver something like this, I’d like to know? Half of Piperock is guarding this stable. Across the street is Pete Gonyer. Further down the street is Mighty Jones, and up the other way is Olaf Hansen. One of those three is keeping an eye on this place. They’re watching to make sure Paradise doesn’t come and take those things away.</p>

Line 258 (NEW):  <p>“That’s the joke,” he says with a kind of wail. “C.O.D., huh? How on earth can you deliver something like this, I’d like to know? Half of Piperock is guarding this stable. Across the street is Pete Gonyer. Further down the street is Mighty Jones, and up the other way is Olaf Hansen. One of those three is keeping an eye on this place. They’re watching to make sure Paradise doesn’t come and take those things away.</p>

-----

Line 259 (ORIG): <p>“And at night they're guarding this place with sawed-off shotguns. They heard that Paradise was going to take away the menagerie; that’s what they heard.”</p>

Line 259 (NEW):  <p>“And at night they're guarding this place with sawed-off shotguns. They heard that Paradise was going to take away the menagerie; that’s what they heard.”</p>

-----

Line 260 (ORIG): <p>“It’s kind of easy to see why Paradise wants to shift the job to me and Dirty Shirt Jones,” I say. “Can’t you do what you want with your own animals?”</p>

Line 260 (NEW):  <p>“It’s kind of easy to see why Paradise wants to shift the job to me and Dirty Shirt Jones,” I say. “Can’t you do what you want with your own animals?”</p>

-----

Line 261 (ORIG): <p>“I can’t,” cries Wick. “Magpie got me drunk, Judge Steele wrote up an option—and I signed it. I can’t sell until thirty days after Labor Day. By that time I’ll be in the poorhouse.”</p>

Line 261 (NEW):  <p>“I can’t,” cries Wick. “Magpie got me drunk, Judge Steele wrote up an option—and I signed it. I can’t sell until thirty days after Labor Day. By that time I’ll be in the poorhouse.”</p>

-----

Line 262 (ORIG): <p>“What do these animals look like?” asks Dirty.</p>

Line 262 (NEW):  <p>“What do these animals look like?” asks Dirty.</p>

-----

Line 263 (ORIG): <p>Wick takes us back to the stable and shows us the strangest-looking trio of animals I've ever seen. Cleopatra is in a cage on wheels, and if there’s ever been a meaner-looking tiger, I haven't seen it. She's just skin and bones and has a big mouth full of teeth.</p>

Line 263 (NEW):  <p>Wick takes us back to the stable and shows us the strangest-looking trio of animals I've ever seen. Cleopatra is in a cage on wheels, and if there’s ever been a meaner-looking tiger, I haven't seen it. She's just skin and bones and has a big mouth full of teeth.</p>

-----

Line 264 (ORIG): <p>The camel opens his mouth and grins at us, somewhat wheezy. His name is Sahara, and he looks like ―. If it weren't for his humps, he'd look like a tattered donkey.</p>

Line 264 (NEW):  <p>The camel opens his mouth and grins at us, somewhat wheezy. His name is Sahara, and he looks like ―. If it weren't for his humps, he'd look like a tattered donkey.</p>

-----

Line 265 (ORIG): <p>“Here’s the <i>e pluribus peritonitis</i>,” says Wick, pointing at the next stall. “There stands Gunga Din. I tied that guy up a while ago.”</p>

Line 265 (NEW):  <p>“Here’s the <i>e pluribus peritonitis</i>,” says Wick, pointing at the next stall. “There stands Gunga Din. I tied that guy up a while ago.”</p>

-----

Line 266 (ORIG): <p>We step over and take a close look. It's kind of dark in that stall.</p>

Line 266 (NEW):  <p>We step over and take a close look. It's kind of dark in that stall.</p>

-----

Line 267 (ORIG): <p><em>Whap!</em></p>

Line 267 (NEW):  <p>Whap!</p>

-----

Line 268 (ORIG): <p>Something hit me in the face, and I ran backward all the way to the back door, where I slammed my shoulders first, followed by the rest of my body, making a noise like the coupling of train cars. Kind of <em>clunkety, clinkety, clank</em>!</p>

Line 268 (NEW):  <p>Something hit me in the face, and I ran backward all the way to the back door, where I slammed my shoulders first, followed by the rest of my body, making a noise like the coupling of train cars. Kind of <em>clunkety, clinkety, clank</em>!</p>

-----

Line 269 (ORIG): <p>Through the haze, I see Dirty Shirt fading out through the front door, and I watch Wick Smith climb up a post, where he hangs a harness. He grabs hold of the harness peg and tries to pull himself up; but the peg breaks and he falls back to the floor under two sets of heavy harness.</p>

Line 269 (NEW):  <p>Through the haze, I see Dirty Shirt fading out through the front door, and I watch Wick Smith climb up a post, where he hangs a harness. He grabs hold of the harness peg and tries to pull himself up; but the peg breaks and he falls back to the floor under two sets of heavy harness.</p>

-----

Line 270 (ORIG): <p>I got up and walked through the stable, feeling pretty light and carefree. I saw Wick come out from under that harness and run out of there with a horse collar around his neck and a set of tugs flying behind him, holding a hame in each hand, like a guy carrying two flags.</p>

Line 270 (NEW):  <p>I got up and walked through the stable, feeling pretty light and carefree. I saw Wick come out from under that harness and run out of there with a horse collar around his neck and a set of tugs flying behind him, holding a hame in each hand, like a guy carrying two flags.</p>

-----

Line 271 (ORIG): <p>I tripped twice before I finally got outside, where I found Dirty and Wick. Wick got his tug stuck on the sidewalk and doesn’t have enough sense to let go of the harness. There he is, yanking and pulling, while Dirty stands in front of him, legs spread apart, waving his hat in Wick’s face and yelling.</p>

Line 271 (NEW):  <p>I tripped twice before I finally got outside, where I found Dirty and Wick. Wick got his tug stuck on the sidewalk and doesn’t have enough sense to let go of the harness. There he is, yanking and pulling, while Dirty stands in front of him, legs spread apart, waving his hat in Wick’s face and yelling.</p>

-----

Line 272 (ORIG): <p>“Whoa! Whoa! Whoa, you ― idiot!”</p>

Line 272 (NEW):  <p>“Whoa! Whoa! Whoa, you ― idiot!”</p>

-----

Line 273 (ORIG): <p>I tripped over the tug and plopped down on the edge of the sidewalk. Dirty manages to calm Wick down, and we glance at each other. Dirty's wearing a couple of sleeves, but no shirt. His wobbly eye is doing a lot of moving around as he looks at me.</p>

Line 273 (NEW):  <p>I tripped over the tug and plopped down on the edge of the sidewalk. Dirty manages to calm Wick down, and we glance at each other. Dirty's wearing a couple of sleeves, but no shirt. His wobbly eye is doing a lot of moving around as he looks at me.</p>

-----

Line 274 (ORIG): <p>“I never thought any of us would be alive,” he says.</p>

Line 274 (NEW):  <p>“I never thought any of us would be alive,” he says.</p>

-----

Line 275 (ORIG): <p>“You don’t need to start cheering,” I say. “What the heck was the matter, Wick?”</p>

Line 275 (NEW):  <p>“You don’t need to start cheering,” I say. “What the heck was the matter, Wick?”</p>

-----

Line 276 (ORIG): <p>“Ignorance!” scoffs Dirty. “If I didn’t know any more about natural history than that, I’d be embarrassed, Wick. You tied him up, did you? Well, you should really figure out which end of an elephant is the head. You tied him by the tail.”</p>

Line 276 (NEW):  <p>“Ignorance!” scoffs Dirty. “If I didn’t know any more about natural history than that, I’d be embarrassed, Wick. You tied him up, did you? Well, you should really figure out which end of an elephant is the head. You tied him by the tail.”</p>

-----

Line 277 (ORIG): <p>“Well, I-I-I-I tied him up,” wails Wick. “Ends don’t mean anything to me. They both hang down. The only way I can tell which is which is to give it some hay and see which end turns toward it. He didn’t kill either of you, did he?”</p>

Line 277 (NEW):  <p>“Well, I-I-I-I tied him up,” wails Wick. “Ends don’t mean anything to me. They both hang down. The only way I can tell which is which is to give it some hay and see which end turns toward it. He didn’t kill either of you, did he?”</p>

-----

Line 278 (ORIG): <p>“Don’t give Gunga Din any credit,” I say. “If that back door hadn’t been closed, I’d be in Canada right now. Go back and play with those things if you want, but keep me out of anything else to do with them.”</p>

Line 278 (NEW):  <p>“Don’t give Gunga Din any credit,” I say. “If that back door hadn’t been closed, I’d be in Canada right now. Go back and play with those things if you want, but keep me out of anything else to do with them.”</p>

-----

Line 279 (ORIG): <p>We helped Wick back into the stable, grabbed a bottle of horse liniment, and went home to recover. Dirty walks like his rudder was a bit cramped, and I’m kind of leaning back to relieve the pressure on my shoulders, hips, and ankles.</p>

Line 279 (NEW):  <p>We helped Wick back into the stable, grabbed a bottle of horse liniment, and went home to recover. Dirty walks like his rudder was a bit cramped, and I’m kind of leaning back to relieve the pressure on my shoulders, hips, and ankles.</p>

-----

Line 280 (ORIG): <p></p>

Line 280 (NEW):  <p></p>

-----

Line 281 (ORIG): <p class="ni">It was pretty late that evening when Dirty and I walked up to the Mint Hall, limping a bit, and found Piperock all gathered. Magpie was on the platform, and the discussion was getting heated. Next to him were Mrs. Wick Smith and Miss Jasmine Greenbaum. When she spotted us, she hopped off the platform, came over, and led Dirty and me to the front of the room, asking us to take a seat.</p>

Line 281 (NEW):  <p class="ni">It was pretty late that evening when Dirty and I walked up to the Mint Hall, limping a bit, and found Piperock all gathered. Magpie was on the platform, and the discussion was getting heated. Next to him were Mrs. Wick Smith and Miss Jasmine Greenbaum. When she spotted us, she hopped off the platform, came over, and led Dirty and me to the front of the room, asking us to take a seat.</p>

-----

Line 282 (ORIG): <p>“These two guys have offered to help me with this,” she says. “They really care about Piperock. I know they’re brave and courageous, and that’s why I chose them.”</p>

Line 282 (NEW):  <p>“These two guys have offered to help me with this,” she says. “They really care about Piperock. I know they’re brave and courageous, and that’s why I chose them.”</p>

-----

Line 283 (ORIG): <p>“Brave and full of courage!” scoffs Yuma Yates. “They’re just full of aches and pains, judging by how they walk.”</p>

Line 283 (NEW):  <p>“Brave and full of courage!” scoffs Yuma Yates. “They’re just full of aches and pains, judging by how they walk.”</p>

-----

Line 284 (ORIG): <p>“I'm going to remember almost everything I hear said here,” says Dirty.  

Line 284 (NEW):  <p>“I'm going to remember almost everything I hear said here,” says Dirty.  

-----

Line 285 (ORIG): “That’s remark number one, Yuma.”</p>

Line 285 (NEW):  “That’s remark number one, Yuma.”</p>

-----

Line 286 (ORIG): <p>“My list shows number one for Yuma Yates,” I say.</p>

Line 286 (NEW):  <p>“My list shows number one for Yuma Yates,” I say.</p>

-----

Line 287 (ORIG): <p>Magpie tightens his belt and steps to the edge of the platform, where he stares at me and Dirty Shirt.</p>

Line 287 (NEW):  <p>Magpie tightens his belt and steps to the edge of the platform, where he stares at me and Dirty Shirt.</p>

-----

Line 288 (ORIG): <p>“Threats are unnecessary,” he tells us. “Piperock is moving on from those things. From now on, we are advocates of brotherly love—not conflict. Take this to heart and avoid any issues. We welcome everyone to join us, and we appreciate your help with Miss Greenbaum. Sincerely, Piperock Chamber of Commerce.”</p>

Line 288 (NEW):  <p>“Threats are unnecessary,” he tells us. “Piperock is moving on from those things. From now on, we are advocates of brotherly love—not conflict. Take this to heart and avoid any issues. We welcome everyone to join us, and we appreciate your help with Miss Greenbaum. Sincerely, Piperock Chamber of Commerce.”</p>

-----

Line 289 (ORIG): <p>"In response to your letter today," I said, "I can say that your fold doesn’t appeal to us; so I’m sending it back by return mail. Sincerely yours, Ike Harper and Dirty Shirt Jones. P.S. And if you don’t understand what I mean—ask us."</p>

Line 289 (NEW):  <p>"In response to your letter today," I said, "I can say that your fold doesn’t appeal to us; so I’m sending it back by return mail. Sincerely yours, Ike Harper and Dirty Shirt Jones. P.S. And if you don’t understand what I mean—ask us."</p>

-----

Line 290 (ORIG): <p>Magpie stares at us for a few moments and then looks over at Miss Jasmine.</p>

Line 290 (NEW):  <p>Magpie stares at us for a few moments and then looks over at Miss Jasmine.</p>

-----

Line 291 (ORIG): <p>“Miss Greenbaum,” he says, “I told you I was sure those two guys were drunk when they offered to help you. They’ll probably deny ever saying it now.”</p>

Line 291 (NEW):  <p>“Miss Greenbaum,” he says, “I told you I was sure those two guys were drunk when they offered to help you. They’ll probably deny ever saying it now.”</p>

-----

Line 292 (ORIG): <p>Dirty Shirt jumps up to his feet.</p>

Line 292 (NEW):  <p>Dirty Shirt jumps up to his feet.</p>

-----

Line 293 (ORIG): <p>“Magpie Simpkins, you’re just exaggerating things. We said we’d help Miss Greenbaum, and we will. Anything she asks us to do is basically done. Isn't that right, Ike?”</p>

Line 293 (NEW):  <p>“Magpie Simpkins, you’re just exaggerating things. We said we’d help Miss Greenbaum, and we will. Anything she asks us to do is basically done. Isn't that right, Ike?”</p>

-----

Line 294 (ORIG): <p>“Well,” I said, “I really hate it when anyone doubts that I know what I’m talking about—whether I’m drunk or sober. I’m with you, Dirty.”</p>

Line 294 (NEW):  <p>“Well,” I said, “I really hate it when anyone doubts that I know what I’m talking about—whether I’m drunk or sober. I’m with you, Dirty.”</p>

-----

Line 295 (ORIG): <p>“I knew it,” says Miss Greenbaum. “I knew they would help me. I don't usually make mistakes about human nature. When I first saw these two gentlemen, I had a feeling they could be trusted. Mr. Harper and Mr. Jones, thank you.”</p>

Line 295 (NEW):  <p>“I knew it,” says Miss Greenbaum. “I knew they would help me. I don't usually make mistakes about human nature. When I first saw these two gentlemen, I had a feeling they could be trusted. Mr. Harper and Mr. Jones, thank you.”</p>

-----

Line 296 (ORIG): <p>"You're welcome," says Dirty. "You really are very welcome."</p>

Line 296 (NEW):  <p>"You're welcome," says Dirty. "You really are very welcome."</p>

-----

Line 297 (ORIG): <p>“Well, now that we've settled that part, I suggest we wrap things up. Tomorrow will be spent getting everything ready. We've got a lot of work ahead. ‘Scenery,’ will you bring your car in tomorrow?”</p>

Line 297 (NEW):  <p>“Well, now that we've settled that part, I suggest we wrap things up. Tomorrow will be spent getting everything ready. We've got a lot of work ahead. ‘Scenery,’ will you bring your car in tomorrow?”</p>

-----

Line 298 (ORIG): <p>Scenery Sims admits that he will. Scenery is a small, skinny guy with a high-pitched voice, and he owns the only car in Yaller Rock County.</p>

Line 298 (NEW):  <p>Scenery Sims admits that he will. Scenery is a small, skinny guy with a high-pitched voice, and he owns the only car in Yaller Rock County.</p>

-----

Line 299 (ORIG): <p>“The ladies will be busy with their costumes,” says Magpie, “and there will be a lot of decorating to do. Time is a bit tight to finish all the details, but it's going to be the biggest event ever held in the West. Our grandkids will be proud of us.”</p>

Line 299 (NEW):  <p>“The ladies will be busy with their costumes,” says Magpie, “and there will be a lot of decorating to do. Time is a bit tight to finish all the details, but it's going to be the biggest event ever held in the West. Our grandkids will be proud of us.”</p>

-----

Line 300 (ORIG): <p>“Yours won't be,” says Dirty Shirt.</p>

Line 300 (NEW):  <p>“Yours won't be,” says Dirty Shirt.</p>

-----

Line 301 (ORIG): <p>It’s a pretty mean comment, especially since Magpie was never married. Nobody laughed, but the people right behind us kind of moved aside to avoid getting caught in the line of fire.</p>

Line 301 (NEW):  <p>It’s a pretty mean comment, especially since Magpie was never married. Nobody laughed, but the people right behind us kind of moved aside to avoid getting caught in the line of fire.</p>

-----

Line 302 (ORIG): <p>Magpie shook his head and polished the nail of his trigger finger on his right ear.</p>

Line 302 (NEW):  <p>Magpie shook his head and polished the nail of his trigger finger on his right ear.</p>

-----

Line 303 (ORIG): <p>"We need to be humble," he says. "'The humble will inherit the earth.'"</p>

Line 303 (NEW):  <p>"We need to be humble," he says. "'The humble will inherit the earth.'"</p>

-----

Line 304 (ORIG): <p>"That won’t be much fun if there are only timid ones left," I said.</p>

Line 304 (NEW):  <p>"That won’t be much fun if there are only timid ones left," I said.</p>

-----

Line 305 (ORIG): <p>“There’ll be a whole lot of land to split up, too,” says Dirty Shirt.</p>

Line 305 (NEW):  <p>“There’ll be a whole lot of land to split up, too,” says Dirty Shirt.</p>

-----

Line 306 (ORIG): <p>And that’s all we knew about the meeting. I have a feeling that Dirty spoke up too quickly. I told him that they had been arguing about me and him before we arrived, but he doesn’t care. There’s no chance to steal those animals for Paradise, even if we wanted to—which we don’t—so we decided to let nature take its course.</p>

Line 306 (NEW):  <p>And that’s all we knew about the meeting. I have a feeling that Dirty spoke up too quickly. I told him that they had been arguing about me and him before we arrived, but he doesn’t care. There’s no chance to steal those animals for Paradise, even if we wanted to—which we don’t—so we decided to let nature take its course.</p>

-----

Line 307 (ORIG): <p>Early the next morning, we find Magpie painting a big sign. He isn't artistic at all, but it's readable. At the top is one word, in letters two feet high—</p>

Line 307 (NEW):  <p>Early the next morning, we find Magpie painting a big sign. He isn't artistic at all, but it's readable. At the top is one word, in letters two feet high—</p>

-----

Line 308 (ORIG): <div class="tac">PAGEANT</div>

Line 308 (NEW):  <div class="tac">PAGEANT</div>

-----

Line 309 (ORIG): <p>And right below that are two more big words—</p>

Line 309 (NEW):  <p>And right below that are two more big words—</p>

-----

Line 310 (ORIG): <div class="tac">OF PROGRESS</div>

Line 310 (NEW):  <div class="tac">OF PROGRESS</div>

-----

Line 311 (ORIG): <p>“What’s that, Magpie?” asks Dirty Shirt.</p>

Line 311 (NEW):  <p>“What’s that, Magpie?” asks Dirty Shirt.</p>

-----

Line 312 (ORIG): <p>“Depicting,” says Magpie, wiping some black paint from his mustache, “the progress of Piperock. A pageant means a fancy parade. There have been parades before, but this is the first pageant. If you two fellows go up to Wick Smith’s house, you’ll probably find Mrs. Smith and Miss Greenbaum working on your costumes. They were going to make them first thing today.”</p>

Line 312 (NEW):  <p>“Depicting,” says Magpie, wiping some black paint from his mustache, “the progress of Piperock. A pageant means a fancy parade. There have been parades before, but this is the first pageant. If you two fellows go up to Wick Smith’s house, you’ll probably find Mrs. Smith and Miss Greenbaum working on your costumes. They were going to make them first thing today.”</p>

-----

Line 313 (ORIG): <p>“Our costumes?” I ask. “Why do we need costumes, Magpie?”</p>

Line 313 (NEW):  <p>“Our costumes?” I ask. “Why do we need costumes, Magpie?”</p>

-----

Line 314 (ORIG): <p>“Have to have ’em, Ike.”</p>

Line 314 (NEW):  <p>"Got to have them, Ike."</p>

-----

Line 315 (ORIG): <p>“Oh, well, if we have to have them.”</p>

Line 315 (NEW):  <p>“Oh, well, if we have to have them.”</p>

-----

Line 316 (ORIG): <p>Me and Dirty outlines the next item on the list:</p>

Line 316 (NEW):  <p>Me and Dirty outlines the next item on the list:</p>

-----

Line 317 (ORIG): <div class="poster">

Line 317 (NEW):  <div class="poster">

-----

Line 318 (ORIG): WHEN EAST MEETS WEST<br/>

Line 318 (NEW):  WHEN EAST MEETS WEST<br/>

-----

Line 319 (ORIG): THE EAST IS AMAZED AT THE PROGRESS OF THE WEST<br/>

Line 319 (NEW):  THE EAST IS AMAZED AT THE PROGRESS OF THE WEST<br/>

-----

Line 320 (ORIG): THEY MINGLE LIKE BROTHERS<br/>

Line 320 (NEW):  THEY MINGLE LIKE BROTHERS<br/>

-----

Line 321 (ORIG): THE COMING OF THE WHITE MAN VICTORY<br/>

Line 321 (NEW):  THE COMING OF THE WHITE MAN VICTORY<br/>

-----

Line 322 (ORIG): THE SPIRIT OF PIPEROCK—PROGRESS<br/>

Line 322 (NEW):  THE SPIRIT OF PIPEROCK—PROGRESS<br/>

-----

Line 323 (ORIG): DON’T FORGET THE BIG DANCE AT THE MINT HALL<br/>

Line 323 (NEW):  DON’T FORGET THE BIG DANCE AT THE MINT HALL<br/>

-----

Line 324 (ORIG): THATCHER’S COMBINED ORCHESTRA WILL FURNISH THE STRAINS AND SCENERY<br/>

Line 324 (NEW):  THATCHER’S COMBINED ORCHESTRA WILL FURNISH THE STRAINS AND SCENERY<br/>

-----

Line 325 (ORIG): SIMS WILL DO THE CALLIN’<br/>

Line 325 (NEW):  SIMS WILL DO THE CALLIN’<br/>

-----

Line 326 (ORIG): COME ONE AND ALL<br/>

Line 326 (NEW):  COME ONE AND ALL<br/>

-----

Line 327 (ORIG): TWO DOLLARS PER EACH WILL COVER THE PAGEANT AND DANCE<br/>

Line 327 (NEW):  TWO DOLLARS PER EACH WILL COVER THE PAGEANT AND DANCE<br/>

-----

Line 328 (ORIG): PIPEROCK CHAMBER OF COMMERCE<br/>

Line 328 (NEW):  PIPEROCK CHAMBER OF COMMERCE<br/>

-----

Line 329 (ORIG): MAGPIE SIMPKINS, President

Line 329 (NEW):  MAGPIE SIMPKINS, President

-----

Line 330 (ORIG): </div>

Line 330 (NEW):  </div>

-----

Line 331 (ORIG): <p>We found Wick Smith at the store. He convinced Hassayampa to take charge of the animals again and is running his own store; but he's not cheerful.</p>

Line 331 (NEW):  <p>We found Wick Smith at the store. He convinced Hassayampa to take charge of the animals again and is running his own store; but he's not cheerful.</p>

-----

Line 332 (ORIG): <p>“Tomorrow is Labor Day,” he says, his voice trembling with emotion. “I should be happy, I guess, because the money from the pageant is supposed to help pay me for those animals; but somehow I can’t seem to lift the veil, like the Old Testament says, and see the silver lining.”</p>

Line 332 (NEW):  <p>“Tomorrow is Labor Day,” he says, his voice trembling with emotion. “I should be happy, I guess, because the money from the pageant is supposed to help pay me for those animals; but somehow I can’t seem to lift the veil, like the Old Testament says, and see the silver lining.”</p>

-----

Line 333 (ORIG): <p>“Aw, it’ll be fine,” says Dirty. “Parades aren’t really something to stress over.”</p>

Line 333 (NEW):  <p>“Aw, it’ll be fine,” says Dirty. “Parades aren’t really something to stress over.”</p>

-----

Line 334 (ORIG): <p>“Thasso?” Wick squints at Dirty. “You’ve made it through some of our parades, right, Dirty?”</p>

Line 334 (NEW):  <p>“Thasso?” Wick squints at Dirty. “You’ve made it through some of our parades, right, Dirty?”</p>

-----

Line 335 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah, but you have to consider that Piperock is civilized now. It’s not like it used to be, Wick. Right now, Piperock is gentle and calm.”</p>

Line 335 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah, but you have to consider that Piperock is civilized now. It’s not like it used to be, Wick. Right now, Piperock is gentle and calm.”</p>

-----

Line 336 (ORIG): <p>“I bet,” Wick nods. “Well, I still have hope, but—I don’t know. I can’t quite picture my wife looking like a statue of Victory, nor can I see Mrs. Pete Gonyer and Mrs. Mighty Jones representing Progress. My—my wife doesn’t look like Victory.”</p>

Line 336 (NEW):  <p>“I bet,” Wick nods. “Well, I still have hope, but—I don’t know. I can’t quite picture my wife looking like a statue of Victory, nor can I see Mrs. Pete Gonyer and Mrs. Mighty Jones representing Progress. My—my wife doesn’t look like Victory.”</p>

-----

Line 337 (ORIG): <p>“You’ve never won a battle against her yet, have you?” I ask.</p>

Line 337 (NEW):  <p>“You’ve never won a battle against her yet, have you?” I ask.</p>

-----

Line 338 (ORIG): <p>“No, that’s a piece of cake. Well, maybe it’ll be fine. You guys don’t have an easy task yourself.”</p>

Line 338 (NEW):  <p>“No, that’s a piece of cake. Well, maybe it’ll be fine. You guys don’t have an easy task yourself.”</p>

-----

Line 339 (ORIG): <p>"We're not?" I ask. "What does that have to do with us, Wick?"</p>

Line 339 (NEW):  <p>"We're not?" I ask. "What does that have to do with us, Wick?"</p>

-----

Line 340 (ORIG): <p>“You two represent the East, Ike. Anyway, that’s what they’ve said about you.”</p>

Line 340 (NEW):  <p>“You two represent the East, Ike. Anyway, that’s what they’ve said about you.”</p>

-----

Line 341 (ORIG): <p>“―, I don’t look like any East!” snorts Dirty.</p>

Line 341 (NEW):  <p>“―, I don’t look like any East!” snorts Dirty.</p>

-----

Line 342 (ORIG): <p>“I don’t think I do either,” I say. “Anyway, I haven’t seen anyone from the East who looks a whole lot like me. Why do we have this idea, Wick?”</p>

Line 342 (NEW):  <p>“I don’t think I do either,” I say. “Anyway, I haven’t seen anyone from the East who looks a whole lot like me. Why do we have this idea, Wick?”</p>

-----

Line 343 (ORIG): <p>“Don’t ask me. My—it's not my fault. I've got all the trouble I can handle. You should ask Magpie or Jasmine. They sorted it all out between them.”</p>

Line 343 (NEW):  <p>“Don’t ask me. My—it's not my fault. I've got all the trouble I can handle. You should ask Magpie or Jasmine. They sorted it all out between them.”</p>

-----

Line 344 (ORIG): <p>“Are we wearing costumes?” asks Dirty.</p>

Line 344 (NEW):  <p>“Are we wearing costumes?” asks Dirty.</p>

-----

Line 345 (ORIG): <p>“Search me. My wife does. Mosquito-bar! My ―, can you see my wife in a mosquito-bar dress?”</p>

Line 345 (NEW):  <p>“Search me. My wife does. Mosquito-bar! My ―, can you see my wife in a mosquito-bar dress?”</p>

-----

Line 346 (ORIG): <p>“I’d like to,” says Dirty.</p>

Line 346 (NEW):  <p>“I’d like to,” says Dirty.</p>

-----

Line 347 (ORIG): <p>And then we left. Wick shouldn’t be so picky. His wife is about five feet four inches tall and weighs two hundred fifty pounds. She also wheezes a lot when she talks. Mrs. Gonyer is six feet two inches tall and so skinny that she rattles when she walks. Mrs. Mighty Jones isn’t any taller than Mrs. Smith, and she doesn’t weigh a hundred.</p>

Line 347 (NEW):  <p>And then we left. Wick shouldn’t be so picky. His wife is about five feet four inches tall and weighs two hundred fifty pounds. She also wheezes a lot when she talks. Mrs. Gonyer is six feet two inches tall and so skinny that she rattles when she walks. Mrs. Mighty Jones isn’t any taller than Mrs. Smith, and she doesn’t weigh a hundred.</p>

-----

Line 348 (ORIG): <p></p>

Line 348 (NEW):  <p></p>

-----

Line 349 (ORIG): <p class="ni">Dirty and I don't find much satisfaction in that town. Magpie heads to Paradise to promote the event and probably do a lot of bragging about himself. We run into Scenery Sims, who's staring at the red wine, and he's not exactly what you'd call coherent.</p>

Line 349 (NEW):  <p class="ni">Dirty and I don't find much satisfaction in that town. Magpie heads to Paradise to promote the event and probably do a lot of bragging about himself. We run into Scenery Sims, who's staring at the red wine, and he's not exactly what you'd call coherent.</p>

-----

Line 350 (ORIG): <p>“I—I’m not much,” he tells us with tears in his eyes.</p>

Line 350 (NEW):  <p>“I—I’m not much,” he tells us with tears in his eyes.</p>

-----

Line 351 (ORIG): <p>We agree with him, which doesn't help him at all.</p>

Line 351 (NEW):  <p>We agree with him, which doesn't help him at all.</p>

-----

Line 352 (ORIG): <p>“I can’t do anything,” he tells us.</p>

Line 352 (NEW):  <p>“I can’t do anything,” he tells us.</p>

-----

Line 353 (ORIG): <p>“—that’s not news,” Dirty agrees. “Everyone knows that.”</p>

Line 353 (NEW):  <p>“—that’s not news,” Dirty agrees. “Everyone knows that.”</p>

-----

Line 354 (ORIG): <p>“In the pay-jint,” he says. “I want to be something.”</p>

Line 354 (NEW):  <p>“In the pay-jint,” he says. “I want to be something.”</p>

-----

Line 355 (ORIG): <p>“All right,” I said. “You be a bump in the road for the wagons to drive over.”</p>

Line 355 (NEW):  <p>“All right,” I said. “You be a bump in the road for the wagons to drive over.”</p>

-----

Line 356 (ORIG): <p>“That’s fine for you two pelicans,” he says. “You’ve got things to do. I’ve been pushed aside, that’s what’s happened to me, for real. Maybe Piperock is moving forward, but I’m exactly where I was a week ago. Want a drink?”</p>

Line 356 (NEW):  <p>“That’s fine for you two pelicans,” he says. “You’ve got things to do. I’ve been pushed aside, that’s what’s happened to me, for real. Maybe Piperock is moving forward, but I’m exactly where I was a week ago. Want a drink?”</p>

-----

Line 357 (ORIG): <p>We would. In fact, we had several. We reached a point where Dirty starts bragging about being from the East. He talks about how he's also refined. Magpie returns from Paradise, full of himself, and crashes at Buck’s place.</p>

Line 357 (NEW):  <p>We would. In fact, we had several. We reached a point where Dirty starts bragging about being from the East. He talks about how he's also refined. Magpie returns from Paradise, full of himself, and crashes at Buck’s place.</p>

-----

Line 358 (ORIG): <p>“They’ll come,” he tells everyone. “Paradise will be plentiful. From Curlew, we’ll get a strong majority, and there’ll be some support from Yaller Horse. I predict that Piperock will capture almost all the votes in Yaller Rock County. We’ve spread the word about progress, and the world is responding.”</p>

Line 358 (NEW):  <p>“They’ll come,” he tells everyone. “Paradise will be plentiful. From Curlew, we’ll get a strong majority, and there’ll be some support from Yaller Horse. I predict that Piperock will capture almost all the votes in Yaller Rock County. We’ve spread the word about progress, and the world is responding.”</p>

-----

Line 359 (ORIG): <p>“Does Paradise have her animals yet?” asks Buck.</p>

Line 359 (NEW):  <p>“Does Paradise have her animals yet?” asks Buck.</p>

-----

Line 360 (ORIG): <p>“Not yet. Mike Pelly says they’re on the way. It’s going to be a close call between us towns. Well, I need to check on how things are going. Are Pete and Yuma working on that float?”</p>

Line 360 (NEW):  <p>“Not yet. Mike Pelly says they’re on the way. It’s going to be a close call between us towns. Well, I need to check on how things are going. Are Pete and Yuma working on that float?”</p>

-----

Line 361 (ORIG): <p>“All day,” Buck says. “It’s gonna be a blast.”</p>

Line 361 (NEW):  <p>“All day,” Buck says. “It’s gonna be a blast.”</p>

-----

Line 362 (ORIG): <p>“Float?” says Dirty. “Man, they’re clueless, Ike. There isn’t enough water in this town to float a cork. We’ve promised to make this parade a huge success, but once it’s over, you and I are hitting the road. I’m tired of the same old distractions, jackpots, and all that stuff. Long may she wave. Let’s raise another drink to old man Backus.”</p>

Line 362 (NEW):  <p>“Float?” says Dirty. “Man, they’re clueless, Ike. There isn’t enough water in this town to float a cork. We’ve promised to make this parade a huge success, but once it’s over, you and I are hitting the road. I’m tired of the same old distractions, jackpots, and all that stuff. Long may she wave. Let’s raise another drink to old man Backus.”</p>

-----

Line 363 (ORIG): <p>And that’s how it went. Bill Thatcher and his band arrived a little later with a bass, an accordion, and a harmonica. Bill’s son, Ham, is playing the accordion, and old “Frenchy” Deschamps is groaning on the harmonica.</p>

Line 363 (NEW):  <p>And that’s how it went. Bill Thatcher and his band arrived a little later with a bass, an accordion, and a harmonica. Bill’s son, Ham, is playing the accordion, and old “Frenchy” Deschamps is groaning on the harmonica.</p>

-----

Line 364 (ORIG): <p>“Kinda wanted to know what kind of music Magpie wanted us to play,” explains Bill. “We’ve got all kinds.”</p>

Line 364 (NEW):  <p>“Kinda wanted to know what kind of music Magpie wanted us to play,” explains Bill. “We’ve got all kinds.”</p>

-----

Line 365 (ORIG): <p>“You guys graduated from ‘Sweet Marie’?” asked Dirty.</p>

Line 365 (NEW):  <p>“You guys graduated from ‘Sweet Marie’?” asked Dirty.</p>

-----

Line 366 (ORIG): <p>“That's good music,” Bill says, somewhat indignantly. “If you don’t like that, we can play it however you want.”</p>

Line 366 (NEW):  <p>“That's good music,” Bill says, somewhat indignantly. “If you don’t like that, we can play it however you want.”</p>

-----

Line 367 (ORIG): <p>Some of Paradise arrives that night, and among them is the gang from the Cross J. Chuck pulls me aside and asks how we’re doing with the animal stealing. I point out the challenges, explaining how close Piperock is guarding their zoo.</p>

Line 367 (NEW):  <p>Some of Paradise arrives that night, and among them is the gang from the Cross J. Chuck pulls me aside and asks how we’re doing with the animal stealing. I point out the challenges, explaining how close Piperock is guarding their zoo.</p>

-----

Line 368 (ORIG): <p>“Get them during the parade,” says Chuck. “Everyone will be into that, don’t you see?”</p>

Line 368 (NEW):  <p>“Get them during the parade,” says Chuck. “Everyone will be into that, don’t you see?”</p>

-----

Line 369 (ORIG): <p>"Can't be done," I say. "I'm part of the parade."</p>

Line 369 (NEW):  <p>"Can't be done," I say. "I'm part of the parade."</p>

-----

Line 370 (ORIG): <p>“What part are you, Ike?”</p>

Line 370 (NEW):  <p>“What part are you, Ike?”</p>

-----

Line 371 (ORIG): <p>“I’m half of the east end,” I say. “Now you know as much as I do.”</p>

Line 371 (NEW):  <p>“I’m half of the east end,” I say. “Now you know as much as I do.”</p>

-----

Line 372 (ORIG): <p>“Who’s guardin’ ’em now, Ike?”</p>

Line 372 (NEW):  <p>“Who’s guarding them now, Ike?”</p>

-----

Line 373 (ORIG): <p>“I’m not sure, but I think Hassayampa is on duty.”</p>

Line 373 (NEW):  <p>“I’m not sure, but I think Hassayampa is on duty.”</p>

-----

Line 374 (ORIG): <p>Chuck walks away, leaving me to nod at the bartender and lean against Dirty Shirt. Then comes Polecat Perkins and his group of fancy mutts. He has eight of them, all on leashes, and they start to tangle themselves around our legs.</p>

Line 374 (NEW):  <p>Chuck walks away, leaving me to nod at the bartender and lean against Dirty Shirt. Then comes Polecat Perkins and his group of fancy mutts. He has eight of them, all on leashes, and they start to tangle themselves around our legs.</p>

-----

Line 375 (ORIG): <p>“Hey everyone,” says Polecat. “Lay down, dogs!”</p>

Line 375 (NEW):  <p>“Hey everyone,” says Polecat. “Lay down, dogs!”</p>

-----

Line 376 (ORIG): <p>Polecat joins our gathering and gets excited about the fact that tomorrow is Labor Day and that we're going to have a celebration.</p>

Line 376 (NEW):  <p>Polecat joins our gathering and gets excited about the fact that tomorrow is Labor Day and that we're going to have a celebration.</p>

-----

Line 377 (ORIG): <p>“Take those dogs outside,” Buck commands. “Come on, this isn’t a dog kennel, Polecat. Get them out of here so people can have a chance to get to the bar.”</p>

Line 377 (NEW):  <p>“Take those dogs outside,” Buck commands. “Come on, this isn’t a dog kennel, Polecat. Get them out of here so people can have a chance to get to the bar.”</p>

-----

Line 378 (ORIG): <p>Just then, Hassayampa Harris walks into that saloon. I’m not sure how far he jumped from outside, but I know he hit his head on the top of the doorway and landed right in the middle of the room.</p>

Line 378 (NEW):  <p>Just then, Hassayampa Harris walks into that saloon. I’m not sure how far he jumped from outside, but I know he hit his head on the top of the doorway and landed right in the middle of the room.</p>

-----

Line 379 (ORIG): <p>“Yeeow-w-w-w! Look out!” he yelps.</p>

Line 379 (NEW):  <p>“Yikes! Watch out!” he yelps.</p>

-----

Line 380 (ORIG): <p>Right behind Hassayampa comes Cleopatra. She moves through us like a colorful blur, strikes the middle of the room, lands on the pool table, and darts straight out the back door, which has just been opened by Mighty Jones. Mighty’s feet fly up where his hat used to be, and over him rushes Polecat’s pack of dogs, each one trying to bark louder than the others.</p>

Line 380 (NEW):  <p>Right behind Hassayampa comes Cleopatra. She moves through us like a colorful blur, strikes the middle of the room, lands on the pool table, and darts straight out the back door, which has just been opened by Mighty Jones. Mighty’s feet fly up where his hat used to be, and over him rushes Polecat’s pack of dogs, each one trying to bark louder than the others.</p>

-----

Line 381 (ORIG): <p>“That’s our tiger!” explodes Buck.</p>

Line 381 (NEW):  <p>"That's our tiger!" exclaims Buck.</p>

-----

Line 382 (ORIG): <p>“You—you can have it!” pants Hassayampa.</p>

Line 382 (NEW):  <p>“You—you can have it!” pants Hassayampa.</p>

-----

Line 383 (ORIG): <p>“How did it get loose?”</p>

Line 383 (NEW):  <p>“How did it come loose?”</p>

-----

Line 384 (ORIG): <p>“Go and ask it. I—I was talking to Chuck Warner at the front door of the stable when suddenly I heard someone yell, and here comes Cleopatra.”</p>

Line 384 (NEW):  <p>“Go and ask it. I—I was talking to Chuck Warner at the front door of the stable when suddenly I heard someone yell, and here comes Cleopatra.”</p>

-----

Line 385 (ORIG): <p>“Did someone shout?” Buck snorts. “I’ll bet some of that Paradise gang let her go while you were at the front door. Get down there, everyone, before they let them all go.”</p>

Line 385 (NEW):  <p>“Did someone shout?” Buck snorts. “I’ll bet some of that Paradise gang let her go while you were at the front door. Get down there, everyone, before they let them all go.”</p>

-----

Line 386 (ORIG): <p>They all went down there, except for me, Dirty, and Buck. They could let them go as far as I'm concerned. A few minutes after they leave, Old Testament and Muley Bowles show up. Testament doesn’t have a hat and his coat is torn up the back. Muley doesn’t walk very well, and he has a swelling over one eye.</p>

Line 386 (NEW):  <p>They all went down there, except for me, Dirty, and Buck. They could let them go as far as I'm concerned. A few minutes after they leave, Old Testament and Muley Bowles show up. Testament doesn’t have a hat and his coat is torn up the back. Muley doesn’t walk very well, and he has a swelling over one eye.</p>

-----

Line 387 (ORIG): <p>“‘In the midst of life, we are in death,’” says Testament, indicating that he doesn’t want his lemonade straight.</p>

Line 387 (NEW):  <p>“‘In the midst of life, we are in death,’” says Testament, indicating that he doesn’t want his lemonade straight.</p>

-----

Line 388 (ORIG): <p>Buck looks ’em over.</p>

Line 388 (NEW):  <p>Buck checks them out.</p>

-----

Line 389 (ORIG): <p>"Have you two been fighting each other?" he asks.</p>

Line 389 (NEW):  <p>"Have you two been fighting each other?" he asks.</p>

-----

Line 390 (ORIG): <p>“It—it was a mistake,” says Muley, drinking the water and pouring his liquor in the spittoon. “I thought Testament was a—a―”</p>

Line 390 (NEW):  <p>“It—it was a mistake,” says Muley, drinking the water and pouring his liquor in the spittoon. “I thought Testament was a—a―”</p>

-----

Line 391 (ORIG): <p>“He thought I was a door,” finished Testament, “and tried to walk right through me. Maybe we should head home, Muley.”</p>

Line 391 (NEW):  <p>“He thought I was a door,” finished Testament, “and tried to walk right through me. Maybe we should head home, Muley.”</p>

-----

Line 392 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah—and stay home,” Muley says, sounding pained.</p>

Line 392 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah—and stay home,” Muley says, sounding pained.</p>

-----

Line 393 (ORIG): <p>They went out just before the crowd returned. It looks like Gunga Din and Sahara are fine, but they left five guards in the stable.</p>

Line 393 (NEW):  <p>They went out just before the crowd returned. It looks like Gunga Din and Sahara are fine, but they left five guards in the stable.</p>

-----

Line 394 (ORIG): <p>“We found a hat,” said Mighty. “Hassayampa said they haven’t fed that tiger for two days, and I’m kind of worried that we’ll never find the guy to put under that hat.”</p>

Line 394 (NEW):  <p>“We found a hat,” said Mighty. “Hassayampa said they haven’t fed that tiger for two days, and I’m kind of worried that we’ll never find the guy to put under that hat.”</p>

-----

Line 395 (ORIG): <p>I’m going to gloss over the rest of that night. It’s enough to say that morning came quickly, the sun rose as it usually does, and there was brotherly love among us along with a hopeful spirit of progress. Civilization is pleasant to those who are civilized.</p>

Line 395 (NEW):  <p>I’m going to gloss over the rest of that night. It’s enough to say that morning came quickly, the sun rose as it usually does, and there was brotherly love among us along with a hopeful spirit of progress. Civilization is pleasant to those who are civilized.</p>

-----

Line 396 (ORIG): <p>Magpie found us the next day. He checks us out, shares his thoughts on our ancestors, takes our guns, and leads us to Wick Smith’s place. I’m a bit unclear on what happened to us, but it seems like Dirty and I fell asleep on a bed.</p>

Line 396 (NEW):  <p>Magpie found us the next day. He checks us out, shares his thoughts on our ancestors, takes our guns, and leads us to Wick Smith’s place. I’m a bit unclear on what happened to us, but it seems like Dirty and I fell asleep on a bed.</p>

-----

Line 397 (ORIG): <p></p>

Line 397 (NEW):  <p></p>

-----

Line 398 (ORIG): <p class="ni">I don't know what time I woke up, but I guess it was the afternoon. I sat up on the bed and looked at the strangest person I had ever seen. He was sitting there, looking at me. He was kind of dirty, with a brown complexion, wearing something white wrapped around his head, and his body was covered with some kind of striped gown.</p>

Line 398 (NEW):  <p class="ni">I don't know what time I woke up, but I guess it was the afternoon. I sat up on the bed and looked at the strangest person I had ever seen. He was sitting there, looking at me. He was kind of dirty, with a brown complexion, wearing something white wrapped around his head, and his body was covered with some kind of striped gown.</p>

-----

Line 399 (ORIG): <p>I blink a few times, but he doesn't vanish.</p>

Line 399 (NEW):  <p>I blink a few times, but he doesn't vanish.</p>

-----

Line 400 (ORIG): <p>“I’m dead and in ―,” says the apparition.</p>

Line 400 (NEW):  <p>“I’m dead and in ―,” says the apparition.</p>

-----

Line 401 (ORIG): <p>It has the voice and eye of Dirty Shirt Jones, but the rest of it doesn’t look like him. Right then and there I mark an X next to my name for a temperance vote.</p>

Line 401 (NEW):  <p>It has the voice and eye of Dirty Shirt Jones, but the rest of it doesn’t look like him. Right then and there I mark an X next to my name for a temperance vote.</p>

-----

Line 402 (ORIG): <p>“Yeah, I’m done for,” says the person. “I’ve had delirium tremens enough times to know that this isn’t it.”</p>

Line 402 (NEW):  <p>“Yeah, I’m done for,” says the person. “I’ve had delirium tremens enough times to know that this isn’t it.”</p>

-----

Line 403 (ORIG): <p>I look across the room and see another shot of the same brand. Then I start to get out of bed, planning to head for the door, and this second dirty-faced figure moves right along with me. I've been looking in a mirror. Then I lift one hand to my face, and it comes away the color of chocolate. There's a strong smell of turpentine in the place.</p>

Line 403 (NEW):  <p>I look across the room and see another shot of the same brand. Then I start to get out of bed, planning to head for the door, and this second dirty-faced figure moves right along with me. I've been looking in a mirror. Then I lift one hand to my face, and it comes away the color of chocolate. There's a strong smell of turpentine in the place.</p>

-----

Line 404 (ORIG): <p>“What has been happening?” I ask.</p>

Line 404 (NEW):  <p>“What has been happening?” I ask.</p>

-----

Line 405 (ORIG): <p>"Are you Ike Harper?" he asks, somewhat in awe.</p>

Line 405 (NEW):  <p>"Are you Ike Harper?" he asks, somewhat in awe.</p>

-----

Line 406 (ORIG): <p>“If that’s a mirror, then I’m not,” I said. “Who are you?”</p>

Line 406 (NEW):  <p>“If that’s a mirror, then I’m not,” I said. “Who are you?”</p>

-----

Line 407 (ORIG): <p>“I used to be Dirty Shirt Jones.”</p>

Line 407 (NEW):  <p>“I used to be Dirty Shirt Jones.”</p>

-----

Line 408 (ORIG): <p>I start to scratch my head and find it all wrapped in cloth.</p>

Line 408 (NEW):  <p>I start to scratch my head and find it all wrapped in cloth.</p>

-----

Line 409 (ORIG): <p>“Did we get hurt or something?” I ask.</p>

Line 409 (NEW):  <p>“Did we get hurt or something?” I ask.</p>

-----

Line 410 (ORIG): <p>Before he can answer me, Wick Smith, Yuma Yates, and Mighty Jones come in. They look us over, and Wick Smith says—</p>

Line 410 (NEW):  <p>Before he can answer me, Wick Smith, Yuma Yates, and Mighty Jones come in. They look us over, and Wick Smith says—</p>

-----

Line 411 (ORIG): <p>“Thank goodness, they’re sober enough to drive.”</p>

Line 411 (NEW):  <p>“Thank goodness, they’re sober enough to drive.”</p>

-----

Line 412 (ORIG): <p>“Who did this to us?” Dirty asks. “I’ll kill the guy who painted me this way!”</p>

Line 412 (NEW):  <p>“Who did this to us?” Dirty asks. “I’ll kill the guy who painted me this way!”</p>

-----

Line 413 (ORIG): <p>“There were six of us who did it,” says Yuma. “It really is a great job. By golly, nobody will know you, that’s for sure. Haw-haw-haw-haw!”</p>

Line 413 (NEW):  <p>“There were six of us who did it,” says Yuma. “It really is a great job. By golly, nobody will know you, that’s for sure. Haw-haw-haw-haw!”</p>

-----

Line 414 (ORIG): <p>I got off that bed, ready to fight someone; but Yuma pulled his gun and forced me back onto the bed.</p>

Line 414 (NEW):  <p>I got off that bed, ready to fight someone; but Yuma pulled his gun and forced me back onto the bed.</p>

-----

Line 415 (ORIG): <p>“The worst is behind us, Ike,” he says. “Stay calm and you’ll earn a lot of fame for yourself—both you and Dirty.”</p>

Line 415 (NEW):  <p>“The worst is behind us, Ike,” he says. “Stay calm and you’ll earn a lot of fame for yourself—both you and Dirty.”</p>

-----

Line 416 (ORIG): <p>“We should get going,” Wick says. “The crowd is eager for us to start. Come on, you East Indians.”</p>

Line 416 (NEW):  <p>“We should get going,” Wick says. “The crowd is eager for us to start. Come on, you East Indians.”</p>

-----

Line 417 (ORIG): <p>“East Indians?” I said. “Is that what we look like?”</p>

Line 417 (NEW):  <p>“East Indians?” I said. “Is that what we look like?”</p>

-----

Line 418 (ORIG): <p>“According to the book,” Yuma nods. “Come on.”</p>

Line 418 (NEW):  <p>“According to the book,” Yuma nods. “Come on.”</p>

-----

Line 419 (ORIG): <p>What can we do, I ask you? We went out with them, wearing bandaged heads, house paint, and mother hubbards. That paint is starting to dry on my face, and the turpentine stings like a bunch of bees. I opened my mouth and now I can’t get it closed.</p>

Line 419 (NEW):  <p>What can we do, I ask you? We went out with them, wearing bandaged heads, house paint, and mother hubbards. That paint is starting to dry on my face, and the turpentine stings like a bunch of bees. I opened my mouth and now I can’t get it closed.</p>

-----

Line 420 (ORIG): <p>“Hooray for ―!” yells Dirty. “Who’s afraid of fire?”</p>

Line 420 (NEW):  <p>“Hooray for ―!” yells Dirty. “Who’s afraid of fire?”</p>

-----

Line 421 (ORIG): <p>We follow them up to the corner of Holt’s hotel, and there we find Gunga Din and Sahara, who are being held by Pete Gonyer, Olaf Hansen, Hassayampa Harris, Scenery Sims, and “Half-Mile” Smith.</p>

Line 421 (NEW):  <p>We follow them up to the corner of Holt’s hotel, and there we find Gunga Din and Sahara, who are being held by Pete Gonyer, Olaf Hansen, Hassayampa Harris, Scenery Sims, and “Half-Mile” Smith.</p>

-----

Line 422 (ORIG): <p>“Gunga Din is trained to ride,” said Hassayampa, “but I’m not sure about Sahara. Ike can ride the elephant since he’s the biggest, and Dirty Shirt can get on the camel.”</p>

Line 422 (NEW):  <p>“Gunga Din is trained to ride,” said Hassayampa, “but I’m not sure about Sahara. Ike can ride the elephant since he’s the biggest, and Dirty Shirt can get on the camel.”</p>

-----

Line 423 (ORIG): <p>“Just a short moment,” I say. “Nobody asked us. When I ride, I choose a horse, you know? I’m not some elephant scratcher.”</p>

Line 423 (NEW):  <p>“Just a short moment,” I say. “Nobody asked us. When I ride, I choose a horse, you know? I’m not some elephant scratcher.”</p>

-----

Line 424 (ORIG): <p>“Aren’t you?” asks Yuma. “You promised to do what Miss Greenbaum asked you to, Ike. She asked you to ride the elephant.”</p>

Line 424 (NEW):  <p>“Aren’t you?” asks Yuma. “You promised to do what Miss Greenbaum asked you to, Ike. She asked you to ride the elephant.”</p>

-----

Line 425 (ORIG): <p>“But what for?” I asks.</p>

Line 425 (NEW):  <p>“But why?” I ask.</p>

-----

Line 426 (ORIG): <p>By golly, I have no idea what it’s all about. I can hear people shouting out in the street, and when they start yelling in Piperock, I don't want to be there.</p>

Line 426 (NEW):  <p>By golly, I have no idea what it’s all about. I can hear people shouting out in the street, and when they start yelling in Piperock, I don't want to be there.</p>

-----

Line 427 (ORIG): <p>“Here’s what you need to do,” says Yuma. “You two ride down the street. About in front of Wick’s store, you’ll run into old Chief Cod Liver Oil and old Runnin’ Dog. They’ll be wearing their war bonnets, etc., and they know what to do. They represent the old West; <i>sabe</i>?</p>

Line 427 (NEW):  <p>“Here’s what you need to do,” says Yuma. “You two ride down the street. About in front of Wick’s store, you’ll run into old Chief Cod Liver Oil and old Runnin’ Dog. They’ll be wearing their war bonnets, etc., and they know what to do. They represent the old West; <i>sabe</i>?</p>

-----

Line 428 (ORIG): <p>“They give you the peace sign, and it feels like you're all talking. That’s the part where the West meets the East. Then comes Pete in an old covered wagon. That's the arrival of the white man. The Indians act surprised. Behind his wagon comes Scenery Sims’ car, which has been turned into a float, and on it are three figures that represent Victory and the Progress of Piperock; <i>sabe</i>?</p>

Line 428 (NEW):  <p>“They give you the peace sign, and it feels like you're all talking. That’s the part where the West meets the East. Then comes Pete in an old covered wagon. That's the arrival of the white man. The Indians act surprised. Behind his wagon comes Scenery Sims’ car, which has been turned into a float, and on it are three figures that represent Victory and the Progress of Piperock; <i>sabe</i>?</p>

-----

Line 429 (ORIG): <p>“Then that’s about it, I guess. I don’t know what else needs to be done, Ike. Magpie explains that much to me. Thatcher’s orchestra will be playing all the time, I suppose. Anyway, it’ll be great. Hassayampa, you and Half Mile help Ike up on Gunga Din.”</p>

Line 429 (NEW):  <p>“Then that’s about it, I guess. I don’t know what else needs to be done, Ike. Magpie explains that much to me. Thatcher’s orchestra will be playing all the time, I suppose. Anyway, it’ll be great. Hassayampa, you and Half Mile help Ike up on Gunga Din.”</p>

-----

Line 430 (ORIG): <p>“It’ll be fine for sure,” grunts Mighty. “Cod Liver Oil and Runnin’ Dog just split a quart of lemon extract and a bottle of perfume between them.”</p>

Line 430 (NEW):  <p>“It’ll be fine for sure,” grunts Mighty. “Cod Liver Oil and Runnin’ Dog just split a quart of lemon extract and a bottle of perfume between them.”</p>

-----

Line 431 (ORIG): <p>I let them put me on the back of that rubbery ox, which isn’t wearing a saddle or bridle. Behind my animal is Dirty Shirt, sitting on the hump of Sahara, his face looking kind of funny. He’s got a pair of reins to hold onto.</p>

Line 431 (NEW):  <p>I let them put me on the back of that rubbery ox, which isn’t wearing a saddle or bridle. Behind my animal is Dirty Shirt, sitting on the hump of Sahara, his face looking kind of funny. He’s got a pair of reins to hold onto.</p>

-----

Line 432 (ORIG): <p>Just then, Gunga Din takes the lead. There’s nothing I can do but sit there and let it happen. We rounded the corner and entered the main street. Yellow Rock County was definitely there. Every hitching post is filled with horses, and between the posts and the center of the street stands the entire county population, waiting for us to arrive.</p>

Line 432 (NEW):  <p>Just then, Gunga Din takes the lead. There’s nothing I can do but sit there and let it happen. We rounded the corner and entered the main street. Yellow Rock County was definitely there. Every hitching post is filled with horses, and between the posts and the center of the street stands the entire county population, waiting for us to arrive.</p>

-----

Line 433 (ORIG): <p>They let out a cheer when we showed up, and we're not more than halfway to them when up the street come old Cod Liver Oil and Runnin’ Dog, both of them decked out in war paint, nose paint, war bonnets, and riding painted ponies.</p>

Line 433 (NEW):  <p>They let out a cheer when we showed up, and we're not more than halfway to them when up the street come old Cod Liver Oil and Runnin’ Dog, both of them decked out in war paint, nose paint, war bonnets, and riding painted ponies.</p>

-----

Line 434 (ORIG): <p>I think it was a sight worth seeing. Honestly, I really felt connected to nature. I was calm, too. The only emotion I can show is with my right leg—the left one has gone numb. Then the East met the West.</p>

Line 434 (NEW):  <p>I think it was a sight worth seeing. Honestly, I really felt connected to nature. I was calm, too. The only emotion I can show is with my right leg—the left one has gone numb. Then the East met the West.</p>

-----

Line 435 (ORIG): <p>We got within twenty feet of each other before those pinto horses got a good look at Gunga Din and Sahara. Cod Liver Oil’s pinto just spread its legs, bawled like a calf—and fell down, sending the old buck into a somersault almost under Gunga Din. Runnin’ Dog’s pinto turned around on one hind leg, shaking off old Runnin’ Dog, and zoomed past us like a streak.</p>

Line 435 (NEW):  <p>We got within twenty feet of each other before those pinto horses got a good look at Gunga Din and Sahara. Cod Liver Oil’s pinto just spread its legs, bawled like a calf—and fell down, sending the old buck into a somersault almost under Gunga Din. Runnin’ Dog’s pinto turned around on one hind leg, shaking off old Runnin’ Dog, and zoomed past us like a streak.</p>

-----

Line 436 (ORIG): <p>Gunga Din reached down, wrapped his trunk around Cod Liver Oil, and stood the old guy on his head twenty feet away.</p>

Line 436 (NEW):  <p>Gunga Din reached down, wrapped his trunk around Cod Liver Oil, and stood the old guy on his head twenty feet away.</p>

-----

Line 437 (ORIG): <p>“Yikes!” shouts Liniment Lucas. “What a show!”</p>

Line 437 (NEW):  <p>“Yikes!” shouts Liniment Lucas. “What a show!”</p>

-----

Line 438 (ORIG): <p>And into it all comes Pete Gonyer, driving a team of wild horses hitched to a covered wagon. He represents the arrival of the White Man. He came—I’ll give him that. The yelling is overwhelming for that team of wild horses, and here comes Pete, feet braced against the front gate of that wagon, pulling hard on the reins, while behind him, the wagon cover billows like a tethered balloon.</p>

Line 438 (NEW):  <p>And into it all comes Pete Gonyer, driving a team of wild horses hitched to a covered wagon. He represents the arrival of the White Man. He came—I’ll give him that. The yelling is overwhelming for that team of wild horses, and here comes Pete, feet braced against the front gate of that wagon, pulling hard on the reins, while behind him, the wagon cover billows like a tethered balloon.</p>

-----

Line 439 (ORIG): <p>Runnin’ Dog has gotten to his feet, with the war bonnet over one eye and blood in the other.</p>

Line 439 (NEW):  <p>Runnin’ Dog has gotten to his feet, with the war bonnet over one eye and blood in the other.</p>

-----

Line 440 (ORIG): <p>"<em>Whoo!</em>" he screams. "<em>Hyas masahchie mokst la tet!</em>"</p>

Line 440 (NEW):  <p>"<em>Whoo!</em>" he screams. "<em>Hyas masahchie mokst la tet!</em>"</p>

-----

Line 441 (ORIG): <p>It was the first elephant he had ever seen, and he called it a big monster with two heads.</p>

Line 441 (NEW):  <p>It was the first elephant he had ever seen, and he called it a big monster with two heads.</p>

-----

Line 442 (ORIG): <p>There’s no way for me to move Gunga Din out of the way of those two horses, so I lie back and let death come toward us. But it doesn’t come all the way.</p>

Line 442 (NEW):  <p>There’s no way for me to move Gunga Din out of the way of those two horses, so I lie back and let death come toward us. But it doesn’t come all the way.</p>

-----

Line 443 (ORIG): <p>About twenty feet away, those two broncos get their first look at the East, and they don’t like it. They dig their heels into that hard street, settle into their harness, and out of that cloud of dust comes Pete Gonyer, all sprawled out like a flying squirrel, and he lands all spread out on the head of Gunga Din, still holding onto his reins.</p>

Line 443 (NEW):  <p>About twenty feet away, those two broncos get their first look at the East, and they don’t like it. They dig their heels into that hard street, settle into their harness, and out of that cloud of dust comes Pete Gonyer, all sprawled out like a flying squirrel, and he lands all spread out on the head of Gunga Din, still holding onto his reins.</p>

-----

Line 444 (ORIG): <p>As old Judge Steele might say—“Pandemonium reigns.”</p>

Line 444 (NEW):  <p>As old Judge Steele might say—“Pandemonium reigns.”</p>

-----

Line 445 (ORIG): <p>The two broncs regained their balance, moved sideways, and tried to go around us. They were doing pretty well when they tightened the lines, and Pete Gonyer launched right off the top of Gunga Din, flew through the air, and knocked Dirty Shirt clean off his camel. He not only knocked him off, but he took him along for the ride.</p>

Line 445 (NEW):  <p>The two broncs regained their balance, moved sideways, and tried to go around us. They were doing pretty well when they tightened the lines, and Pete Gonyer launched right off the top of Gunga Din, flew through the air, and knocked Dirty Shirt clean off his camel. He not only knocked him off, but he took him along for the ride.</p>

-----

Line 446 (ORIG): <p>Then Gunga Din lifted his trunk high in the air and trumpeted loud and free—</p>

Line 446 (NEW):  <p>Then Gunga Din lifted his trunk high in the air and trumpeted loud and free—</p>

-----

Line 447 (ORIG): <p>“Ra-a-a-a te ta-a-a-a ta ta-a-a-a!”</p>

Line 447 (NEW):  <p>“Ra-a-a-a te ta-a-a-a ta ta-a-a-a!”</p>

-----

Line 448 (ORIG): <p></p>

Line 448 (NEW):  <p></p>

-----

Line 449 (ORIG): <p class="ni">Right now, I want to get down. I doubt any Harper ever wanted to get down as badly as I do; but there’s no safety on the ground. Every horse at those hitch-racks is heaving and surging, people are shouting. I want to shout, but that darned paint has set, with my mouth half open, and all I can do is say—</p>

Line 449 (NEW):  <p class="ni">Right now, I want to get down. I doubt any Harper ever wanted to get down as badly as I do; but there’s no safety on the ground. Every horse at those hitch-racks is heaving and surging, people are shouting. I want to shout, but that darned paint has set, with my mouth half open, and all I can do is say—</p>

-----

Line 450 (ORIG): <p>“Hoo, hoo, hoo!” like a pesky owl.</p>

Line 450 (NEW):  <p>“Hoo, hoo, hoo!” like a pesky owl.</p>

-----

Line 451 (ORIG): <p>Then comes Victory—and Progress. Pete Gonyer has built a rig to fit over the top of Scenery Sims’ car, kind of like a platform, and there’s a railing all around it, decorated with flags and colored cloth. The driver isn’t in sight, and the darn thing looks like a runaway raft.</p>

Line 451 (NEW):  <p>Then comes Victory—and Progress. Pete Gonyer has built a rig to fit over the top of Scenery Sims’ car, kind of like a platform, and there’s a railing all around it, decorated with flags and colored cloth. The driver isn’t in sight, and the darn thing looks like a runaway raft.</p>

-----

Line 452 (ORIG): <p>On the front of the setup stands Mrs. Wick Smith, all dressed up in cheesecloth and a silver crown, which is tilted down over one ear, looking a bit cheeky. One hand is gripping the rail, while the other hangs onto a big banner.</p>

Line 452 (NEW):  <p>On the front of the setup stands Mrs. Wick Smith, all dressed up in cheesecloth and a silver crown, which is tilted down over one ear, looking a bit cheeky. One hand is gripping the rail, while the other hangs onto a big banner.</p>

-----

Line 453 (ORIG): <p>Behind her stands Mrs. Gonyer, dressed in white, trying to hold up one hand, like a Native American giving a peace sign, and hanging onto her is Mrs. Mighty Jones, wearing a nightgown and a pair of paper wings, one of which has slipped up onto her shoulder, making her look like a duck with a broken wing.</p>

Line 453 (NEW):  <p>Behind her stands Mrs. Gonyer, dressed in white, trying to hold up one hand, like a Native American giving a peace sign, and hanging onto her is Mrs. Mighty Jones, wearing a nightgown and a pair of paper wings, one of which has slipped up onto her shoulder, making her look like a duck with a broken wing.</p>

-----

Line 454 (ORIG): <p>I saw all this in a lot less time than it takes to explain. The thing is coming way too fast, I know that much, and I get that a car doesn't frighten elephants. A runaway horse rushes past me, slams its rear against the platform of Victory and Progress, and pushes it aside.</p>

Line 454 (NEW):  <p>I saw all this in a lot less time than it takes to explain. The thing is coming way too fast, I know that much, and I get that a car doesn't frighten elephants. A runaway horse rushes past me, slams its rear against the platform of Victory and Progress, and pushes it aside.</p>

-----

Line 455 (ORIG): <p>Mrs. Smith falls down in a heap, and Mrs. Gonyer drops to her knees, with one hand still raised in the air. Then Victory and Progress hits the East.</p>

Line 455 (NEW):  <p>Mrs. Smith falls down in a heap, and Mrs. Gonyer drops to her knees, with one hand still raised in the air. Then Victory and Progress hits the East.</p>

-----

Line 456 (ORIG): <p>They knocked Gunga Din off the street, but they didn’t get rid of him. I had Mrs. Smith in my arms, but Mrs. Mighty Jones rushed past me so quickly that I didn't have a chance to gather anything. Then Gunga Din got his four feet back on solid ground and started moving out.</p>

Line 456 (NEW):  <p>They knocked Gunga Din off the street, but they didn’t get rid of him. I had Mrs. Smith in my arms, but Mrs. Mighty Jones rushed past me so quickly that I didn't have a chance to gather anything. Then Gunga Din got his four feet back on solid ground and started moving out.</p>

-----

Line 457 (ORIG): <p>He lowered his head, pressed it against that float, and headed towards Buck’s saloon entrance. I saw Magpie’s head rise from the debris, and he started hitting Gunga Din over the head with a piece of two-by-four, but it might as well have been a kiss for how effective it was.</p>

Line 457 (NEW):  <p>He lowered his head, pressed it against that float, and headed towards Buck’s saloon entrance. I saw Magpie’s head rise from the debris, and he started hitting Gunga Din over the head with a piece of two-by-four, but it might as well have been a kiss for how effective it was.</p>

-----

Line 458 (ORIG): <p>Wick Smith comes galloping alongside us, yelling—</p>

Line 458 (NEW):  <p>Wick Smith comes galloping alongside us, yelling—</p>

-----

Line 459 (ORIG): <p>“Let go of my wife! Let go of my wife! Damn you, Ike—let go of her!”</p>

Line 459 (NEW):  <p>“Let go of my wife! Let go of my wife! Damn you, Ike—let go of her!”</p>

-----

Line 460 (ORIG): <p>“Tell it to her!” I shout back at him. “You ― fool, I’m not doing the holding.”</p>

Line 460 (NEW):  <p>“Tell it to her!” I shout back at him. “You ― fool, I’m not doing the holding.”</p>

-----

Line 461 (ORIG): <p>The back wheels of that carriage hit the sidewalk, suddenly lift up, and we start to shove the whole thing right through Buck’s saloon entrance. That’s when I finally got free from another guy’s wife and ended up falling backward off that elephant.</p>

Line 461 (NEW):  <p>The back wheels of that carriage hit the sidewalk, suddenly lift up, and we start to shove the whole thing right through Buck’s saloon entrance. That’s when I finally got free from another guy’s wife and ended up falling backward off that elephant.</p>

-----

Line 462 (ORIG): <p>I don't know what Sahara was doing right behind Gunga Din, unless he was supposed to be there; but I do know that I kind of folded up across his long neck, and he started to run with me. We went around in a circle three times before I fell off, and that camel walked all over me.</p>

Line 462 (NEW):  <p>I don't know what Sahara was doing right behind Gunga Din, unless he was supposed to be there; but I do know that I kind of folded up across his long neck, and he started to run with me. We went around in a circle three times before I fell off, and that camel walked all over me.</p>

-----

Line 463 (ORIG): <p>Then I set up in that dusty street and tried to see what was going on. Horses were running around like they were in a circus ring, and some of them were dragging wagons and buggies behind them, which made the street a dangerous place to be. One wagon circled the street twice before I noticed that Dirty Shirt was standing up in the wagon, kind of balancing himself, with his arms spread out wide.</p>

Line 463 (NEW):  <p>Then I set up in that dusty street and tried to see what was going on. Horses were running around like they were in a circus ring, and some of them were dragging wagons and buggies behind them, which made the street a dangerous place to be. One wagon circled the street twice before I noticed that Dirty Shirt was standing up in the wagon, kind of balancing himself, with his arms spread out wide.</p>

-----

Line 464 (ORIG): <p>Then the wagon hit the sidewalk, and Dirty flipped over twice before landing sitting down on the sidewalk. I managed to limp and crawl over to him. His good eye is completely shut, and the bad one won’t stay still.</p>

Line 464 (NEW):  <p>Then the wagon hit the sidewalk, and Dirty flipped over twice before landing sitting down on the sidewalk. I managed to limp and crawl over to him. His good eye is completely shut, and the bad one won’t stay still.</p>

-----

Line 465 (ORIG): <p>He’s singing softly and quietly, and kind of keeping time with that jiggly eye. I have to listen really closely, but above the roar of destruction, I hear his singing—</p>

Line 465 (NEW):  <p>He’s singing softly and quietly, and kind of keeping time with that jiggly eye. I have to listen really closely, but above the roar of destruction, I hear his singing—</p>

-----

Line 466 (ORIG): <div class="poetry">

Line 466 (NEW):  <div class="poetry">

-----

Line 467 (ORIG): <div class="stanza">

Line 467 (NEW):  <div class="stanza">

-----

Line 468 (ORIG): <div>“Littul birdie in the tree, in the tree, in the tree;</div>

Line 468 (NEW):  <div>“Littul birdie in the tree, in the tree, in the tree;</div>

-----

Line 469 (ORIG): <div>Littul birdie in the tree-e-e-e-e, sing a song for me-e-e-e-e.”</div>

Line 469 (NEW):  <div>Littul birdie in the tree-e-e-e-e, sing a song for me-e-e-e-e.”</div>

-----

Line 470 (ORIG): </div>

Line 470 (NEW):  </div>

-----

Line 471 (ORIG): </div>

Line 471 (NEW):  </div>

-----

Line 472 (ORIG): <p>"There isn't any tree, Dirty," I say.</p>

Line 472 (NEW):  <p>"There isn't any tree, Dirty," I say.</p>

-----

Line 473 (ORIG): <p>“Aren’t there?” he asks softly. “There should be—there are so many birds.”</p>

Line 473 (NEW):  <p>“Aren’t there?” he asks softly. “There should be—there are so many birds.”</p>

-----

Line 474 (ORIG): <p>Over at Buck’s place, there are people shouting like crazy, and some misguided fool starts shooting. I can see there’s no proper doorway left in Buck’s saloon—just an opening about ten feet wide.</p>

Line 474 (NEW):  <p>Over at Buck’s place, there are people shouting like crazy, and some misguided fool starts shooting. I can see there’s no proper doorway left in Buck’s saloon—just an opening about ten feet wide.</p>

-----

Line 475 (ORIG): <p>Just then, Gunga Din comes around the corner. He doesn’t have anyone on his back now, but he’s got a chair hanging from one of his back legs. He runs into the hitch-rack, tries to go under it, and lifts it completely out of the ground. This kind of annoys him, so he wraps his trunk around one of the posts and starts toward us, carrying and dragging it along with him, while on the far end of it is tied a spotted horse from Paradise.</p>

Line 475 (NEW):  <p>Just then, Gunga Din comes around the corner. He doesn’t have anyone on his back now, but he’s got a chair hanging from one of his back legs. He runs into the hitch-rack, tries to go under it, and lifts it completely out of the ground. This kind of annoys him, so he wraps his trunk around one of the posts and starts toward us, carrying and dragging it along with him, while on the far end of it is tied a spotted horse from Paradise.</p>

-----

Line 476 (ORIG): <p>Most of the crowd rushed toward the Mint Hall, Wick’s store, and other safe spots, and it really doesn’t take long to clear the street of onlookers. I know that Gunga Din is on a big run; so I pick Dirty Shirt up in my arms and stumble toward Buck’s place.</p>

Line 476 (NEW):  <p>Most of the crowd rushed toward the Mint Hall, Wick’s store, and other safe spots, and it really doesn’t take long to clear the street of onlookers. I know that Gunga Din is on a big run; so I pick Dirty Shirt up in my arms and stumble toward Buck’s place.</p>

-----

Line 477 (ORIG): <p>I’m not in any shape to carry anyone because my right leg feels too short, which causes me to veer a little to the right, and I’m right next to Gunga Din before I even notice it.</p>

Line 477 (NEW):  <p>I’m not in any shape to carry anyone because my right leg feels too short, which causes me to veer a little to the right, and I’m right next to Gunga Din before I even notice it.</p>

-----

Line 478 (ORIG): <p>There’s just a <em>whap</em> and a <em>rip</em>, and outside of Dirty’s headgear he’s as naked as the day he was born. Gunga Din stripped him like an ear of corn. But Dirty doesn’t know it, and I don’t care; so we stagger on through the haze.</p>

Line 478 (NEW):  <p>There’s just a <em>whap</em> and a <em>rip</em>, and outside of Dirty’s headgear he’s as naked as the day he was born. Gunga Din stripped him like an ear of corn. But Dirty doesn’t know it, and I don’t care; so we stagger on through the haze.</p>

-----

Line 479 (ORIG): <p>We walked into Buck’s place, and it doesn’t take a normal person to see that everything isn’t right in there.</p>

Line 479 (NEW):  <p>We walked into Buck’s place, and it doesn’t take a normal person to see that everything isn’t right in there.</p>

-----

Line 480 (ORIG): <p>Old Testament Tilton is perched on what used to be the back bar, squatting there like a wise old owl, watching over the world; sitting like a statue, not saying a word. Piled up against the bar is what's left of the float. Buck is lying flat on his back, with his feet up on the pool table, which has been moved against the wall.</p>

Line 480 (NEW):  <p>Old Testament Tilton is perched on what used to be the back bar, squatting there like a wise old owl, watching over the world; sitting like a statue, not saying a word. Piled up against the bar is what's left of the float. Buck is lying flat on his back, with his feet up on the pool table, which has been moved against the wall.</p>

-----

Line 481 (ORIG): <p>All at once, that mass that used to be the float starts to rise, and from among the broken two-by-fours, twisted wires, and colorful fabric, comes Sahara. I have no idea how that camel ended up in that float, but there he is.</p>

Line 481 (NEW):  <p>All at once, that mass that used to be the float starts to rise, and from among the broken two-by-fours, twisted wires, and colorful fabric, comes Sahara. I have no idea how that camel ended up in that float, but there he is.</p>

-----

Line 482 (ORIG): <p>He walks out of there, fully decked out, and trailing behind him like grim reaper is Magpie Simpkins, the president of Piperock’s Chamber of Commerce.</p>

Line 482 (NEW):  <p>He walks out of there, fully decked out, and trailing behind him like grim reaper is Magpie Simpkins, the president of Piperock’s Chamber of Commerce.</p>

-----

Line 483 (ORIG): <p>Magpie is still wearing one boot, a pair of red underwear, and the crown of his hat, with a determined look in his eyes. Behind him, Wick Smith is crawling out of the wreckage. They all manage to get clear of the wreck, and Sahara comes to a halt. Wick is holding a two-foot long piece of two-by-four in his hands, and he plants his feet wide apart.</p>

Line 483 (NEW):  <p>Magpie is still wearing one boot, a pair of red underwear, and the crown of his hat, with a determined look in his eyes. Behind him, Wick Smith is crawling out of the wreckage. They all manage to get clear of the wreck, and Sahara comes to a halt. Wick is holding a two-foot long piece of two-by-four in his hands, and he plants his feet wide apart.</p>

-----

Line 484 (ORIG): <p>“Mum-Magpie,” he says, sounding a bit thin. “You’ve made me a widower, gosh dang it.”</p>

Line 484 (NEW):  <p>“Mum-Magpie,” he says, sounding a bit thin. “You’ve made me a widower, gosh dang it.”</p>

-----

Line 485 (ORIG): <p>But Magpie doesn't hear it. His mind is far behind that display of progress. He bows and kind of smiles as he says:</p>

Line 485 (NEW):  <p>But Magpie doesn't hear it. His mind is far behind that display of progress. He bows and kind of smiles as he says:</p>

-----

Line 486 (ORIG): <p>“The wheel of progress is turning, and woe to anyone who gets caught under it. The people of Piperock have risen in their strength, breaking free from the chains that kept them in darkness—”</p>

Line 486 (NEW):  <p>“The wheel of progress is turning, and woe to anyone who gets caught under it. The people of Piperock have risen in their strength, breaking free from the chains that kept them in darkness—”</p>

-----

Line 487 (ORIG): <p><em>Tunk!</em> Wick Smith's two-by-four cut off the speech.</p>

Line 487 (NEW):  <p><em>Tunk!</em> Wick Smith's two-by-four cut off the speech.</p>

-----

Line 488 (ORIG): <p>“You didn’t have to put all the blame on him, Wick,” I say.</p>

Line 488 (NEW):  <p>“You didn’t have to put all the blame on him, Wick,” I say.</p>

-----

Line 489 (ORIG): <p>He turns and looks at me, slightly swaying on his feet.</p>

Line 489 (NEW):  <p>He turns and looks at me, slightly swaying on his feet.</p>

-----

Line 490 (ORIG): <p>“You?” he whispers. “You come back? Where’s my wife?”</p>

Line 490 (NEW):  <p>“You?” he whispers. “You come back? Where’s my wife?”</p>

-----

Line 491 (ORIG): <p>“I dunno, Wick.”</p>

Line 491 (NEW):  <p>"I don't know, Wick."</p>

-----

Line 492 (ORIG): <p>"You had her, damn you! I saw you hugging her!"</p>

Line 492 (NEW):  <p>"You had her, damn you! I saw you hugging her!"</p>

-----

Line 493 (ORIG): <p>I saw that piece of wood coming, but I didn’t have enough flexibility to dodge it. I clearly heard it clank against my head, and then I found myself back out in the street. I can hear a lot of dogs howling, and I wonder if I can hear this because I’ve hit rock bottom. Isn’t it funny what a guy will think about in a situation like that?</p>

Line 493 (NEW):  <p>I saw that piece of wood coming, but I didn’t have enough flexibility to dodge it. I clearly heard it clank against my head, and then I found myself back out in the street. I can hear a lot of dogs howling, and I wonder if I can hear this because I’ve hit rock bottom. Isn’t it funny what a guy will think about in a situation like that?</p>

-----

Line 494 (ORIG): <p>A lot of people are shouting at someone or something; so I sit up and focus on the moment. A bullet hits the ground next to me, but I don't care. I can't help but wonder why they're shooting at me, of course. Then something lifts me off the ground and starts giving me a ride.</p>

Line 494 (NEW):  <p>A lot of people are shouting at someone or something; so I sit up and focus on the moment. A bullet hits the ground next to me, but I don't care. I can't help but wonder why they're shooting at me, of course. Then something lifts me off the ground and starts giving me a ride.</p>

-----

Line 495 (ORIG): <p>I managed to get one eye open and found that I'm at one end of that hitch-rack, with Gunga Din providing the energy. They’ve picked me up in the space between one post and the top pole, and the friction on the part of me that wasn't on the pole was really bad.</p>

Line 495 (NEW):  <p>I managed to get one eye open and found that I'm at one end of that hitch-rack, with Gunga Din providing the energy. They’ve picked me up in the space between one post and the top pole, and the friction on the part of me that wasn't on the pole was really bad.</p>

-----

Line 496 (ORIG): <p>Then Gunga Din let out another one of those awful bugles, unhooked the hitch-rack, and headed back to Buck’s place—hanging onto the loose skin on Gunga Din’s rear end was Cleopatra. Behind them was Polecat Perkins’ pack of dogs, worn out but still able to stagger along and howl plenty loud and long.</p>

Line 496 (NEW):  <p>Then Gunga Din let out another one of those awful bugles, unhooked the hitch-rack, and headed back to Buck’s place—hanging onto the loose skin on Gunga Din’s rear end was Cleopatra. Behind them was Polecat Perkins’ pack of dogs, worn out but still able to stagger along and howl plenty loud and long.</p>

-----

Line 497 (ORIG): <p>The dogs have chased that tiger all night, so it’s no surprise that the tiger is looking for something to climb onto. They went straight into the wreckage of Buck’s place, while the crowd, safely positioned, yelled, shot, and basically decided that it was taking a break.</p>

Line 497 (NEW):  <p>The dogs have chased that tiger all night, so it’s no surprise that the tiger is looking for something to climb onto. They went straight into the wreckage of Buck’s place, while the crowd, safely positioned, yelled, shot, and basically decided that it was taking a break.</p>

-----

Line 498 (ORIG): <p></p>

Line 498 (NEW):  <p></p>

-----

Line 499 (ORIG): <p class="ni">It’s only been about five minutes since East met West, but a few things have happened. Gunga Din has returned to Buck’s place, trying to get rid of Cleopatra, when Chief Cod Liver Oil shows up, carrying an old Sharps rifle. That old war-whoop must really be bolstered by some strong stuff, because he heads straight for Buck’s broken entrance, letting out his tribal war-whoop loud and clear.</p>

Line 499 (NEW):  <p class="ni">It’s only been about five minutes since East met West, but a few things have happened. Gunga Din has returned to Buck’s place, trying to get rid of Cleopatra, when Chief Cod Liver Oil shows up, carrying an old Sharps rifle. That old war-whoop must really be bolstered by some strong stuff, because he heads straight for Buck’s broken entrance, letting out his tribal war-whoop loud and clear.</p>

-----

Line 500 (ORIG): <p>I got to my feet. I guess they were my feet. There’s no feeling in them, but they support me; so they must be mine. A man without arms could count all the Harper heroes on his fingers, but still, I’m heading toward Buck’s place to see what I can salvage from Gunga Din, Cleopatra, and Cod Liver Oil.</p>

Line 500 (NEW):  <p>I got to my feet. I guess they were my feet. There’s no feeling in them, but they support me; so they must be mine. A man without arms could count all the Harper heroes on his fingers, but still, I’m heading toward Buck’s place to see what I can salvage from Gunga Din, Cleopatra, and Cod Liver Oil.</p>

-----

Line 501 (ORIG): <p>I don’t quite make it there when Cod Liver Oil comes out. He tumbled out, just missing me by about a foot, and ended up balancing on his head and shoulders in the street. His Sharps were lying just outside the doorway, so I picked it up and went inside.</p>

Line 501 (NEW):  <p>I don’t quite make it there when Cod Liver Oil comes out. He tumbled out, just missing me by about a foot, and ended up balancing on his head and shoulders in the street. His Sharps were lying just outside the doorway, so I picked it up and went inside.</p>

-----

Line 502 (ORIG): <p>Cleopatra is sitting on what used to be the end of Buck’s mahogany bar, her mouth wide open and her eyes shut. Gunga Din is standing in the middle of the room, with one back foot on Magpie’s pant leg, and Sahara is half in and half out of a rear window. And every time Gunga Din sways, the whole building shakes.</p>

Line 502 (NEW):  <p>Cleopatra is sitting on what used to be the end of Buck’s mahogany bar, her mouth wide open and her eyes shut. Gunga Din is standing in the middle of the room, with one back foot on Magpie’s pant leg, and Sahara is half in and half out of a rear window. And every time Gunga Din sways, the whole building shakes.</p>

-----

Line 503 (ORIG): <p>Dirty Shirt has gotten to his feet, and there he stands, completely out of clothes, kinda swaying on his feet and grinning foolishly.</p>

Line 503 (NEW):  <p>Dirty Shirt has gotten to his feet, and there he stands, completely out of clothes, kinda swaying on his feet and grinning foolishly.</p>

-----

Line 504 (ORIG): <p>“Do something!” whispers Magpie. “Isn’t anyone going to do something?”</p>

Line 504 (NEW):  <p>“Do something!” whispers Magpie. “Isn’t anyone going to do something?”</p>

-----

Line 505 (ORIG): <p>“Contact the Chamber of Commerce,” I say.</p>

Line 505 (NEW):  <p>“Contact the Chamber of Commerce,” I say.</p>

-----

Line 506 (ORIG): <p>From under a broken card table, Wick Smith pushes his head up. He has the brim of his hat in his teeth but manages to loosen it with his tongue.</p>

Line 506 (NEW):  <p>From under a broken card table, Wick Smith pushes his head up. He has the brim of his hat in his teeth but manages to loosen it with his tongue.</p>

-----

Line 507 (ORIG): <p>“I give up,” he gasps. “I know when I’ve had enough.”</p>

Line 507 (NEW):  <p>“I give up,” he gasps. “I know when I’ve had enough.”</p>

-----

Line 508 (ORIG): <p>Old Testament is still sitting on the back bar, but now he shakes loose and falls into Cleopatra. He kind of takes that big striped cat into a loving embrace, but Cleopatra yowled once, kicked Testament backward, and jumped straight at me.</p>

Line 508 (NEW):  <p>Old Testament is still sitting on the back bar, but now he shakes loose and falls into Cleopatra. He kind of takes that big striped cat into a loving embrace, but Cleopatra yowled once, kicked Testament backward, and jumped straight at me.</p>

-----

Line 509 (ORIG): <p>I threw that old Sharps up, took a wing shot at Cleopatra, and then a heavy weight settled on me. I’m not a fighter. None of my family ever won any championship belts; but there’s never been a Harper who wouldn’t fight to save his own life. And I definitely went into a clinch with that tiger.</p>

Line 509 (NEW):  <p>I threw that old Sharps up, took a wing shot at Cleopatra, and then a heavy weight settled on me. I’m not a fighter. None of my family ever won any championship belts; but there’s never been a Harper who wouldn’t fight to save his own life. And I definitely went into a clinch with that tiger.</p>

-----

Line 510 (ORIG): <p>My eyes are too full of dust and pain for me to see how the battle is unfolding. We just kept fighting, that's all. Once we got separated, and it took us quite a while to find each other again, but we did. I can't see a thing, and I don't think Cleopatra can either, so we find each other by scent.</p>

Line 510 (NEW):  <p>My eyes are too full of dust and pain for me to see how the battle is unfolding. We just kept fighting, that's all. Once we got separated, and it took us quite a while to find each other again, but we did. I can't see a thing, and I don't think Cleopatra can either, so we find each other by scent.</p>

-----

Line 511 (ORIG): <p>I don't know how long we fought. Scientists might disagree on how long a man and a tiger can battle without one or both of them dying. I’m pretty much numb right now. I guess I'm feeling a bit primal, fighting with tooth and nail. I hear voices around me, kind of cheering me on; so I give it my all and feel the tiger go limp.</p>

Line 511 (NEW):  <p>I don't know how long we fought. Scientists might disagree on how long a man and a tiger can battle without one or both of them dying. I’m pretty much numb right now. I guess I'm feeling a bit primal, fighting with tooth and nail. I hear voices around me, kind of cheering me on; so I give it my all and feel the tiger go limp.</p>

-----

Line 512 (ORIG): <p>“Wow!” I hear Dirty gasp, sounding hoarse. “They’re still at it.”</p>

Line 512 (NEW):  <p>“Wow!” I hear Dirty gasp, sounding hoarse. “They’re still at it.”</p>

-----

Line 513 (ORIG): <p>“I licked him—her,” says I.</p>

Line 513 (NEW):  <p>“I licked him—her,” I said.</p>

-----

Line 514 (ORIG): <p>I didn't have enough energy to say that. Then I kind of blacked out.</p>

Line 514 (NEW):  <p>I didn't have enough energy to say that. Then I kind of blacked out.</p>

-----

Line 515 (ORIG): <p>It sounds like I heard someone say:</p>

Line 515 (NEW):  <p>It sounds like I heard someone say:</p>

-----

Line 516 (ORIG): <p>“Leave him alone, dang you! He just did what I've wanted to see happen for a long time.”</p>

Line 516 (NEW):  <p>“Leave him alone, dang you! He just did what I've wanted to see happen for a long time.”</p>

-----

Line 517 (ORIG): <p>It was probably quite some time before I woke up again. For a while, I couldn’t figure out where I was or what was going on. I seemed to be lying across something that was heaving and surging a lot. I managed to get one eye open and realized that I was on my stomach across a saddle.</p>

Line 517 (NEW):  <p>It was probably quite some time before I woke up again. For a while, I couldn’t figure out where I was or what was going on. I seemed to be lying across something that was heaving and surging a lot. I managed to get one eye open and realized that I was on my stomach across a saddle.</p>

-----

Line 518 (ORIG): <p>Out in front of me and the horse is a strange-looking figure. It's wearing a pair of overalls that won't stay up, barefoot and bareheaded. It looks back at me, and I recognize Dirty Shirt by his jiggly eye.</p>

Line 518 (NEW):  <p>Out in front of me and the horse is a strange-looking figure. It's wearing a pair of overalls that won't stay up, barefoot and bareheaded. It looks back at me, and I recognize Dirty Shirt by his jiggly eye.</p>

-----

Line 519 (ORIG): <p>Then I slide off and sit down beside the trail.</p>

Line 519 (NEW):  <p>Then I slide off and sit down beside the trail.</p>

-----

Line 520 (ORIG): <p>“Where we goin’?” I asks.</p>

Line 520 (NEW):  <p>“Where are we going?” I ask.</p>

-----

Line 521 (ORIG): <p>Dirty comes back and sits next to me.</p>

Line 521 (NEW):  <p>Dirty comes back and sits next to me.</p>

-----

Line 522 (ORIG): <p>“It doesn’t make any difference, does it?” he asks. “They said it was mostly our fault; so I took you away from them and left. It wasn’t our fault, Ike; but they have to blame someone.”</p>

Line 522 (NEW):  <p>“It doesn’t make any difference, does it?” he asks. “They said it was mostly our fault; so I took you away from them and left. It wasn’t our fault, Ike; but they have to blame someone.”</p>

-----

Line 523 (ORIG): <p>“Magpie was mostly to blame,” I say. “We did the best we could. I don’t know what you did, Dirty, but I know I saved Piperock from a lot of heartaches.”</p>

Line 523 (NEW):  <p>“Magpie was mostly to blame,” I say. “We did the best we could. I don’t know what you did, Dirty, but I know I saved Piperock from a lot of heartaches.”</p>

-----

Line 524 (ORIG): <p>"You definitely did, Ike," says Dirty.</p>

Line 524 (NEW):  <p>"You definitely did, Ike," says Dirty.</p>

-----

Line 525 (ORIG): <p>“That creature would have been the downfall of Piperock.”</p>

Line 525 (NEW):  <p>“That creature would have been the downfall of Piperock.”</p>

-----

Line 526 (ORIG): <p>"That's easy, Ike. But the worst part is, it only stops the plague temporarily."</p>

Line 526 (NEW):  <p>"That's easy, Ike. But the worst part is, it only stops the plague temporarily."</p>

-----

Line 527 (ORIG): <p>“Thasso?” I say. “I did my best, Dirty Shirt. I wish I had the hide as a keepsake.”</p>

Line 527 (NEW):  <p>“Thasso?” I say. “I did my best, Dirty Shirt. I wish I had the hide as a keepsake.”</p>

-----

Line 528 (ORIG): <p>Dirty looks queer-like at me.</p>

Line 528 (NEW):  <p>Dirty looks that seem queer.</p>

-----

Line 529 (ORIG): <p>“I don’t know,” he says, sounding a bit sad. “Sometimes a shock can make a guy revert back to his cannibal ancestors.”</p>

Line 529 (NEW):  <p>“I don’t know,” he says, sounding a bit sad. “Sometimes a shock can make a guy revert back to his cannibal ancestors.”</p>

-----

Line 530 (ORIG): <p>I don't know what he's talking about, but I'm too stuffed up to care much, and my face is starting to crack.</p>

Line 530 (NEW):  <p>I don't know what he's talking about, but I'm too stuffed up to care much, and my face is starting to crack.</p>

-----

Line 531 (ORIG): <p>“How did it end?” I ask.</p>

Line 531 (NEW):  <p>“How did it end?” I ask.</p>

-----

Line 532 (ORIG): <p>“All right, Ike. The animals are all gathered up in the livery stable, and Wick Smith sold them to Paradise.”</p>

Line 532 (NEW):  <p>“All right, Ike. The animals are all gathered up in the livery stable, and Wick Smith sold them to Paradise.”</p>

-----

Line 533 (ORIG): <p>“The — he did!” I exclaimed, or as much of an exclamation as I could manage in my condition. “And didn’t the Piperock Chamber of Commerce stop him?”</p>

Line 533 (NEW):  <p>“The — he did!” I exclaimed, or as much of an exclamation as I could manage in my condition. “And didn’t the Piperock Chamber of Commerce stop him?”</p>

-----

Line 534 (ORIG): <p>“There was only one person who voted against it—and he was way too close to death to even make a sound. They didn’t even give him credit for trying to save the tiger. I saw it all, Ike. When you lifted that old Sharps to shoot Cleopatra, Magpie got loose from Gunga Din and fell into you.”</p>

Line 534 (NEW):  <p>“There was only one person who voted against it—and he was way too close to death to even make a sound. They didn’t even give him credit for trying to save the tiger. I saw it all, Ike. When you lifted that old Sharps to shoot Cleopatra, Magpie got loose from Gunga Din and fell into you.”</p>

-----

Line 535 (ORIG): <p>“Uh-uh-huh,” I say, feeling weak. “And then what did I do to the tiger, Dirty?”</p>

Line 535 (NEW):  <p>“Uh-uh-huh,” I say, feeling weak. “And then what did I do to the tiger, Dirty?”</p>

-----

Line 536 (ORIG): <p>“Not at all. The wheels of progress started turning, and Magpie got caught under the tire, that’s all. In the words of Magpie Simpkins, I wouldn’t be surprised to see Piperock become one of the big cities in the world.”</p>

Line 536 (NEW):  <p>“Not at all. The wheels of progress started turning, and Magpie got caught under the tire, that’s all. In the words of Magpie Simpkins, I wouldn’t be surprised to see Piperock become one of the big cities in the world.”</p>

-----

Line 537 (ORIG): <p>“Well,” I said, “in the words of Ike Harper, whose spirit, liver, lungs, and gizzard have been used to create a Piperock holiday, let’s get out of here before this place gets too crowded. I don’t even want to be seen in the suburbs.”</p>

Line 537 (NEW):  <p>“Well,” I said, “in the words of Ike Harper, whose spirit, liver, lungs, and gizzard have been used to create a Piperock holiday, let’s get out of here before this place gets too crowded. I don’t even want to be seen in the suburbs.”</p>

-----

Line 538 (ORIG): <p>But she hasn't grown at all since then.</p>

Line 538 (NEW):  <p>But she hasn't grown at all since then.</p>

-----

Line 539 (ORIG): <div class="tn">

Line 539 (NEW):  <div class="tn">

-----

Line 540 (ORIG): <p>Transcriber’s Note: This story appeared in the June 10, 1925 issue of <i>The Blue Book Magazine</i>.</p>

Line 540 (NEW):  <p>Transcriber’s Note: This story appeared in the June 10, 1925 issue of <i>The Blue Book Magazine</i>.</p>

-----

Line 541 (ORIG): </div>

Line 541 (NEW):  </div>

-----

Line 542 (ORIG): <div style="text-align:center"></div></body></html>

Line 542 (NEW):  <div style="text-align:center"></div></body></html>

-----
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WHEN EAST MET WEST




A Complete Novelette


By W. C. Tuttle


Author of “Hidden Blood,” “The Lovable Liar,” etc.




Some poetical person once wrote:










For East is East and West is West.


And never the twain shall meet.










He was all wrong, that feller—all wrong. And I’ll tell you how I know

he was wrong.






I ain’t no pessimist. Not by a danged sight, I ain’t. If a little kid

burns his fingers on a red-hot stove and keeps away from the fire from

that time on, you don’t call him a pessimist. That’s me—burnt to a

caution.






All the Harper tribe, as far back as I can figure out, was cautious. We

bred more runners than we did fighters. Of course there ain’t as many of

us as there is Smiths. Smiths predominate, as it were. Anyway, the Smith

tribe ain’t got nothin’ to do with this.






I ain’t been in Piperock for several weeks. Me and “Dirty Shirt” Jones

has been prospectin’ back in the Whisperin’ Creek hills, with our usual

good luck—of gettin’ back before all our food was gone. And we finds my

pardner, “Magpie” Simpkins, settin’ at the table in our shack, wearin’

his Sunday clothes.






Magpie is so danged tall that it takes him all day to find out whether a

certain pain is indigestion or inflammation of the kneecaps. He’s

solemn, Magpie is. And when that elongated, pious-faced cross between a

scientific lecture and a ― fool statement gets pouches under his eyes

and droops his eyelids like a blood-hound—caution cometh to me.






Magpie is writin’. He’s got ink plumb to his elbow and the floor is

plumb littered with paper. Does he welcome us effusively? Like ― he

does. He just looks at us, kinda reprovin’-like, as if we should ’a’

knocked.






“Well, you old cattywampus, howdy!” greets Dirty Shirt.






Dirty has one eye that kinda oscillates, as it were. Not bein’ what an

astronomer would call ‘a fixed orbit,’ it does a lot of jigglin’ before

it picks up what Dirty’s lookin’ at.






But it don’t noways affect Dirty’s aim, bein’ as he shoots with both

eyes open, and most of the time with both legs workin’. Magpie looks him

over solemnly and says—






“Mr. Jones, I give you good afternoon.”






Dirty spits in the general direction of the stove.






“I’ll take it,” says he.






“Mr. Harper,” says Magpie dignified-like.






I kicks the door shut, slides my gun around where I can get it real

quick and looks my old pardner over. He’s shaved. Yeah, you can always

tell when Magpie has shaved, because he’s got so danged many wounds.

He’s got on a celluloid collar—one of them kind that it ain’t safe to

smoke in. I can smell stove polish, which Magpie has used on his boots.






Take it all the way around, Magpie Simpkins is a dude.






“You ain’t got yore days mixed, have yuh?” I asked.






“Days mixed?”






He speaks like an actor—kinda runnin’ the scale in G flat, as yuh might

say.






“This ain’t Sunday,” says I.






“I am well aware of it.”






“Then what’s the idea of dressin’ up thisaway?”






“The idea? Hah!” He kinda swells up with importance. “I’m the

president.”






I looks quick at Dirty, who is starin’ at Magpie with his mouth wide

open. Then he looks at me and shakes his head.






“Ike,” says he hoarse-like, “I knowed it. By ―, the human brain can

jist stand so much. He’s been feeblin’ up in the head for a long time.

I’ve seen it comin’ on by degrees, and I ain’t a mite surprized. There

ain’t nothin’ yuh can do, except to hopple ’em so they can’t hurt

nobody.”






Magpie looks at Dirty kinda funny and Dirty edges toward the door.






“Better git a rope, Ike,” advises Dirty, backin’ agin’ the door. “Them

high-minded first symptoms is apt to degenerate into vi’lence, and we

don’t want him to hurt nobody.”






“Set down, you ― fool,” says Magpie. “I ain’t crazy.”






“Proves it on himself,” declares Dirty nervous-like. “They all swear

they ain’t. Look out for his first rush, Ike.”






But I holds firm. To me he’s always been crazy so I ain’t scared of an

extra degree.






“Democrat or Republican president?” I asks. “We didn’t git back in time

for the convention, you remember.”






“Don’t try to be smart, Ike,” says he. “I plumb forgot that you fellers

has been away. Since you was here, Piperock has advanced by leaps and

bounds. Right now I am writin’ a biography of our fair city for all to

read and appreciate how we have advanced. It is marvelous.”






“What is? The biography?” asks Dirty.






“No—our advancement. Gentlemen, we are on the threshold of a wonderful

era for Piperock. No more shall the rest of the world point a finger of

scorn at our community. No more shall they say that Piperock is

uncivilized, unbalanced. From this day henceforth we shall blossom like

the rose. Our ideals shall and will be realized to the fullest

extremity. How is that, Ike?”






“Fits in with what we’ve just heard,” says I.






“And with the dawnin’ of a new day—” Magpie squints at his paper—“all

these—that’s as far as I’ve got.”






“And that’s a ― of a long ways, if you ask me,” said Dirty Shirt

solemn-like.






“Now about bein’ president,” says I. “Yuh hadn’t ought to go that far,

Magpie.”






“Hadn’t I? Huh! That’s who I am, Ike. Look upon me. I am the first

president of the Piperock Chamber of Commerce.”






“What the ― kind of a thing is that?” asked Dirty.






“Chamber of Commerce? Dirty Shirt, I’m surprized at you. It is an

organization.”






“It’s the same thing as the Chamber of Horrors,” says I, “only they

deals in commerce mostly. This one will prob’ly have horrors as a

side-line.”






“Nothin’ of the kind, Ike,” protests Magpie. “Piperock is past the age

of swaddlin’ clothes. We has emerged into the sunlight and it will be

well for all other cities to look to their laurels. I wouldn’t be

surprized to see Piperock one of the big cities of the world. We have

everythin’ to make it big.”






“Yeah, we’ve got a lot of country,” admits Dirty Shirt. “Me and Ike came

across twenty miles of it today, and there was more beyond where we

started from. If you want to go east, west, north or south from here yuh

can find a lot of open country. We’ve got room to build, that’s a

cinch.”






“But what would bring anybody here?” I asks. “Folks won’t even come from

Paradise, except to a dance; and then they come to pick a fight. We

ain’t got a ― of a lot to offer—except to somebody that wants

trouble, Magpie.”






“We will have, Ike. The idea was started in Paradise originally. Me and

Wick Smith was down there last week and we went to see a tent show. It

wasn’t much good and it wasn’t doin’ no business. Me and Wick got to

talkin’ to the feller that owned the show and he told us all about his

hard luck.






“He says that a circus is a drug on the market now, and that animiles

ain’t worth nothin’, except in a zoo. He says that he’s really surprized

that some of our towns don’t have no zoo. He says they’re all puttin’

’em in in the East, and that no town can ever be an attraction unless

it’s got a zoo.






“Well, me and Wick has a few drinks with him and got to talkin’ it over

with him. He says he’s got the ingredients of a first-class zoological

menagerie, and that he’s got a idea of puttin’ the proposition up to

Paradise. He’s got a elephant. Of course it ain’t no first class

elephant, bein’ as it’s kinda run down from travelin’ so much.






“The camel is—well, it ain’t noways in full plumage, but it’s a camel.

The tiger seems to be as good as tigers go. He says he’ll take a

thousand dollars for the whole bunch. ’Course he tells us how much we’d

have to pay if we bought them animiles at retail price; but he kinda

lumps ’em together and gives ’em to us at cost.






“Wick Smith is public-spirited, and after I tells him what we’ll do

about organizin’ a Chamber of Commerce, he ups and buys them animiles on

the spot. The feller throws in the cage free gratis for nothin’; so that

saves us quite a lot. I figures that we can pick up a grizzly and a wolf

and mebbe a mountain lion to kinda add to our zoo. Folks will come a

long ways to look at wild animiles, Ike—a long ways.”






Me and Dirty looks at each other and goes out to unpack, while Magpie

goes ahead on Piperock’s epitaph.






 






It’s been quite a while since we put our foot on the rail; so we hurries

up to Buck Masterson’s saloon, where we runs into Wick Smith and

“Mighty” Jones. Mighty and Dirty Shirt ain’t no relation. Mighty is a

little jigger, who thinks he’s big enough to hold his own. That’s one

reason why Mighty is mostly always on crutches. He swears in a tenor

voice and chaws his tobacco.






Buck greets us gladly, but Wick don’t seem so happy.






“You fellers been prospectin’ again?” asks Buck.






“Yeah, and we’re goin’ ag’in,” says Dirty Shirt. “This here town is

gettin’ too danged effete to suit me and Ike.”






“It is effete,” agrees Mighty. “Ain’t been nobody killed for two weeks.”






“Cheer up, brother,” says Wick solemn-like. “There’s allus a lull before

a storm.”






“You preparin’ to massacre?” I asks.






“Well, I ain’t been treated right,” says Wick. “I done paid a thousand

cold dollars for some jungle insects, and I’m wonderin’ jist how I’m

goin’ to cash in on said contraptions. Magpie Simpkins got me drunk and

talked me into bein’ a public benefactor, dang his hide.






“Got me to procure the ingredients of a zoological garden, that’s what

he done. Got the whole ― town heated up over a thing he calls the

Piperock Chamber of Commerce, and then goes out and gits himself elected

president. That’s a ― of a way to do, ain’t it?”






“You wanted to be president, eh?” I asks.






“Well, ―, why not. I bought the ― thing, didn’t I? Magpie said

that Piperock would pay me back for it. How’ll they do it, I’d like to

know. Mebbe I’m supposed to raffle ’em off, eh?”






“I won’t buy no chances,” says Buck. “I’ve been down to the

livery-stable and got a look at them there animals, and I’m free to

state that I don’t want none. Magpie orates that we’ll have ’em to

attract more folks to Piperock. My ―, that bunch will drive away what

we’ve got.”






“If I had that elephant,” said Mighty, “I’d shore take a reef in him.

His hide don’t fit him no place. He ain’t no attraction—he’s a

disgrace. From the rear he looks like ‘Polecat’ Perkins in his Sunday

pants. Wick, you ort to give him a belt to take up the slack.”






“That’s why he’s an attraction,” declared Wick. “The feller I bought him

from said that Gunga Din was a rare species of elephant. His name’s

Gunga Din. My ―, he ort to be good. I paid three hundred and

thirty-three dollars and thirty-three and one-third cents for him. That

camel and the tiger cost the same.”






“I think that Magpie’s crazy,” say I.






“How about me?” wails Wick. “I paid for ’em myself.”






“Yore wife’s callin’ yuh, Wick,” observed Buck.






Wick squints toward the door and nods sadly.






“Yeah, I left her to run the store while I talks over my sorrow. Now

I’ve got to go back and git ― agin’. She don’t believe in Chambers of

Commerce, she don’t; and I’m commencin’ to wonder if she ain’t right.”






Wick pilgrims across the street, while me and Dirty goes down to the

livery stable to see what Wick bought. “Hassayampa” Harris is runnin’

the stable.






“Howdy, Hassayampa,” says I. “How are you?”






“Liver trouble,” says he, diagnosin’ himself. “Spots before m’ eyes,

dizziness and kinda sluggish-like.”






He does look kinda pale and walks antegodlin’.






“How comes you to git them there symptoms?” asks Dirty.






“Ignorance,” says Hassayampa. “I tried to take a bale of hay away from

Exhibit A of the Chamber of Commerce.”






“Meanin’ Gunga Din?”






“That accordion-skinned thing,” says Hassayampa painful-like, kinda

pluckin’ at his Adam’s apple. “I ain’t jist right in m’ mind yet. It

grabbed me by the slack of the pants and took m’ pants plumb off while

I’m still in the air. Them kinda shocks ain’t noways good for the human

form. Then the ― thing slapped me across the face with my own pants

and knocked me plumb across the stable and into the oat-bin. I ain’t

been right since.”






“You ort to read up on things like that,” says Dirty.






“Read? What in ― can a man read at a time like that?”






“Wasn’t there no directions with ’em?” I asks.






“No. Direction don’t mean nothin’ to a thing like that, Ike. Do you want

to gaze upon ’em?”






“Yeah, we’ll look,” nods Dirty.






“Cost two-bits per each,” informs Hassayampa. “Magpie says they’re worth

it—and they are. My ―, there ain’t no questions about it.”






“That’s a ― of a idea!” snorts Dirty. “Two-bits to see a elephant.

I’ll tell you what we will do, Hassayampa; we’ll pay the two-bits to see

you try to take another bale away from Gunga Din.”






“You never will,” sighs Hassayampa. “I’m cured. Anyway, I’m about half

out of hay. I’ve got a bill of seven dollars agin’ them critters right

now. By golly, that tagger c’n go plumb to ―. Meat costs money.”






We left Hassayampa talkin’ to himself and went back up town, where we

leans on Buck’s bar.






We ain’t been there long when Mike Pelly, Ricky Henderson and “Old

Testament” Tilton rides in from Paradise. Mike is the saloon-keeper and

Ricky runs the barber shop. The third member of this here trio

represents the other element of Paradise.






Testament looks a heap like some old buzzard that had been disappointed

in love. He wears one of them beetle-backed coats, a pair of pants that

sure follers the contour of his skinny legs and a pair of boots that sag

a heap at the top and shows that Testament don’t noways pinch his feet.






Mike parts his hair on one side, slicks one side down until she almost

reaches the bridge of his nose, where it retreats some sudden-like. He

smells a heap of heel-yuh-tripe perfume.






Ricky is a barber. He looks, smells and acts like one. When he gets

excited he applauds, like he was stroppin’ a razor. Testament used to

think that he had snatched Ricky and Mike from the burnin’. When

Testament first comes to that country he has an idea that there was a

lot of brands to snatch from the burnin’; but he got scorched a few

times and let things go as they lay.






Them three angles up to the bar, shakes hands with us, just like they

cared to meet us, and asks us to drink. Testament has his usual lemonade

and a wink, and then we discusses conditions.






“How is everythin’ in this village of iniquity?” asks Testament kinda

offhanded.






“Iniquity, ―!” snorts Buck. “There ain’t no iniquity in Piperock.

We’re clean-minded and antiseptic of condition. If there’s any infection

in this city it’s brought here from Paradise. By golly, some day you’ll

be glad to be knowed as bein’ a suburb of Piperock City.”






“Haw-haw-haw-haw!” says Ricky. “Suburb of Piperock. Paradise will be a

mee-trop-polis when Piperock goes back to the prairie-dogs.”






It’s difference of opinion that makes horse races, wars and so many

kinds of whisky—all out of one barrel. Me and Dirty Shirt are plumb

full of civic pride, and we’re willin’ to fight for our fair city—if we

had one—but Piperock and Paradise ain’t worth no supreme effort; so we

slides out kinda graceful-like and pilgrims back to our shack.






Magpie is just goin’ away, carryin’ complete dignity and a lot of

stationery. I tells him about the three men from Paradise.






“The word has reached,” says Magpie, swellin’ his chest. “We shall not

hide our light under a bushel.”






“Then you better hide yore carcass behind a wood-pile,” says Dirty

Shirt. “Them three antagonizers didn’t jist ride up here to git a drink

of liquor.”






“We are a peaceable aggregation,” says Magpie. “No more shall the

war-cry sever, nor the runnin’ rivers be red. We are about to shed the

things that have held us back. Uncivilization must bow to the tread of

wisdom. The wheel of progress is turnin’, and woe unto him who gits

under the tire. The people of Piperock have risen in their might,

unleashed the bonds which have held them in darkness and are comin’ out

into the light of a new day.”






“And,” says Dirty kinda awed-like, “if that ain’t a ― of a lot to say

all in one bunch, I’ll eat the garment that made me famous.”






Magpie snorts and pilgrims on up the street. In spite of the mighty

proclamation he emits to us, I notices that he’s got a six-gun shoved

into the waistband of his pants. Me and Dirty stretches out on the two

bunks and rolls up a little sleep.






 






In the course of human events some queer things happen. And the queerest

thing I can think of is the fact that Jasmine Greenbaum came to teach

school at Piperock. Jasmine ain’t the kind you’d imagine would take a

job like that.






She’s plumb decorative, if yuh know what I mean. I ain’t goin’ to

describe her, ’cause I ain’t got words enough. Her eyes would make a man

lift his head when somebody is shootin’ at him. She lives with Wick

Smith’s family while she’s teachin’ the young of Piperock to not shoot

at each other.






Me and Dirty runs into her that evenin’ after we’ve been stationary at

Buck’s bar for an hour or more. Dirty’s active eye jiggles

convulsive-like for a while, and he seems to be wearin’ about six too

many hands.






“I’m sure you remember me,” says she, smilin’ at us.






“If I lives to be a million, I won’t forget,” pants Dirty.






“I am Mister Harper,” says I. “And the Harper fambly has the longest

memories of any fambly on earth.”






“Outside of the Jones’s,” says Dirty. “My old pa could remember before

they started puttin’ aces in the decks of cards.”






“Memories don’t figure,” says I. “We’re glad to meetcha, Miss Greenbaum.

What can I do for yuh, ma’am?”






“Same here,” says Dirty, kinda elbowin’ me aside.






“I told them that you were always willing to do anything for the public

good,” says she, smilin’ sweet-like.






“To whom did yoo tell this, ma’am?” I asks.






Somehow I kinda gets a hunch that everythin’ ain’t just right.






“Mr. Simpkins, the president of the Chamber of Commerce,” says she. “He

and Mr. Smith seemed to think―”






“Since when did they start thinkin’?” asks Dirty. “That shore is a

novelty to my ears, ma’am.”






“Mr. Simpkins is a very brilliant man,” says she. “He has some wonderful

ideas.”






“With parts missin’,” says I.






“Perhaps you do not appreciate what he is doing for Piperock, Mr.

Harper,” says she. “I have just come from a meeting of the new Chamber

of Commerce, where Mr. Simpkins presided and read us some wonderful

plans for the betterment of this town.






“As you know we already have the nucleus of a zoological garden. Mr.

Smith, who is heart and soul in the advancement of Piperock, purchased

these three jungle animals. Our meeting this afternoon was to decide

upon a plan to reimburse Mr. Smith and to acquire the animals for the

city.






“Next Monday is Labor Day. I have been lead to understand that Piperock

has never celebrated Labor Day.”






“They’ve sure celebrated everythin’ else,” says Dirty Shirt. “My ―,

ma’am, don’t let ’em celebrate. You don’t know Piperock.”






“It will be a harmless celebration. I spoke about having you two

gentlemen assist, and Mr. Simpkins and Mr. Smith assured me that neither

of you had any civic pride. They said that both of you were uncivilized,

unprogressive and not at all in accord with any movement that would curb

your savage tendencies. I’m sure it is prejudice on their part.”






“Yo’re danged right!” says Dirty. “Them pelicans sure did lie to you in

fine shape, ma’am. Piperock don’t mean a whole lot to either one of us,

but I’m willin’ to do anythin’ yuh say.”






I’m cautious, as I said before. This here idea of havin’ a pretty school

teacher come to us and hoodle us into doin’ somethin’ that our hearts

tell us is dangerous don’t set so good. I’ve heard this same kind of

stuff before, and so has Dirty; but any old time a pretty girl smiles at

Dirty, it’s just another old Garden of Eden and a lot of apples.






She don’t tell us what we’re supposed to do, but she does ask us to

promise to help ’em out. Well, what can yuh do in a case like that? Me

and Dirty goes back to Buck’s place, where we massages our insides with

Buck’s Best.






And lemme tell you somethin’—Buck’s liquor sure tempers the wind to the

sheared sheep. Ten years ago he bought a barrel of it. He sells on an

average of two or three gallons a day, and that barrel is still over

half-full. It has never weakened, as far as we can taste.






After while Magpie and Wick comes into the place. Dignified? My ―,

they act like a pair of royal flushes.






“Greetin’s, Mr. Masterson,” says Magpie lofty-like. “How goes things

this day and date?”






“Well, all right,” says Buck, bein’ kinda dazed. “How did the meetin’

go?”






“Perfect,” says Magpie. “The die is cast. The ladies’ auxiliary is in

complete accord with us and we all feel that it will be a day to date

time from. Piperock will emerge from her shell and take her place among

the cities of the world.”






“The ladies’ what?” asks Dirty.






“Auxiliary,” explains Wick. “My wife is president. It is an a-ad—uh―”






“Adjunct,” prompts Magpie.






“I know it,” says Wick. “There’s my wife, who is president, and the

followin’, to wit: Mrs. Wick Smith, Mrs. Pete Gonyer, Mrs. Yuma Yates,

Mrs. Mighty Jones, and Miss Hilda Hansen. Of course the list is not

complete, as it were, and we expect more. However, we have a quorum, et

cettery, ad libitum.”






“I s’d hope sho,” says Dirty, gettin’ dignified. “What ’bout Mish Jasm’n

Greenbaum? Ain’t she invited t’ j’in?”






“Miss Jasmine Greenbaum is actin’ in an advisory capacity,” explains

Magpie. “It kinda makes her feel free to do as she wishes. We’re leavin’

a lot of it to her imagination.”






“What was Testament and Ricky and Mike doin’ up here?” asks Buck.






“Kinda gropin’ around,” says Magpie. “They heard that we was due to

progress, and of course they had to come and see what it was about. I

told ’em about Piperock acquirin’ a Chamber of Commerce and three jungle

curiosities. They don’t sabe the idea of the Chamber, but they offers

to take the animals at a slight advance over what Piperock paid.”






“What did you say?” asks Wick anxious-like.






“I told ’em to go to ―. Them animals ain’t for sale.”






“Ain’t they?” asks Wick. “At more’n I paid? Magpie, I’d like to have the

say-so over them critters myself. I own ’em, don’t I? They ain’t

Piperock’s animals until Piperock has a bill-of-sale for ’em. I sure as

― don’t thank yuh for what you’ve done to me.”






“Where’s yore public spirit?” asks Magpie.






“Thassall right,” complains Wick. “I’ve got more public spirit than most

folks, I reckon; but a thousand dollars is a thousand dollars. If

Paradise wants to pay me more’n I paid—they git ’em, by gosh!”






“You’d make a fine president for the Chamber of Commerce,” says Magpie.






“All right,” says Wick. “If you can think of anythin’ else that’s funny,

I’ll listen.”






“Yore livestock are eatin’ up dollars,” says I.






“Yeah, and that’s another thing,” wails Wick, pawin’ at Magpie’s sleeve.

“Who’s goin’ to pay their board?”






“Gunga Din eats a bale of hay every fifteen minutes,” offers Dirty Shirt

solemn-like.






“He—he does?”






“He—he do,” nods Dirty. “The last bale was two pounds short; so Gunga

Din ate Hassayampa’s pants for dessert. Them there tigers will eat a

whole cow for a meal and you know what cows are worth right now.”






“Magpie—” Wick is almost cryin’ by this time—“Magpie, I asks you as a

friend—what’ll I do?”






“Have patience, Wickie.”






“Have ―! I’ll go down there and massacree all three of them

monstrosities, that’s what I’ll do, by gosh!”






“And lose yore thousand dollars, eh?” Magpie shakes his head. “Wick

Smith, you ain’t hardly fit to help us build up Piperock.”






“It’s for the glory of our fair city,” says Buck.






Wick turns around and walks out. He’s kinda all choked up, but I know

danged well it ain’t emotion. Me and Dirty feels that the fair city of

Piperock ain’t so badly in need of our assistance; so we saddles up our

rollin’ stock and goes to Paradise town.






 






Paradise runs a dead heat with Piperock, as far as city is concerned.

When P. T. Barnum said that a fool is born every minute, he might have

added that they were all pointed toward Yellowrock County.






We finds several of the above in Mike Pelly’s saloon, and among them is

“Chuck” Warner, “Muley” Bowles, “Telescope” Tolliver and Henry Clay

Peck. These four disgraces are from the Cross J ranch, but claims

Paradise as their native haunt. Also we finds “Liniment” Lucas and

“Tombstone” Todd and “Hard-Pan” Hawkins.






Tombstone is so tough that he can wear tight boots on his bunions, and

“Hard-Pan” Hawkins keeps books on his crimes. Tombstone draws me aside

and gnaws on one end of his mustache, while he cuffs his sombrero

plentiful.






“Ike,” says he hoarse-like, “what’s this I’m hearin’ about the hamlet of

Piperock? Somebody was a-tellin’ me that they’ve convened up there to

respectablize the town somewhat.”






“It’s kinda hard to per-fume the rose,” says I.






Tombstone gnaws a little more and fights his hat.






“Yeah, I s’pose that’s right, Ike. Are you and Dirty Shirt part and

parcel of this here movement?”






“Not knowin’ly, Tombstone,” says I. “You can speak to me with perfect

confidence and go away feelin’ that I won’t exaggerate what you’ve told

me.”






“There has been braggin’ goin’ on,” stated Tombstone. “If there’s

anythin’ Paradise hates it’s braggin’. Piperock orates that she’s

leapin’ ahead like a bee-stung bear. She ain’t, Ike. It jist ain’t no

ways possible for her to leap thataway. She ain’t active like Paradise.

We’re able to do things.






“Whereabouts in ― does Piperock compare with Paradise, I asks yuh to

answer honestly? She don’t. We’ve got spirit, climate and brain power.

We’ve got courageous men, wimmin and children. Why, our offspring are

equal to two grown men of Piperock. We’ve got everythin’, Ike.”






“Except a elephant, a camel and a tiger,” says I.






“What’s them amount to?”






“And a Chamber of Commerce, Tombstone.”






“Mm-m-m, yeah. Well?”






“Well—right back at yuh. I never started this argument.”






“It ain’t no argument, Ike,” he explains. “Paradise is the legitimate

place for them things. We could do it up right.”






Tombstone invites me back to the bar, which I accepts. Dirty is arguin’

with the Cross J outfit and Liniment Lucas, and from Dirty’s talk I’d

gather that he’s body and soul with Piperock.






“From this day henceforth, Piperock shall rossom like a blose,” orates

Dirty Shirt. “The people of Piperock have rosin in their might, and we

are comin’ out into the dight of a lew day. And if that ain’t a ― of

a lot to say at once, I’ll eat the garment that made me what I am

today.”






From that time on things get kinda hazy. Mike Pelly peddles a brand that

would make a cotton-tail rabbit grow fangs in his mouth and rattles on

his tail. I’m led to understand that Paradise is jealous of Piperock,

and that Paradise hankers for them three animals, like a calf hankerin’

for its ma.






Me and Dirty balances on the edge of the sidewalk in front of Mike’s

place and begins to cheer for Piperock, when some careless son of a gun

moved a heavy chair plumb out of Mike’s doorway and it hits me and Dirty

Shirt at the same time.






And when we woke up we finds ourselves in jail. Hank Padden, our

estimable sheriff, tells us that we’re in jail for disturbin’ the peace.






“You be ―!” wails Dirty Shirt. “Paradise never had no peace to

disturb. I can prove it to any judge, jury or collection of folks which

has two ideas above a monkey.”






“I done my duty,” says Hank firm-like. “I was hired for this kind of

work. You’ll prob’ly git six months apiece.”






This was sure cheerin’ news. The Paradise jail don’t feed none too good.

We had a idea that Piperock would arise in its wrath and come down to

drag us forth—but they didn’t. I sent word to Magpie, and he answered

it.






I sent him this word—






Me and Dirty Shirt are in jail for upholdin’ Piperock.




And this is what he sent to me—






Good for you. We appreciate yore civic pride.




He didn’t sign his name, but he didn’t need to. I sabe that hombre

like a book. Dirty gets kinda gloomy over it all and swears that he’s

all through with Piperock. Right there and then I adds my voice to his.






“If that’s patriotism,” says Dirty, “gimme death. Our own town has

turned us down, Ike Harper. I didn’t think they’d do it. And they

wouldn’t, if they wasn’t gettin’ civilized.”






A little later on cometh Chuck Warner, Liniment Lucas and Testament

Tilton.






“You can take the preacher back,” says Dirty. “We ain’t in for murder,

you know.”






“I’m not in my clerical capacity,” says Testament. “Be ye both of good

cheer.”






“― of a fine chance, the way Hank runs his place here,” snorts Dirty.






“I’ve been up to Piperock,” says Chuck, wigglin’ his ears. Chuck’s got

flexible ears and he can wiggle ’em like a mule.






“And nobody shot yuh?” gasps Dirty. “My gosh, they’re sure gittin’

forgivin’, Chuck.”






“They ain’t no friends to you two,” says Chuck seriouslike. “They’re

glad yo’re in jail down here.”






Chuck Warner is the biggest liar west of the Atlantic Ocean—but this

time I believed him.






“Magpie and Wick Smith hope yuh stay in jail,” says he.






“It kinda looks like they’d git their hopes,” Dirty acts kinda mournful.






“It kinda does,” agrees Liniment.






He’s got one of them long, wet-lookin’ noses and sad eyes. I reckon his

folks intended him to be a undertaker, but Old Lady Fate had

“horse-thief” marked after his name in the Big Book.






“Is this here a party of condolence, or did yuh come to gloat?” I asks.

I hate like ― to have folks lookin’ at me through the bars.






“Condolence and good cheer,” says Testament, hitchin’ up his pants. “You

might call it a parley. I will go now, as it would not be meet for me to

be party to it. Not that I ain’t in accord with it entirely, you

understand.”






“It sure must be a tough proposition to drive you away,” observed Dirty.






Old Testament pulled out, Hank unlocks the cell door, and they all comes

in.






And what follered kinda touched upon my heart-strings. It was Chuck’s

idea. I listened to Chuck, Hank and Liniment Lucas, as they unfolds

what’s on their minds. It has been said that every man has his price.

Ours was one elephant, one camel and a tiger.






They wants us to steal them three animals for Paradise. All we’ve got to

do is to hand ’em over to Paradise and all is forgiven. But they’re

square about it, at that; they will pay Wick Smith what he paid for ’em;

and give us a hundred apiece.






“And Piperock ain’t treated you two square,” says Chuck.






“Thassall right,” says I, “but yuh can’t get away with anything like

that, Chuck. It wouldn’t be hard for Piperock to prove that they owned

’em, ’cause they’re all there is of the species in Yaller Rock County.”






“We’ve fixed that all up,” says Chuck. “Don’tcha worry about that end of

it. You fellers go back home, feelin’ sore at Paradise, and nobody will

expect yuh to raid the zoo; sabe?”






 






When we went home, after swearin’ to do our little best, and we finds

Magpie in the shack, composin’ some more stuff. We don’t say nothin’

about his kind note to us, and he don’t mention it to us.






“Still tryin’ to uplift Piperock on paper?” I asks.






“Combatin’ a evil influence, Ike. We are the pioneers—others foller.

Some one is tryin’ to steal our thunder.”






“You got plenty of it,” declares Dirty. “They could swipe a lot of it

from you and still leave enough for a dozen men.”






“Sarcasm is the weapon of the ignorant,” says Magpie. “What heard ye in

Paradise?”






“Nothin’ much.”






“No? Huh. Did yuh know that Paradise is emulatin’ us—or is goin’ to?”






“All fools ain’t dead yet,” opines Dirty Shirt.






“They’ve ordered a elephant, camel and a tiger,” says Magpie. “They’re

payin’ a big price for ’em, just to keep Piperock from leadin’ the

procession. Telescope Tolliver and Muley Bowles told us about it today.

Telescope said he thought we ought to know about it.”






“Yeah, we heard about it,” says Dirty Shirt, kinda off-handed like. “It

didn’t mean nothin’ to us.”






“Well, we’re holdin’ a indignation meetin’ tomorrow night,” says Magpie.

“We aims to protest openly against such practise. It ain’t ethical. You

and Ike be there, will yuh? Up in the Mint Hall. The ladies auxiliary

will be there, et cettery. We don’t wish for blood to be spilled. It’s

ag’in our principles and regulations; but, by grab, they’ll go too far

pretty soon—and have to get helped back.”






The next day is kinda quiet in Piperock; but when Piperock is quiet

she’s dangerous. Wick Smith ain’t at the store, and Mrs. Smith ain’t got

much use for me and Dirty; so we keep away. After samplin’ some wobble

water we pilgrims down to the livery-stable to see how Hassayampa is

comin’.






But we don’t find Hassayampa in charge. Wick Smith meets us at the door,

and he looks as wise as a owl.






“Whatcha want?” he asks.






“Whatcha got?” asks Dirty.






Wick clears his throat kinda hoarse-like.






“I’ve got civic pride, by ―!”






“You’ve showed it, Wick,” says I.






“Uh-huh. If I had more sense and less pride I’d be better off.

Hassayampa Harris hands me a bill for thirty-six dollars’ worth of

feed—and I got so ― full of pride that I kicked him out and took

charge.






“My ―, that elephant is jist like a hay-baler. Yuh can’t fill it up,

I tell yuh. And he was feedin’ Cleo-patree meat! Can yuh beat that?

Cleo-patree is the tiger. That son of a gun has cost me one hundred

dollars per stripe.”






“Wick,” says I, “wouldst be rid of ’em?”






Wick looks at me for quite a while, spits painful-like and nods slowly.






“Wouldst.”






“I can get yuh a thousand dollars for the layout.”






“Ike, I hope yuh ain’t lyin’ to me.”






“C. O. D.,” says I.






“That’s the joker,” says he kinda wailin’. “C. O. D., eh? How in ―

can yuh deliver a thing like these, I’d ask you? Half of Piperock is

guardin’ this here stable. Over across the street is Pete Gonyer.

Farther down the street is Mighty Jones, and up the other way is

Olaf Hansen. One of them three has his eye on this place. They’re

watchin’ to see that Paradise don’t come and take them things away.






“And at night they’re guardin’ this place with sawed-off shotguns. They

heard that Paradise was goin’ to take away the menagerie; that’s what

they heard.”






“It’s kinda easy to see why Paradise wants to shift the job to me and

Dirty Shirt Jones,” says I. “Can’t yuh do as yuh want to with yore own

animals?”






“I can’t,” wails Wick. “Magpie got me drunk, Judge Steele wrote out a

option—and I signed it. I can’t sell until thirty days after Labor Day.

By that time I’ll be in the poor house.”






“What do these here animals look like?” asks Dirty.






Wick leads up back in the stable and makes us used to the dangdest

lookin’ trio of animals I ever seen. Cleopatra is in a cage on wheels,

and if there ever was a meaner-lookin’ tiger I’ve never seen it. She’s

jist skin and bones and a big mouth full of teeth.






The camel opens his mouth and grins at us, kinda asthmatic-like. His

name is Sahara, and he looks like ―. If it wasn’t for his humps he’d

look like a moth-eaten burro.






“Here’s the e pluribus peritonitis,” says Wick, pointin’ at the next

stall. “There stands Gunga Din. I tied the son of a gun up a while ago.”






We steps over and takes a close look. It’s kinda dark in that stall.






Whap!






Somethin’ hit me in the face and I done a foot-race backward plumb to

the rear door, where I hits my shoulders first, followed by the rest of

my anatomy, makin’ a sound like the couplin’-up of an engine on a train

of cars. Kinda clunkety, clinkety, clank!






Through the haze I sees Dirty Shirt fade out through the front doorway,

and I seen Wick Smith climb up a post, where he hangs harness. He got

hold of the harness peg and tries to lift himself up; but the peg busted

and he landed back on the floor under two sets of heavy harness.






I got up and went weavin’ down the stable, feelin’ kinda light and airy.

I seen Wick come up from under that harness and go gallopin’ out of the

place with a horse collar around his neck and a set of tugs sailin’ out

behind, holdin’ a hame in each hand, like a man carryin’ two flags.






I fell down twice before I got outside, where I found Dirty and Wick.

Wick got a tug caught in the sidewalk and ain’t got sense enough to let

loose of the hame. There he is, yankin’ and haulin’, while Dirty is

standin’ in front of him, legs wide apart, wavin’ his hat in Wick’s face

and yellin’.






“Whoa! Whoa! Whoa, you ― fool!”






I fell over the tug and sat down on the edge of the sidewalk. Dirty

manages to get Wick calmed down, and we looks each other over. Dirty has

got a pair of sleeves on, but no shirt. His jiggly eye does a lot of

cavortin’, as he looks at me.






“I never expected to see any of us alive,” says he.






“You don’t need to start cheerin’,” says I. “What in ― was the

matter, Wick?”






“Ignorance!” snorts Dirty. “If I didn’t know any more natural history

than that I’d hang my head in shame, Wick. You tied him up, did yuh?

Well, by golly you ort to find out which is the head end of a elephant.

You tied him by the tail.”






“Well, I-I-I-I tut-tied him,” wails Wick. “Ends don’t mean nothin’ to

me. They both hang down. The only danged way I can tell which is which

is to give it some hay and see which end turns toward it. He didn’t kill

either one of yuh, did he?”






“Don’t give Gunga Din any credit,” says I. “If that back door hadn’t

been shut I’d be in Canada right now. Go back and make pets of them

things, if you must, but spare me from havin’ anythin’ more to do with

’em.”






We helped Wick back into the stable, stole a bottle of horse liniment

and went home to recuperate. Dirty walks like his rudder was cramped

just a little, and I’m kinda reared back to take the strain off my

shoulders, hips and ankles.






 






It was kinda late that evenin’ when me and Dirty limped up to the Mint

Hall and found Piperock assembled. Magpie is on the platform, and the

argument seems to be gettin’ warm. On the platform with him is Mrs. Wick

Smith and Miss Jasmine Greenbaum. When she sees us, she hops off the

platform, comes and leads me and Dirty up to the front of the room and

asks us to sit down.






“These two gentlemen have offered to help me in this,” says she. “They

have the interests of Piperock at heart. I know they are brave and full

of courage, and for that reason I have selected them.”






“Brave and full of courage!” snorts Yuma Yates. “Full of rheumatism,

from the way they walk.”






“I’m goin’ to remember most everythin’ I hear said here,” says Dirty.

“That’s remark number one, Yuma.”






“My list shows number one for Yuma Yates,” says I.






Magpie hitches up his belt and moves to the edge of the platform, where

he glares at me and Dirty Shirt.






“Threats are out of order,” he tells us. “Piperock is passin’ from such

things. From now onward we are promoters of brotherly love—not battle.

Heed this and save yourself trouble. We welcome both to the fold, and

thank yuh for offerin’ yore assistance to Miss Greenbaum. Sincerely

yours, Piperock Chamber of Commerce.”






“In reply to yore letter of today,” says I, “I can say that yore fold

don’t appeal to us; so am sendin’ it back by return mail. Sincerely

yours, Ike Harper and Dirty Shirt Jones. P. S. And if you don’t know

what I mean—ask us.”






Magpie glares at us for several moments and then turns to Miss Jasmine.






“Miss Greenbaum,” says he, “I told you that I was sure them two jiggers

was drunk when they offered to help yuh. Probably they’ll deny ever

sayin’ it now.”






Dirty Shirt hops to his feet.






“Magpie Simpkins, yo’re a—a—exaggeratin’ things. By golly, we said

we’d help Miss Greenbaum, and we’ll do it. Anythin’ she asks us to do is

jist the same as done. Ain’t that right, Ike?”






“Well,” says I, “I hate to have anybody doubt that I don’t know what I’m

sayin’—drunk or sober. I’m with you, Dirty.”






“I knew it,” says Miss Greenbaum. “I knew they would do it for me. It

isn’t often that I make a mistake in human nature. When I first saw

these two gentlemen, something told me that they were to be depended

upon. Mr. Harper and Mr. Jones, I thank you.”






“Yo’re welcome,” says Dirty. “You sure are awful welcome.”






“Well, now that we’ve settled that part of it, I move that we adjourn.

Tomorrow will be spent in preparin’ things. We’ve got a lot of work to

do. ‘Scenery,’ you’ll bring yore autymobile in tomorrow?”






Scenery Sims admits that he will. Scenery is a little, thin son of a

gun, with a E-string voice, and owns the only horseless vehicle in

Yaller Rock County.






“The ladies will be busy on their costumes,” says Magpie, “and there

will be much decoratin’ to be did. The time is kinda short to complete

all the details; but it is goin’ to be the biggest thing ever pulled off

in the West. Our grandchildren will be proud of us.”






“Yours won’t be,” says Dirty Shirt.






It’s kind of a mean remark, bein’ as Magpie never was married. Nobody

laughed, but those directly behind us kinda eased themselves aside out

of the line of fire.






Magpie shook his head and polished the nail of his trigger finger on his

right ear.






“We’ve got to be meek,” says he. “‘The meek shall inherit the earth.’”






“That won’t be a ― of a lot of fun, if there ain’t nothin’ but meek

ones left,” says I.






“There’ll be a ― of a lot of earth to divide, too,” says Dirty Shirt.






And that’s all we knew about the meetin’. I’ve got a hunch that Dirty

spoke up too quick. I told him that they’ve been arguin’ about me and

him before we got there, but he don’t care. There ain’t a chance to

steal them animals for Paradise, even if we was so inclined—which we

ain’t—so we decided to let nature take its course.






Early the next mornin’ we finds Magpie paintin’ a big sign. He ain’t

noways artistic, but readable. At the top is one word, in letters two

feet high—






PAGEANT




And just below that is two more big words—






OF PROGRESS




“What’s that, Magpie?” asks Dirty Shirt.






“Depictin’,” says Magpie, wipin’ some black paint out of his mustache,

“the progress of Piperock. Pageant means a high-toned parade. There has

been parades before, but this is the first pageant. If you two fellers

will go up to Wick Smith’s house you’ll prob’ly find Mrs. Smith and Miss

Greenbaum workin’ on yore costumes. They was goin’ to make ’em first

thing today.”






“Our costumes?” I asks. “Whyfor costumes for us, Magpie?”






“Have to have ’em, Ike.”






“Oh, well, if we have to have ’em.”






Me and Dirty spells out the next thing on the list:








WHEN EAST MEETS WEST


THE EAST IS AMAZED AT THE PROGRESS OF THE WEST


THEY MINGLE LIKE BROTHERS


THE COMING OF THE WHITE MAN VICTORY


THE SPIRIT OF PIPEROCK—PROGRESS


DON’T FORGET THE BIG DANCE AT THE MINT HALL


THATCHER’S COMBINED ORCHESTRA WILL FURNISH THE STRAINS AND SCENERY


SIMS WILL DO THE CALLIN’


COME ONE AND ALL


TWO DOLLARS PER EACH WILL COVER THE PAGEANT AND DANCE


PIPEROCK CHAMBER OF COMMERCE


MAGPIE SIMPKINS, President








We found Wick Smith at the store. He hoodled Hassayampa into takin’

charge of the animals again and is runnin’ his own store; but he ain’t

cheerful.






“Tomorrow is Labor Day,” says he with tears in his voice. “I ort to be

happy, I s’pose, ’cause the proceeds of the pag-unt is to help pay me

for them animals; but somehow I can’t seem to rend the veil, as Old

Testament says, and see the silver linin’.”






“Aw, it’ll be all right,” says Dirty. “Parades ain’t much to worry

about.”






“Thasso?” Wick squints at Dirty. “You’ve survived some of our parades,

ain’t yuh, Dirty?”






“Yeah, but you’ve got to figure that Piperock is civilized. It ain’t

noways what she used to be, Wick. Right now Piperock is meek and mild.”






“I’ll betcha,” nods Wick. “Well, I still has hopes, but—I dunno. I

can’t quite figure out my wife lookin’ like a statoo of Victory, nor I

can’t figure out Mrs. Pete Gonyer and Mrs. Mighty Jones depictin’

Progress. My ―, my wife don’t look like Victory.”






“You ain’t never won a battle from her yet, have yuh?” I asks.






“No, that’s a cinch. Well, mebbe it’ll be all right. You fellers ain’t

got no easy chore yoreselves.”






“We ain’t?” I asks. “What have we got to do with it, Wick?”






“You two depicts the East, Ike. Anyway, that’s what they’ve proclaimed

for yuh.”






“―, I don’t look like no East!” snorts Dirty.






“I don’t think I do either,” says I. “Anyway, I ain’t seen nobody from

the East that looks a ― of a lot like me. How does she come that

we’re inflicted with this idea, Wick?”






“Don’t ask me. My ―, it ain’t none of my doin’s. I’ve got all the

grief I can stand. You better ask Magpie or Jasmine. They fixed it all

up between ’em.”






“Do we wear costumes?” asks Dirty.






“Search me. My wife does. Mosquito-bar! My ―, can yuh see my wife in a

mosquito-bar dress?”






“I’d like to,” says Dirty.






And then we left. Wick hadn’t ought to be so finicky. His wife is about

five feet four inches tall and weighs two hundred and fifty. She also

wheezes considerable in her talk. Mrs. Gonyer is six feet two inches

tall, and so danged thin that she rattles when she walks. Mrs. Mighty

Jones ain’t no taller than Mrs. Smith, and she don’t weigh a hundred.






 






Me and Dirty don’t get much satisfaction around that town. Magpie goes

to Paradise to advertise the affair, and to probably do a lot of

braggin’ about himself. We runs into Scenery Sims, who has his eyes

focused on the wine when it is red, and he ain’t exactly what you’d call

coherent.






“I—I ain’t much,” he tells us tearful-like.






We agrees with him, which don’t help him none.






“I can’t do nothin’,” he tells us.






“―, that ain’t news,” agrees Dirty. “Everybody knows that.”






“In the pay-jint,” says he. “I want to be somethin’.”






“All right,” says I. “You be a hump in the road for the wagons to run

over.”






“That’s all right f’r you two pelicans,” says he. “You’ve got things to

do. I’ve been shoved aside, that’s what I’ve been done to, by gosh.

Mebbe Piperock is progressin’, but I’m right where I was a week ago.

Have a drink?”






We would. In fact we had several. We got to a point where Dirty gets to

braggin’ about bein’ East. He orates that he’s also effete. Magpie comes

back from Paradise, all swelled up over himself, and invades Buck’s

place.






“They’ll come,” he tells the world. “Paradise will be here in copious

gobs. From Curlew we’ll poll a big majority, and there’ll be a

sprinklin’ from Yaller Horse. I prognosticate that Piperock will hold

about all there is in Yaller Rock County. We has spread the gospel of

progress, and the world responds.”






“Has Paradise got her animals yet?” asks Buck.






“Not yet. Mike Pelly tells me that they’re on the way. It’s goin’ to be

nip and tuck between us towns. Well, I’ve got to go and see how things

is goin’. Is Pete and Yuma workin’ on that float?”






“All day,” says Buck. “It’ll be a dinger.”






“Float?” says Dirty. “My ―, they’re ignorant, Ike. There ain’t water

enough in this town to float a cork. We’ve done give our word to see

that this here pe-rade is a howlin’ success; but after it’s over, me and

you starts a pilgrimage. I sicken of the flesh-pots, jack-pots, et

cettery. Long may she wave. Let’s have another libation to old man

Backus.”






And that’s the way she went. Bill Thatcher and his orchestra showed up a

little later on—a bull-fiddle, a squeeze-organ and a jews-harp. Bill’s

boy, Ham, is the squeeze-organist, and old “Frenchy” Deschamps is doin’

the moanin’ on the harp.






“Kinda wanted t’ know what kind of music Magpie wanted us to play,”

explains Bill. “We’ve got all kinds.”






“You fellers graduated from ‘Sweet Marie’?” asked Dirty.






“That’s good music,” says Bill kinda indignant-like. “If yuh don’t like

that, we can play it any old way you want it.”






Some of Paradise comes that night, and among ’em is the gang from the

Cross J. Chuck gets me aside and asks how we’re comin’ on the animal

stealin’. I points out the difficulties, showin’ him how close Piperock

is guardin’ their zoo.






“Get ’em durin’ the parade,” says Chuck. “Everybody will be interested

in that, don’tcha see?”






“Can’t be did,” says I. “I’m part of the parade.”






“What part are you, Ike?”






“I’m half of the east end,” says I. “Now you know as much as I do.”






“Who’s guardin’ ’em now, Ike?”






“I ain’t sure, but I reckon Hassayampa is on duty.”






Chuck goes away, leavin’ me to nod at the bartender and lean against

Dirty Shirt. Then cometh Polecat Perkins and his pack of high-class

mongrels. He’s got eight of ’em, all on ropes, and they proceeds to

tangle themselves around our legs.






“Greetin’s, everybody,” says Polecat. “Lay down, dogs!”






Polecat joins our convention and gets enthusiastic over the fact that

tomorrow is Labor Day and that we’re goin’ to have a jollification.






“Take them dogs outside,” orders Buck. “My ―, this ain’t no doggery,

Polecat. Take ’em away so folks will have a chance to git to the bar.”






Just about that time Hassayampa Harris comes into that saloon. I dunno

how far he jumped from the outside, but I know he scraped his head on

the top of the doorway and landed plumb in the middle of the room






“Yeeow-w-w-w! Look out!” he yelps.






Right behind Hassayampa comes Cleopatra. She comes among us, like a

striped streak, hits in the middle of the room, lands on the pool table

and goes plumb out through the back door, which has just been opened by

Mighty Jones. Mighty’s feet flip up where his hat had been, and over him

goes Polecat’s flock of dogs, each one tryin’ to yell louder than the

rest.






“That’s our tiger!” explodes Buck.






“You—you can huh-have it!” pants Hassayampa.






“How did it get loose?”






“Go and ask it. I—I was talkin to Chuck Warner at the front door of the

stable when all to once I hears somebody yell, and here comes

Cleopatra.”






“Somebody yell?” snorts Buck. “By golly, I’ll bet some of that Paradise

gang turned her loose while you was at the front door. Git down there,

everybody, before they turn ’em all loose.”






They all went down there, except me and Dirty and Buck. They could turn

’em loose as far as me and Dirty are concerned. A few minutes after

they’re gone Old Testament and Muley Bowles comes in. Testament ain’t

got no hat and his coat is split up the back. Muley don’t track very

well and he’s got a swellin’ over one eye.






“‘In the midst of life we are in death,’” says Testament, indicatin’

that he don’t want his lemonade straight.






Buck looks ’em over.






“You two been fightin’ each other?” he asks.






“It—it was a mistake,” says Muley, drinkin’ the water and pourin’ his

liquor in the cuspidor. “I thought Testament was a—a―”






“He thought I was a door,” finished Testament, “and tried to go through

me. Perhaps we had better go home, Muley.”






“Yeah—and stay home,” says Muley painful-like.






They went out just before the crowd came back. It seems that Gunga Din

and Sahara are all right, but they left five guards in the stable.






“We found a hat,” said Mighty. “Hassayampa said that they ain’t fed that

tiger for two days, and I’m kinda scared that we won’t never find the

man to put under that hat.”






I’m goin’ to draw a veil over the rest of that night. It will be

sufficient to say that mornin’ came apace, the sun came up in its usual

way, and among us was brotherly love and the sweet spirit of progress.

Civilization is sweet to the civilized.






Magpie found us the next day. He looks us over, tells us what he thinks

of our ancestors, takes our guns away and leads us down to Wick Smith’s

home. I’m kinda hazy on just what happened to us, but it seems that me

and Dirty went to sleep on a bed.






 






I dunno what time I woke up, but I suppose it was afternoon. I sets up

on that bed and looks at the dangest person I ever seen. He was settin’

there, lookin’ at me. He’s kind of a dirty, brown-complected hombre,

with somethin’ white wrapped around his head, and his body is covered

with a striped gown of some kind.






I bats my eyes a couple of times, but he don’t disappear.






“I’m dead and in ―,” says the apparation.






It has the voice and eye of Dirty Shirt Jones, but the rest of it don’t

look like him. Right then and there I marks an X after my name for a

temperance vote.






“Yessir, I’m dead,” says the person. “I’ve had delirium tremens enough

times to know that this ain’t it.”






I looks across the room and sees another jigger of the same brand. Then

I starts to get out of bed, intendin’ to head for the door and this

second dirty-faced thing moves right along with me. I’ve been lookin’ in

a mirror. Then I lifts one hand to my face, and it comes away the color

of chocolate. There’s a strong odor of turpentine in the place.






“What in ― has been happenin’?” I asks.






“Are you Ike Harper?” he asks, kinda awed-like.






“If that’s a mirror, I ain’t,” says I. “Who are you?”






“I used to be Dirty Shirt Jones.”






I starts to scratch my head and finds it all wrapped up in cloth.






“Did we get hurt, or somethin’?” I asks.






Before he can answer me, Wick Smith, Yuma Yates and Mighty Jones come

in. They looks us over, and Wick Smith says—






“Thank gosh, they’re sober enough to ride.”






“Who done this to us?” asks Dirty. “I’ll kill the man that painted me

thisaway!”






“There was six of us done it,” says Yuma. “It sure is one good job. By

golly, nobody will know yuh, that’s a cinch. Haw-haw-haw-haw!”






I got off that bed, intendin’ to maul somebody; but Yuma pulled his gun

and backed me onto the bed again.






“The worst is over, Ike,” says he. “Be docile and gain great fame for

yourself—you and Dirty.”






“We better be goin’,” opines Wick. “The crowd is anxious for us to get

started. C’om, you East Injuns.”






“East Injuns?” says I. “Is that what we look like?”






“Accordin’ to the book,” nods Yuma. “C’mon.”






What could we do, I ask yuh? We went out with them, wearin’ bandaged

heads, house-paint and mother-hubbards. That paint is beginnin’ to dry

on my face, and the turpentine stings like a lot of bees. I opened my

mouth and I can’t get it shut.






“H’rah for ―!” wails Dirty. “Who’s ’fraid of fire?”






We follers ’em up to the corner of Holt’s hotel, and there we finds

Gunga Din and Sahara, which are bein’ held by Pete Gonyer, Olaf Hansen,

Hassayampa Harris, Scenery Sims and “Half-Mile” Smith.






“Gunga Din is broke to ride,” stated Hassayampa, “but I dunno about

Sahara. Ike can ride the elephant, ’cause he’s the biggest, and Dirty

Shirt can mount the camel.”






“Just a short moment,” says I. “Nobody asked us. When I ride, I choose a

horse; sabe? I ain’t no elephant scratcher.”






“Ain’t yuh?” asks Yuma. “You swore to do what Miss Greenbaum asked yuh

to, Ike. She asks yuh to ride the elephant.”






“But what for?” I asks.






By golly, I ain’t got no idea what it’s all about. I can hear folks

yellin’ out in the street, and when they start to yellin’ in Piperock, I

don’t wish to be there.






“Here’s what yuh got to do,” says Yuma. “You two ride down the street.

About in front of Wick’s store yuh will meet old Chief Cod Liver Oil and

old Runnin’ Dog. They’ll have on their war-bonnets, et cettery, and

they know what to do. They represent the old West; sabe?






“They give yuh the peace-sign, and it seems like yo’re all talkin’.

That’s the part of it which is knowed as the West meetin’ the East. Then

comes Pete in an old covered wagon. That is the comin’ of the white

man. The Injuns act surprized. Behind his wagon comes Scenery Sims’

autymobeel, which has been made into a float, and on it is the three

figures, which represent Victory and the Progress of Piperock; sabe?






“Then that’s about all, I reckon. I dunno what else there’s to be done,

Ike. Magpie explains that much to me. Thatcher’s orchestra will be

playin’ all the time, I reckon. Anyway, it’ll be good. Hassayampa, you

and Half Mile help Ike up on Gunga Din.”






“It’ll be good all right,” grunts Mighty. “Cod Liver Oil and Runnin’ Dog

done split a quart of lemon extract and a bottle of perfume between

’em.”






I let ’em put me up on the back of that India-rubber ox, which ain’t

wearin’ saddle nor bridle. Behind my animal is Dirty Shirt, settin’ on

the hump of Sahara, his face twisted kinda funny. He’s got a pair of

reins to hang on to.






Just then Gunga Din starts ahead. There ain’t nothin’ I can do but set

there and let things go. We went surgin’ around the corner and into the

main street. Yaller Rock County sure was there. Every hitchrack is

packed with horses, and between the racks and the middle of the street

stands the population of a county, waitin’ for us to show up.






They lets out a cheer when we showed up, and we ain’t more than halfway

to ’em, when up the street comes old Cod Liver Oil and Runnin’ Dog, both

of ’em decked out in war-paint, nose-paint, war-bonnets, and ridin’

painted ponies.






I reckon it was a sight worth seein’. Honest to gosh, I sure did feel

aboriginal. I was stoical, too. The only emotion I can show is with my

right leg—the left one has gone to sleep. Then the East met the West.






We got within twenty feet of each other before them pinto horses got a

good look at Gunga Din and Sahara. Cod Liver Oil’s pinto just spread its

legs, bawled like a calf—and fell down, sendin’ the old buck into a

somersault almost under Gunga Din. Runnin’ Dog’s pinto turns around on

one hind leg, shuckin’ old Runnin’ Dog, and went past us like a streak.






Gunga Din reached down, wrapped his trunk around Cod Liver Oil, and

stood the old boy on his head twenty feet away.






“Yee-ow-w-w!” yelps Liniment Lucas. “Some show!”






And into it all comes Pete Gonyer, drivin’ a team of broncs hitched to a

covered wagon. He is the Comin’ of the White Man. He came—I’ll say that

much for him. The yellin’ is too much for that team of broncs, and here

comes Pete, feet braced against the front-gate of that wagon, haulin’

short on the lines, while behind him billows that wagon-cover, like a

anchored balloon.






Runnin’ Dog has got to his feet, with the war-bonnet over one eye and

blood in the other one.






“Whoo!” he screams. “Hyas masahchie mokst la tet!”






It was the first elephant he ever seen, and he called it a big evil with

two heads.






There ain’t no chance for me to move Gunga Din out of the path of them

two broncs; so I sets supine and lets death rush down upon us. But it

don’t rush all the way.






About twenty feet away, them two broncs get their first look at the

East, and they don’t like it. They dig their heels into that hard

street, set down in their harness, and out of that cloud of dust comes

Pete Gonyer, all spread out like a flyin’ squirrel, and he lands all

spraddled out on the head of Gunga Din, still hangin’ onto his lines.






As old Judge Steele might say—“Pandyammonium reigns.”






The two broncs regains their equilibrium, ducks sideways and tries to go

around us. They were goin’ pretty good when they took up the slack on

them lines, and Pete Gonyer lifted right off the dome of Gunga Din,

sailed off through the air and butted Dirty Shirt plumb off his camel.

He not only butted him off, but took him along.






Then Gunga Din lifted his trunk high in the air and bugles loud and

free—






“Ra-a-a-a te ta-a-a-a ta ta-a-a-a!”






 






Right then I want to get down. I don’t reckon that any Harper ever

lived that wanted to get down as badly as I do; but there ain’t no

safety on the ground. Every horse at them hitch-racks are heavin’ and

surgin, folks yelpin’. I want to yell, but that darned paint has set,

with my mouth half open, and all I can do is say—






“Hoo, hoo, hoo!” like a darned owl.






Then cometh Victory—and Progress. Pete Gonyer has made a riggin’ to fit

over the top of Scenery Sims’ automobile, kinda like a platform, and

there’s a railin’ all around it, decorated with flags and colored cloth.

The driver ain’t in sight, and the danged thing looks like a runaway

raft.






On the front of the arrangement stand Mrs. Wick Smith, all gauded up in

cheese-cloth and a silver crown, which is settin’ down over one ear,

kinda rakish-like. One hand is grippin’ the rail, while the other hangs

to a big banner.






Behind her stands Mrs. Gonyer, dressed in white, tryin’ to hold up one

hand, like an Injun givin’ a peace-sign, and hangin’ onto her is Mrs.

Mighty Jones, wearin’ a nightgown and a pair of paper wings, one of

which has climbed up on her shoulder, makin’ her look like a

broken-winged duck.






I seen all this in a lot less time than it takes to tell it. The thing

is comin’ too danged fast, I sabe that much, and I know that an

automobile don’t scare at elephants. A runaway horse goes past me, hits

its rump against the platform of Victory and Progress and skids the

thing aside.






Mrs. Smith goes down in a lump, and Mrs. Gonyer lands on her knees, with

that one hand still up in the air. Then Victory and Progress hits the

East.






They knocked Gunga Din loose from the street, but they didn’t remove

him. I got Mrs. Smith in my arms, but Mrs. Mighty Jones went past me so

fast that I didn’t have no chance to make a collection. Then Gunga Din

got his four feet on to the terry-firma agin’ and started out.






He bowed his head, put it against that float and started for Buck’s

saloon front. I seen Magpie’s head come up from among the wreckage and

he starts hammerin’ Gunga Din over the head with a piece of two-by-four,

but he might as well ’a’ kissed him, for all the good it done.






Wick Smith comes gallopin’ alongside of us, yellin’—






“Leggo my wife! Leggo my wife! Dang you, Ike—leggo her!”






“Tell it to her!” I yelps back at him. “You ― fool, I ain’t doin’ the

holdin’.”






The rear wheels of that equipage hits the sidewalk, lifts up real

sudden, and we begins to shove that whole works plumb through Buck’s

saloon front. It was then that I managed to get loose from another man’s

wife, and proceeds to fall backward off that elephant.






I dunno what in ― Sahara was doin’ right behind Gunga Din, unless he

was supposed to be there; but I do know that I lit kinda folded up

across his long neck, and he starts to run with me. We went around in a

circle three times before I fell off, and that ― camel walked all

over me.






Then I sets up in that dusty street and tries to see what is goin’ on.

Horses are runnin’ around like they was in a circus ring, and some of

’em are draggin’ wagons and buggies behind ’em, which makes the street a

dangerous place for to be. One wagon circled the street twice before I

notices that Dirty Shirt is standin’ up in the wagon, kinda balancin’

himself, with his arms spread out wide.






Then the wagon hit the sidewalk and Dirty turned over twice before

landed sittin’ down on the sidewalk. I managed to limp and crawl over to

him. His good eye is plumb closed, and the bad one won’t keep still.






He’s singin’ soft and low, and kinda beatin’ time with that jiggly eye.

I has to listen real close, but above the roar of destruction I hears

his singin’—










“Littul birdie in the tree, in the tree, in the tree;


Littul birdie in the tree-e-e-e-e, sing a song for me-e-e-e-e.”










“There ain’t no tree, Dirty,” says I.






“Ain’t there?” he asks soft-like. “There ort to be—there’s so ― many

birds.”






Over around Buck’s place there’s folks yellin’ to beat four of a kind,

and some misguided jigger starts shootin’. I can see that there ain’t no

regular doorway left in Buck’s saloon—just an openin’ about ten feet

wide.






Just about that time Gunga Din comes around the corner. He ain’t got

nobody on his back now, but he’s got a chair hooked around one hind leg.

He runs into the hitch-rack, tried to go under it, and lifts it plumb

out of the ground. This kinda makes him sore; so he wraps his trunk

around one of the posts and starts for us, packin’ and draggin’ it along

with him, while on the far end of it is tied a piebald bronc from

Paradise.






The most of the crowd stampeded for the Mint Hall, Wick’s store and

other places of safety, and it sure don’t take long to clear the street

of spectators. I sabe that Gunga Din is on a regular bust; so I picks

Dirty Shirt up in my arms and staggers toward Buck’s place.






I ain’t in no shape to pack anybody, ’cause my right leg acts too short,

which makes me circle a little to the right and I’m close to Gunga Din

before I realize it.






There’s just a whap and a rip, and outside of Dirty’s headgear he’s as

naked as the day he was born. Gunga Din shucked him like an ear of corn.

But Dirty don’t know it, and I don’t care; so we staggers on through the

haze.






We fell into Buck’s place, and it don’t take a normal man to see that

everythin’ ain’t right in there.






Old Testament Tilton is settin’ up on what used to be the back-bar,

squattin’ there like a wise old owl, lookin’ over the world; settin’

there like a statue, sayin’ nothin’. Piled up against the bar is what is

left of the float. Buck is flat on his back, with his feet up over the

pool-table, which has been moved over against the wall.






All to once that mass which used to be the float begins to heave upward,

and from among the busted two-by-fours, twisted wires and colored cloth,

cometh Sahara. How in ― that camel got mixed up in that float, I

don’t know, but there he is.






He comes out of there, plumb decorated, and hanging to his tail like

grim death comes Magpie Simpkins, the president of Piperock’s Chamber of

Commerce.






Magpie has still got on one boot, a suit of red underwear and the crown

of his hat, and in his eyes is a stern resolve. And behind him, pawin’

out of the wreck, comes Wick Smith. They all gets clear of the wreck and

Sahara stops. Wick has a two-foot piece of two-by-four in his hands, and

he braces his feet far apart.






“Mum-Magpie,” says he kinda thin-like. “You has made me a widder man,

gol ding yuh.”






But Magpie don’t hear it. His mind is far behind that pageant of

progress. He bows and kinda smiles, as he says:






“The wheel of progress is turnin’, and wo unto him who gits under the

tire. The people of Piperock has risen in their might, unleashed their

bonds which has held them in darkness―”






Tunk! Wick Smith’s two-by-four ended the speech.






“You didn’t have to blame him entirely, Wick,” says I.






He turns and looks at me, kinda weavin’ on his feet.






“You?” he whispers. “You come bub-back? Where’s my wife?”






“I dunno, Wick.”






“You had her, dang you! I seen you huggin’ her!”






I seen that piece of scantlin’ comin’, but didn’t have flexibility

enough to dodge. I distinctly heard it clank against my head, and then I

finds myself out in the street again. I can hear a lot of dogs wailin’,

and I wonders if I can hear this because I’ve gone to the dogs. Ain’t it

funny what a feller will think about in a case like that?






A lot of folks are yellin’ at somebody or somethin’; so I sets up and

concentrates on the present. A bullet digs into the dirt beside me, but

I don’t mind. I kinda wonders why they’re shootin’ at me, of course.

Then somethin’ hooks me off the ground and begins to give me a ride.






I managed to get one eye open and finds that I’m on one end of that

hitch-rack, and the motive power is furnished by Gunga Din. They’ve

picked me up in the angle between one post and the top-pole, and the

friction on that part of me which wasn’t on the pole was somethin’

awful.






Then Gunga Din let out another of them awful bugles, shucked the

hitch-rack and headed for Buck’s place again—and hangin’ to the slack

skin of Gunga Din’s rear end was Cleopatra. Behind them came Polecat

Perkins’ pack of hounds, run to a frazzle, but still able to stagger on

and wail plenty loud and long.






Them dogs has run that tiger all night, and it ain’t no wonder that the

tiger is huntin’ for somethin’ to climb on to. Right into the wreck of

Buck’s place they went, while the crowd, which is located in places of

safety, yelled, shot and generally decided that ― was havin’ a

recess.






 






It’s only about five minutes since East met West, but there has been

several things come to pass. Gunga Din has gone back into Buck’s place,

tryin’ to get rid of Cleopatra, when here comes Chief Cod Liver Oil,

packin’ an old Sharps rifle. The old war-whoop sure must ’a’ been

fortified against fear by much flavorin’ extract, ’cause he heads

straight for Buck’s shattered entrance, soundin’ his tribal war-whoop

regular.






I got to my feet. I reckon they were my feet. There ain’t no feelin’ in

’em, but they hold me up; so they must be mine. An armless man could

count all the Harper heroes on the fingers of his hands, but just the

same I goes pawin’ toward Buck’s place to see what I can salvage from

Gunga Din, Cleopatra and Cod Liver Oil.






I don’t quite get there, when Cod Liver Oil comes out. He came out of

there, end over end, missed me about a foot, and stood on his head and

shoulders in the street. His Sharps lit just outside the doorway; so I

picked it up and went in.






Cleopatra is settin’ on what used to be the end of Buck’s mahogany bar,

her mouth wide open and her eyes shut. Gunga Din is standin’ in the

middle of the room, with one hind foot on Magpie’s pant-leg, and Sahara

is half-in and half-out of a rear window. And every time Gunga Din

weaves the whole building shakes.






Dirty Shirt has got to his feet, and there he stands, plumb out of

clothes, kinda rockin’ on his feet and grinnin’ foolish.






“Dud-do somethin’!” whispers Magpie. “Ain’t nobody goin’ to do

somethin’?”






“Call on the Chamber of Commerce,” says I.






From under a smashed card-table, Wick Smith shoves up his head. He’s got

the brim of his hat in his teeth, but manages to work it loose with his

tongue.






“I give up,” he wheezes. “I know when I’ve got enough.”






Old Testament is still settin’ on the back-bar, but now he shakes loose

and falls into Cleopatra. He kinda takes that big striped cat into a

lovin’ embrace, but Cleopatra yowled once, kicked Testament backward and

jumped straight at me.






I throwed up that old Sharps, took a wing-shot at Cleopatra and then a

great weight settled upon me. I ain’t no fighter. None of my family ever

won any diamond belts; but there never was a Harper that wouldn’t fight

to save his own life. And I sure went into a clinch with that tiger.






My eyes are too full of dust and pain for me to see just how the battle

is comin’. We just kept on fightin’, thassall. Once we got separated and

it takes us quite a while to get together again, but we did. I can’t see

a danged thing and I don’t reckon Cleopatra can either; so we locates

each other by sense of smell.






I dunno how long we fought. Scientists would probably differ as to how

long a man and a tiger can fight without one or both of ’em dyin’. I

ain’t got no feelin’ left within’ me. I reckon I’m kinda primitive just

now, and I fights with tooth and claw. I hears voices around me, kinda

cheerin’; so I puts up a supreme effort, as it were, and feels the tiger

go limp.






“My ―!” I hears Dirty gasp hoarse-like. “They’re still at it.”






“I licked him—her,” says I.






I ain’t got more than enough breath to say that. And then I kinda passed

out.






It seems like I heard somebody say:






“Let him alone, dang yuh! He done jist what I’ve wanted to see done for

a long time.”






It was probably quite a some time before I woke up again. For quite a

while I can’t figure out just where I am and what’s goin’ on. I seem to

be layin’ across somethin’ that heaves and surges a heap. I manages to

get one eye open and discovers that I’m on my stummick across a saddle.






Out in front of me and the horse is a queer-lookin’ figure. It’s got on

a pair of overalls, which won’t stay up, barefooted, bareheaded. It

looks back at me, and I recognize Dirty Shirt by his jiggly eye.






Then I slides off and sets down beside the trail.






“Where we goin’?” I asks.






Dirty comes back and sits down beside me.






“It don’t make no difference, does it?” he asks. “They said that we was

mostly to blame; so I took you away from ’em and went away. It wasn’t

our fault, Ike; but they have to blame somebody.”






“Magpie was mostly to blame,” says I. “We done the best we could. I

dunno what you done, Dirty, but I know I saved Piperock from a lot of

heartaches.”






“You sure did, Ike,” says Dirty.






“That critter would ’a’ been the ruination of Piperock.”






“That’s a cinch, Ike. But the worst of it is, you only stops the plague

temp’rarily.”






“Thasso?” says I. “I done my best, Dirty Shirt. I wish I had the hide

for a souvenir.”






Dirty looks queer-like at me.






“I dunno,” says he kinda sad-like. “A shock sometimes causes a feller to

jerk back to his cannibal ancestors.”






I dunno what he’s talkin’ about, but I’m too bunged up to care much, and

my face is beginnin’ to crack.






“How in ― did it finish?” I asks.






“All right, Ike. The animals all hived up in the livery-stable, and Wick

Smith sold ’em to Paradise.”






“The ― he did!” I exclaimed, or as much of an exclamation as I can

use in my condition. “And didn’t the Piperock Chamber of Commerce stop

him?”






“There was only one to vote agin’ it—and he was too danged near death

to even squawk. They never even give him credit for tryin’ to save the

tiger. I seen it all, Ike. When you lifted that old Sharps to shoot

Cleopatry, Magpie got loose from Gunga Din and fell into yuh.”






“Uh-uh-huh,” says I, feelin’ weak. “And then what did I do to the tiger,

Dirty.”






“Nothin’ a-tall. The wheels of progress got to turnin’, and Magpie got

under the tire, thasall. In the language of Magpie Simpkins, I wouldn’t

be surprized to see Piperock one of the big cities of the world.”






“Well,” says I, “in the language of Ike Harper, whose spirit, liver,

lights and gizzard has been busted to make a Piperock holiday, let’s get

to ― out of here, before the place grows too big. I don’t want to

even be seen in the suburbs.”






But she hasn’t grown any since.








  

    Transcriber’s Note: This story appeared in the June 10, 1925 issue of

    The Blue Book Magazine.
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