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Introduction
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Delight and disorder meet at a gallop as charm-fueled
rebellion tests the borders between personal freedom and
the fragile order a community depends on.

Jackson Gregory, a prolific American novelist of the early
twentieth century, made his name in popular adventure
fiction with romantic currents, and The Joyous Trouble Maker
belongs to that tradition. Published amid a boom in brisk,
plot-driven narratives that favored vivid action and quick
reversals, the novel reflects the era’s appetite for energetic
storytelling and strong-willed protagonists. Its world is one
of open horizons, local tensions, and opportunity—fertile
ground for a character whose appetite for risk unsettles
routine. Readers can approach it as an adventure romance
shaped by the rhythms and expectations of its time.

Without spoiling the arc, the premise circles a magnetic
instigator whose high spirits carry real consequences.
Mischief is not merely comic relief; it becomes the catalyst
that exposes private motives, brittle alliances, and the quiet
calculations that hold a town—or any loosely bound group—
together. Gregory’s storytelling keeps the action nimble,
shifting from light-hearted scrapes to moments of genuine
peril, while letting wit and audacity spark against duty and
restraint. The reading experience is fast, lucid, and scenic,
with momentum that favors incident over introspection yet
allows emotion to surface in clean lines and telling gestures.



Beneath its buoyant surface, the book probes themes of
self-determination, responsibility, and the ethics of
improvisation when rules feel either unjust or merely
inconvenient. It considers how reputations are made and
unmade in public, how laughter can disarm and also
manipulate, and how loyalty is tested when charm collides
with consequence. The tension between communal stability
and individual daring gives the narrative its pulse, inviting
readers to weigh the difference between playful defiance
and reckless endangerment, and to ask when a breach of
etiquette, law, or custom becomes an act of moral clarity—
or a self-serving gamble.

Gregory writes with the directness typical of his period’s
popular fiction, favoring clean movement, clear stakes, and
dialogue that snaps rather than lingers. Action rises in set
pieces shaped for speed and visual immediacy, yet there is
room for brightness of mood and a persistent sense that
danger and merriment can share a page. The tone is
confident and outgoing, the style unembarrassed about
entertainment as a virtue. Readers will encounter a balance
of warmth and hardness: the lure of bravado, the friction of
competing codes, and the comic-tinged suspense of plans
that rely on nerve as much as prudence.

For contemporary readers, the novel’s concerns remain
resonant. It asks what kind of disruption improves a
community and what kind merely gratifies an ego, a
question as current in today’s networked publics as in any
frontier of commerce or custom. It explores how charisma
can mobilize allies, mask motives, or tilt justice, and how
institutions respond when rules are bent by someone



difficult to dislike. The story encourages reflection on risk,
empathy, and consent—on who bears the cost when
boldness becomes a habit—and offers a study in leadership
that thrives on momentum yet must answer for its wake.

Approached as both period piece and living argument,
The Joyous Trouble Maker rewards attention to its shadings
of motive and consequence. It models how a swift,
entertaining narrative can stage durable debates about
accountability, law, and love without moralizing or
surrendering its high spirits. The book still matters because
it treats joy not as escapism but as a force with civic
implications, and trouble not as mere damage but as a test
of character. In a cultural moment attuned to disruption,
Gregory’s novel provides a spirited, spoiler-safe space to
consider when, why, and for whom trouble is worth making.
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Jackson Gregory’s The Joyous Trouble Maker is an early
twentieth-century adventure-romance that centers on a
lively young woman whose high spirits ripple through every
social situation she enters. The story opens with a
seemingly small act of audacity that unsettles local routines
and draws the attention of a cautious, capable counterpart
who quickly recognizes that her verve is both inspiring and
risky. Their encounter establishes an energetic rhythm:
quick decisions, unintended repercussions, and an
undertone of mutual curiosity. Gregory frames the tale as a
contest between exuberant independence and the
expectations of order, letting charm, wit, and sudden danger
share the same narrative space.

Early chapters move briskly from chance meeting to
mounting entanglements. The heroine’s cheerful disregard
for convention solves an immediate problem yet nudges
her, and those nearby, into a larger tangle of obligations. A
minor breach of etiquette becomes a catalyst, exposing how
fragile reputations, informal agreements, and unspoken
hierarchies really are. The quieter protagonist—more
deliberate, observant, and bound by a sense of
responsibility—emerges as a foil who steadies the pace
without dampening it. Gregory uses their contrasting
temperaments to complicate each encounter, ensuring that
every bold gesture promises relief while planting the seeds
of the next dilemma.



As consequences widen, Gregory introduces figures
whose interests do not align with candor or fair play.
Misunderstandings are cultivated into leverage, and private
ambitions begin to masquerade as civic virtue. What began
as spirited mischief reveals a contested terrain of influence
and advantage, where friendship, duty, and self-interest
overlap. The heroine’s knack for improvisation proves a
double-edged talent: it invites allies, but also gives
adversaries fresh angles of attack. The narrative tightens
around a central dispute in which appearances and motives
cannot be taken at face value, and in which simple solutions
threaten to carry hidden costs.

Midway through, the protagonists confront a choice
between retreating to safety or pressing into uncertainty.
Errands that once felt playful acquire urgency; meetings
once casual turn strategic. Gregory emphasizes
resourcefulness over spectacle, having his leads assemble
information, test loyalties, and navigate shifting boundaries
without fully knowing who benefits from each decision. Their
rapport deepens not through grand declarations but through
practiced cooperation, wary humor, and a growing
recognition that courage is easier to show than to sustain.
The heroine’s buoyancy evolves toward accountability, while
her counterpart learns that prudence, without resolve, can
become its own risk.

The approach to the climax gathers public and private
threads into a single arena, where competing narratives of
what is right collide under watchful eyes. Gregory heightens
tension by letting the stakes broaden from personal
inconvenience to reputational and material consequences.



The heroine must decide which risks she accepts for others,
not merely for herself, and the steadier protagonist must
translate caution into action. Allies reveal their limits,
adversaries their tactics, and a few bystanders surprise both
sides. The novel keeps its central revelations close, but
makes clear that any resolution must balance justice,
mercy, and the credibility of those who claim both.

In the final movement, decisions come due.
Confrontations unfold less as displays of force than as tests
of consistency and nerve. Gregory shields the decisive turns
from premature disclosure, but signals that outcomes will
reshape relationships, livelihoods, and the bounds of
acceptable conduct. The joyous spirit that first upset the
calm does not vanish; it learns where to land. Closure
arrives with the sense that mischief—channeled rather than
stifled—can become a public good, and that wit coupled
with steadiness can outlast bluster. The narrative releases
its pressure without surrendering the dignity of discovery to
the last pages.

The Joyous Trouble Maker endures as a showcase of
Jackson Gregory’s knack for brisk pacing, clean suspense,
and humane observation. It captures the appeal of the
charismatic rule-breaker while insisting that charm alone
cannot settle contested claims or heal frayed trust. Its
conflicts—between impulse and duty, self-assertion and
social obligation—remain recognizable beyond the era of its
publication. Without resting on surprise alone, the novel
argues for principled action that is also spirited, and for
companionship that tempers risk without dulling courage. In



that balance of levity and consequence lies the book’s
lasting resonance.
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The Joyous Trouble Maker appeared in 1918, during the
late Progressive Era, by American western writer Jackson
Gregory (1882–1943). Gregory, a Californian educated at
the University of California, Berkeley, drew on experience as
a teacher and journalist in Nevada and California to set his
adventure romances in the contemporary American West.
The novel belongs to a wave of Western fiction from
mainstream publishers and popular magazines, locating its
action amid ranches, mining districts, and small county
seats characteristic of the region. Its milieu reflects towns
governed by sheriffs, county courts, and ever-present
railroad interests that linked remote settlements to regional
markets.

Between the 1890s and 1910s, the interior West
underwent rapid consolidation from open range to fenced,
deeded, and leased lands after widespread adoption of
barbed wire. Ranching, hard‑rock mining, timber cutting,
and emergent oil fields structured livelihoods, with the 1872
General Mining Law, state grazing customs, and railroad
freight rates shaping who profited. County sheriffs, district
attorneys, and justices of the peace were principal law-and-
order institutions in rural places, often operating with
limited manpower. Disputes over brands, mineral claims,
and town-site property were common, furnishing the kinds
of conflicts Western novelists—Gregory among them—



turned into plots about rightful ownership, fraud, and
contested authority.

The Progressive conservation movement profoundly
altered Western resource politics. The U.S. Forest Service,
created in 1905 under Gifford Pinchot, managed vast
reserves in the Sierra Nevada and intermountain West,
issuing timber sales and grazing permits that constrained
erstwhile free use. The 1902 Reclamation Act established
the federal Reclamation Service to build dams and canals,
extending irrigation and intensifying water-rights litigation
under the prior-appropriation doctrine. These policies
sparked friction between local stockmen, timber operators,
and federal officials, and they redefined the stakes in
disputes over watersheds, trails, and timber stands. Western
fiction of the 1910s frequently dramatized such clashes over
permits, access, and jurisdiction.

Corporate power and reform politics formed another
decisive backdrop. In California, the Southern Pacific
Railroad exerted outsized influence over freight rates, land,
and state politics—criticized by reformers and famously
depicted by Frank Norris in The Octopus (1901). Progressive
governor Hiram Johnson’s 1911 reforms, including the
initiative, referendum, and recall, aimed to curb such
dominance. Across the West, local courthouse factions,
political bosses, and boosters competed to steer
development. Western writers routinely translated these
realities into stories of monopolists, crooked deputies, and
civic-minded citizens seeking transparent law. Gregory’s
work emerged within this climate, attentive to the tensions



between private power, public regulation, and community
autonomy.

Law enforcement in the rural West circa 1900–1918
combined traditional and modern elements. Sheriffs still
raised posses and relied on informal networks, yet telegraph
lines, expanding telephone exchanges, and railroad
timetables accelerated pursuit and communication.
Municipal and county gun ordinances increasingly regulated
sidearms in town limits, while state courts standardized
criminal procedure. Horses, pack trains, and buckboards
remained practical in rough terrain, even as early
automobiles appeared on graded roads and influenced
travel times and escape routes. This hybrid landscape—part
frontier habit, part modern infrastructure—underpins many
Western narratives in which mobility, jurisdictional
boundaries, and speed shape confrontations and the
delivery of justice.

Shifting gender roles also marked the era. Western states
were leaders in woman suffrage—Wyoming (1869), Colorado
(1893), Idaho (1896), and California (1911)—well before the
Nineteenth Amendment’s national ratification in 1920.
Women’s expanding participation in professions, property
management, and civic reform influenced popular fiction,
where capable female protagonists and businesswomen
increasingly appeared alongside traditional romantic
conventions. Simultaneously, temperance campaigns
culminated in wartime restrictions and the 1919 Volstead
Act, affecting saloons and vice economies central to many
boomtowns. These developments provided credible social
frameworks for narratives of partnership, moral reform, and



community standing, without displacing the genre’s
emphasis on individual initiative and risk.

By 1918, the Western was a dominant popular form
across magazines, bestsellers, and silent films. Authors such
as Zane Grey and B. M. Bower sold widely, and studios
adapted frontier tales to the screen, including later versions
of Gregory’s novels like The Bells of San Juan (1922). Mass
circulation venues created shared expectations—romantic
adventure, recognizable landscapes, and a trajectory from
disorder to order. Publication coincided with American
mobilization in World War I and the onset of the influenza
pandemic, when audiences consumed brisk, restorative
entertainment. Gregory published prolifically for this market,
and his Westerns shared its emphasis on swift plotting and
clear moral stakes.

The Joyous Trouble Maker reflects its era by staging
confrontations over land, capital, and legitimacy within a
West transitioning from open, customary practice to formal
regulation and corporate scale. Like much 1910s Western
fiction, it valorizes initiative and courage while ultimately
affirming civic institutions—courts, juries, and elected
officers—as arbiters of order. Its settings and conflicts echo
Progressive anxieties about corruption, monopolistic
leverage, and misuse of public resources, and its romantic
energies mirror contemporary ideals of companionate
partnership. At the same time, it participates in a genre that
often sidelines Indigenous sovereignty and Mexican land
claims, revealing the period’s cultural blind spots.
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CHAPTER I  
THE LAST OF THE HOUSE OF CORLISS
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EN never loitered about their work on Thunder
River ranch, the "Queen's Ranch" as it has grown to
be known latterly. Booth Stanton, the lean jawed,

keen eyed manager of the local Corliss interests, saw to
that; it was his business as it was his knack to get out of
every man upon his pay rolls all of the efficiency that lay
within him. But since last Monday when the message had
come to him over the fifty-mile-long telephone wire
connecting the ranch headquarters with the railroad town of
White Rock, Booth Stanton had outdone himself. Now the
activity under his watchful eyes was incessant, would have
appeared feverish were it not so invariably prolific of the
desired results. From the office in his cabin a hundred paces
removed from the big ranch house, employing his desk
telephone he kept in intimate touch with everything that
went forward, snapping out curt commands in Booth
Stanton's crisp way.

Quite like the enchanted palace in the wood the big
mountain home that had so long drowsed behind drawn
shades and shuttered windows awoke and bestirred itself.
Curtains were whisked back, windows and doors flung wide
in welcome to streaming sunlight and fresh spring air. The
necessary house servants appeared as  though they had
materialized from the message which had whizzed over
telegraph and telephone wires announcing the return of the
last of the Corliss blood, and having scarcely glanced about



them, the old ones with curiosity, the new ones with startled
eyes, plunged forthwith into an orgy of dusting and cleaning
and setting in order. Wagons jolted merrily into White Rock
to return creaking and groaning under high heaped piles of
trunks and chests and boxes.

Not unlike an old castle the big house whose generous
size and cost had won it the countrywide name of the
Corliss Folly dominated Thunder River and Thunder River
Valley from a position high up on the flank of Thunder
Mountain. The approach was by means of a sinuous graded
roadway, climbing gradually from the lower lands, a road
into which had gone many thousands of the Corliss millions.
Upon massive granite foundations rose massive walls,
monster timbers with the bark and bits of green-grey moss
still clinging to them upon the outer surfaces as it held on in
the forests, the whole covering the small tableland save for
the gravelled courtyard about which it was builded, a
courtyard in which a man might wheel a running six-horse
team. Just to the north of the house, set back from a cliff's
edge and half hidden in a copse of young pines, was
Stanton's cabin.

Getting in touch with the railroad office in White Rock,
Stanton learned that the overland limited[1] was on time.
By way of thanks for the information he jammed the
transmitter back upon its nickelled hook viciously, his eyes
resting thoughtfully upon his clock.

 "It's nip and tuck if Parker will be there with the car when
the train pulls in," he mused. "If he is two seconds late ...
Well, it's Parker's job, not mine."



His telephone bell jingled. It was Bates, the road boss,
saying that he was having trouble with bridge
reconstruction across Little Thunder where, according to
Bates, the spring washouts had played merry hell.

Booth Stanton cut him short.
"The train gets into White Rock in three quarters of an

hour," he said coolly. "Parker's gone in to meet it and he'll
burn up the roads on the way back. You know what that
means. Bates. Oh, I don't want to hear your tale of woe;
think all I've got to do is squat here and listen to a man
cuss? Get busy."

In turn he called up the cattle foreman, the horse
foreman, the superintendent of the new mine across the
ridge some fifteen miles to the eastward, saying alike to
each man of them:

"You'll report at the house office at one o'clock. Take a tip
from me and come in early."

He went to his door and for a little stood looking out
across the green valley stretched below, marking the
roaming herds of cattle and horses, noting the men who
rode among them or teamed along the winding road or
appeared and disappeared as they went about their various
duties, duties set them by Booth Stanton in the absence of
the last of the Corliss blood who was returning today. Well, it
was not unlike some petty kingdom, this Queen's Ranch,
and he had ruled it like some petty king since the autmun of
last year. His hard eyes brightened to the glorious expanse
lying below  them, his blood ran pleasantly, tingeing his
weathered cheek. He had hired men and fired men, he had
helped to make men and break men, he had directed day



after day whatever must be done across many miles of
valley and mountain; he, himself, had been in numerous
matters a court of last appeal.

But now he knew within his soul that his monthly wage,
ample though it was, was less a thing to grip with jealous
fingers than something else that had grown dear to him,
vastly less desirable than the sense of power that had been
his, undisputed. His lungs filled deeply to the sweet
mountain air, the muscles at the bases of his jaw hardened,
his eyes running whither the road ran toward Boulder Gap
were speculative. Now he was to be no longer absolute but
rather majesty's prime minister. For a Corliss was returning
to assume responsibility, a Corliss whose hand was eager to
grasp the reins of affairs, a Corliss whose imperious and
arbitrary disposition Stanton knew and recognized as the
dynastic inheritance of a long line of vigorous, forcible men
and women.

Clear enough as were the reasons why the expected
arrival would irritate the man, it was evident that he
experienced no unmixed emotions. There was a quick
eagerness in the glance which he turned toward the lower
valley, there was a springing quality in his step this
morning, a tone in his voice which bespoke pleasurable
excitation of a sort. His dark face expressed little of what lay
in his mind at any time, but today it was easier to read
satisfaction than distaste in his eyes and at the corners of
his mouth.

 Critically he noted what had been done in the flower
gardens, approved and passed on. With a foot upon the first
of the broad granite steps leading to the main entrance he



paused, calling to a man whom he had seen through an
open window.

"Bradford, come here," he commanded.
Bradford, tall, thin, immaculate, soft footed, came

promptly, just the vague hint of a bow in his greeting.
"Good morning, Mr. Stanton," he said in a toneless voice.

"It is good to be back, sir."
Stanton looked at him curiously.
"You are lying, Bradford, and we both know it," he

returned shortly. "You'd a deal rather be in New York or even
San Francisco. ... You have everything ready?"

The majordomo, while his arms hung at his sides, lifted
two thin white hands, flexing the wrists so that his palms
were for an instant horizontal. Stanton's quick eyes that
missed so little caught the gesture. It was the Bradford way
of expressing annoyance.

"Almost, sir," spoke the man evenly. "I should have
arrived at least another day earlier, that is all. But much can
be done in the two or three hours still remaining us. Would
you like to step in and see what I have done?"

"Later, perhaps. I wouldn't count upon more than two
hours and a half, Bradford."

"Thank you. I'm glad to know."
"What have you done with the newspaper men?"
Again Bradford's palms right-angled his pendant arms.
 "In the west wing, sir. I have turned over to them the

billiard room and the little rest room. Lunch will be served
them there."

"Three of them, aren't there?"



"Four. Another came alone after the others. He's the
keenest one of the crowd; what he writes up will be worth
reading. There he is having his pipe now."

Stanton looked in the direction indicated by Bradford's
eyes. From the west exposure of the rambling edifice a
winding gravelled path snaked its way between borders of
wild laurels, leading to a little rustic pavilion which took
advantage of a level space at the top of a slight fall of cliff.
Cement posts with heavy chains run through them guarded
the outer edge of the tiny plateau, affording an atmosphere
of safety which added cosiness to the natural charm of the
place. Here, his back turned to the house, lounged the man
whom Bradford termed the keenest one of the reporters.

He was a big young man smoking a big black pipe, slow
meditative puffs bespeaking a serene enjoyment of the
moment. Soft shirt, riding breeches and boots proclaimed
the manner of his coming; the others had driven out in an
automobile hired in White Rock. He was bareheaded and the
sun picked out the hint of dull copper in his hair.

"Steele, his name is," Bradford said by way of rounding
out his information. "William Steele. Don't know which
paper, but have an idea it's the San Francisco Chronicle. If
there's nothing more, Mr. Stanton, I'll hurry things along
inside."

Booth Stanton nodded absently, his eyes still upon  
William Steele's broad, loosely coated back. Bradford turned
and went again into the house.

"I'll bet publicity was invented in the first place by a
Corliss," muttered Stanton. "And it's good business at that.



But if these news makers had waited a day or two I'd have
been just as well pleased."

A hearty peal of young laughter issuing from the billiard
room drew his eyes thither. Three men, one of them hardly
more than a boy, the others veteran news writers, came out
upon the broad veranda. Seeing Stanton they came toward
him, a little round ruddy man in the lead.

"You're Booth Stanton, aren't you?" he asked pleasantly.
Stanton nodded.
"What's the cause of all the excitement?" he asked. "You

fellows land on the job as though a big, new story had
broken. Why all the haste?"

The ruddy man put out his hand, laughing.
"I'm Tom Arnold. This is Mr. Enright. This, Mr. Dibley. All

we know is that our various rags will run a good big story
with pictures, and that we're glad of the vacation. Swell
view from here, eh?"

"Steele ... that fellow out there ... isn't one of your
crowd?"

A slightly puzzled look crept into Tom Arnold's eyes.
"No," he admitted. "He's not a local man, either. Funny

guy. Asked him what sheet he was with and he told me the
funniest story I've heard in a year. We've doped it up,
though, that he's the New York  Sun man. High cost of living
and all that sort of thing, you know, has stirred a
tremendous interest in all kinds of rural production. If he is
the Sun man he's out here doing a detail of all western
ranching."

"What makes you think he's with the Sun?"



"I'm the gumshoe," grinned young Enright. "First, we'd
heard they were sending out a man. Second, he had a Sun
in his pocket and had been reading a report on California
mining and timber lands."

"Come in, boys," said Stanton, dropping the subject
abruptly. "I'm pretty busy this morning, but we'll round up
Bradford and get something to drink. Oh, Steele," he called,
"join us over a bottle?"

William Steele turned without removing the pipe-stem
from between his strong white teeth which shone cleanly as
he answered. Across the brief distance separating him from
the four men there came with the look of his eyes a sense of
ineffable and unruffled good humour. Be he whatever else
time and circumstance might prove him, one had but to look
into the merry eyes, note the humorous mouth, mark the
vigorous carriage of head and shoulders to write him down a
man who drank deep of the sheer joy of life.

"No, thanks." The deep toned voice in harmony with the
bigness of his bulk was also in tune with the atmosphere he
created, richly good-natured. "I'm drinking my fill of the
cocktail of the morning. Mix those old cliffs yonder with the
white of the river and the green of the valley, put in a dash
of the pine in the air, sprinkle with blue sky and sunshine
and ... Say,  old man, it beats champagne to a frazzle.
Thanks just the same."

Stanton shrugged and led the way inside. Steele turned
again to the prospect about and below him, smoking slowly.

Having for fifteen minutes entertained the
representatives of the press after the generously hospitable
manner proverbial of the Corliss home, Stanton excused



privilege have social duties to act honorably and
responsibly, a phrase commonly used in late 19th–early
20th century discourse.

20 A ramada is a simple open-sided shelter or arbor
common in the American Southwest and Mexico, typically
made of branches or brush to provide shade; here it denotes
a rustic outdoor kitchen structure.

21 Cottolene was a brand-name cooking shortening
introduced in the late 19th century and widely marketed in
the early 20th century as a substitute for lard; it was made
primarily from cottonseed oil (and in some formulations
mixed with other fats).

22 'Frijoles' is Spanish for 'beans'; 'frijoles à la Mexico'
here means beans prepared in a Mexican style (often with
ingredients like onion, tomato, and chili), a culinary
description rather than a standardized recipe.

23 An historical phrase used here to refer to tuberculosis
(also called the 'white plague'), a contagious bacterial
disease that commonly caused wasting and respiratory
symptoms; the surrounding mention of a 'tubercular expert'
in the text supports this interpretation.

24 Refers to ferries run by the Key System (often called
the Key Route), an early 20th‑century Bay Area transit
network that operated ferries and interurban streetcars
connecting San Francisco with the East Bay; the system was
most active from the 1900s through the 1940s.

25 Venustiano Carranza and Pancho Villa were prominent
leaders in the Mexican Revolution (roughly 1910–1920);
their rivalries and military actions contributed to regional
instability along the U.S.–Mexico border during that period.



26 A 'sluice robber' refers to someone who illegally steals
ore or placer gold by tampering with or diverting another
party's sluice box or stream channel, a charge commonly
made in frontier mining districts in the late 19th and early
20th centuries.

27 Historically, the 'prize ring' refers to the area or
contest of a boxing match; in early 20th‑century usage it
often denotes an organized physical fight, and here it’s used
figuratively to mean a fair contest of strength or skill
between men.

28 Referenced in the chapter as a place from which
Beatrice and Joe rode back to the ranch house; in the novel
it denotes a nearby encampment or portion of the Corliss
family's property rather than a historically famous location
(exact nature is specific to the story).

29 A 'Royal Flush' is the highest-ranking poker hand (ten
through ace in one suit); in early 20th‑century American
usage the phrase also suggested a guaranteed winner, so
naming a mine 'the Royal Flush' implies it is a sure bonanza.

30 'Uncle Samuel' is a personification of the United
States government, so 'Uncle Samuel's land' refers to land
owned or administered by the U.S. federal government
(public land), where federal rangers could enforce rules or
restrictions.

31 A common late 19th–early 20th century lever‑action
rifle cartridge and the rifles chambered for it, often used for
hunting and frontier use; developed around 1895 and widely
carried by civilians and frontiersmen in that era.

32 A rapidly growing frontier settlement that expanded
quickly due to a nearby mineral discovery or economic



boom, especially common during gold and silver rushes of
the 19th and early 20th centuries.

33 A personal nickname in the text; here, “plunging”
echoes the slang term for a gambler or speculator who
makes large, risky bets or investments, implying Carruthers
had a reputation for daring or high‑stakes activity.

34 Early 20th‑century American slang for a noisy
disturbance, scuffle, or brawl; commonly used in fiction and
newspapers of the period to mean a small fight or uproar.

35 Here “option” refers to a real‑estate option — a
contractual right (usually for a limited time and often for a
fee) to buy property at agreed terms within a specified
period; in the chapter Carruthers secures such an option on
the town’s property for a set number of days.

36 In early 20th‑century usage a sanatorium was a
medical facility for long‑term treatment and convalescence
(commonly for tuberculosis and other chronic illnesses),
often emphasizing rest, fresh air and climate; many were
located in mountain or seaside locales.

37 Coal oil (an older name for kerosene) lamps and
tallow candles (made from animal fat) were common
sources of indoor and street lighting before widespread
electric illumination, especially in the 19th and early 20th
centuries.

38 'Accordeon' is an alternate or archaic spelling of
'accordion,' a portable free-reed musical instrument used
widely in dance halls and popular music of the period; the
passage refers to a musician providing dance music.

39 Refers to the small ball used in a roulette wheel; in
early casino practice such balls were often made of ivory or



similar hard materials and determine the winning number
when they come to rest.

40 An exclamation meaning the player has won more
than the house (the 'bank') can immediately pay at that
table, a common gambling phrase indicating a payout large
enough to exhaust the table's funds.

41 ‘pay roll’ is an older two‑word spelling of ‘payroll,’
meaning the list of employees and the wages to be paid; in
remote mining and railroad camps these sums were
frequently carried in cash (gold and bank notes), which
made them a common target for robbery.

42 From French meaning a ‘masked ball’; in late 19th–
early 20th‑century usage it denotes a formal costume dance
where guests wear masks or disguises, a popular social
entertainment in Europe and America.

43 A named ranch in this novel that serves as the story’s
setting; the phrase refers to a fictional Western ranch
property (the name suggests a riverside ranch typical of
early 20th‑century American frontier fiction).

44 A capitalized place-name in the text referring to
Steele’s cabin or named outbuilding; here it functions as the
proper name of a private dwelling or small property
associated with the ranch, though the excerpt does not give
further historical or geographical details.

45 'Ilk' is an older word meaning 'of the same kind' or
'type'; the phrase 'Mrs. Denham ilk' therefore means a
woman of the same sort as Mrs. Denham, i.e., someone like
that character mentioned in the book.

46 A local civil magistrate who could perform minor legal
duties—most commonly officiating marriages, witnessing


