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one side of him or the fat squaw who sat on
the other. He was thankful not to be held

up by highwaymen, or dumped into the wild

cataract of waters below. Outside was a
changing panorama of mountain and canyon,

with a world of forests and lakes. Inside was
a drama of humsm nature to outdo any curtain-

raiser he had ever witnessed—a baronet who
had lost in the game and was going home
penniless, perhaps earning his way by helping

with the horses ; an outworn actress who had
been trying her liick at the dance-halls; a
gambler pretending that he was a millionaire

;

a saloon-keeper with a few thousands in his

pockets and a diamond in his shirt the size of

a pebble ; a tenderfoot rigged out as a veteran,

with buckskin coat, a belt full of «trtillery,

fearfully and wonderfully made new high-

boots, and a devil-may-care air that deceived

no one but himself ,- a few Shuswaps and
Siwashes, fat, ill-smelling, insolent, and plainly

highly amused in their beady, watchful, black,

ferret eyes at the mad ways of this white

race ; a still more ill-smelling Chinaman ; and
a taciturn, grizzled, ragged fellow, paying no
attention to the fat squaw, keeping his obser-

vations and his thoughts inside his high-boots,

but likely as not to turn out the man who


