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TAST Card Gaspin, the gambler,.Idusted bis patent leathèr sboes
-- with a silk handkercbif, then

strolled t6' the door of tbe empty 1al< te
se wbat the row was about. Thesoo
was empty -net because tbe citizens of
Poteile were total abstainers, but be-
cause the hour was early-scarcely day-
break. Nor was the atmosphere of the
saloon exactly that of a Temperance Hall.
Tom and crumpled cards hittered tbe
floor, amid t a chaos cf broken glass,
cigar ends, and corks. LIt looked, mndeed,
as if Pottaville had been up very late,
and had gambled very bard.

Such surrourmdings did not disturb
Lest Card Gaspin, evea at this early bour.
It was the atmospbere of bis profession.
Htirnelf bie neyer smoked or drank, be-
cause such things were not inducive te

prfesi~il success. Always be was
wd-.motped antically-dressed, while

hie oisan-eut aristocratie features and
natly trirnmed moustache marked bim

nes a figure apart from the bearded,
moccasined, baggy-breeched throng from
whom hie wrung a living. Newcomers
weighed hlm up as a remittance mari, or
as a ipine owner from across the line, and
often tbey paid dearly for their mis-
Judffment. Hewas knowri by the name
of Last Card" because no matter bow
utterly hie was beaten, ôaspiri neyer lest
hi. coolness nor tbrew down bis baad.
Always hie played te bis last card, and
tlîat card bad, on many memorable and
historie occasions, extracted him from
apparently hopeless defeat. But Çaspin
wvas a cooly desperate mari; be was neyer
the first te draw a gun, but wben bie did
draw it things; bappened surprisingly
lquickly, and tbe scorer the bouse got out

e beeter for the biealth of ail coucerned.
But there was a row outarde, so Gaspîn

stepped inte the sweet morning air to in-
vestigate. Scarcely had be closed the
saloon door when it occurred to hum that
things were nt as tbey sbould be. Some-
one w!îs up against it, and as likely as not
tîat, soîneone was Last Card Gaspin.
The fact that two met 'i were stationed at
the other ide of the avenue, watclîing
the door, perbapsa8asisted bis alert judg-
ment in conîing te this decision, se
Gaspin calmily steod bis grourid and
awaited dev'elopmnents.

1The row drew nearer, then along the
avenue came a dozen or more men, led by
*Calvin, a promurient citizen. Eacb of
the men was heavily armed, and between
them tbey hustled P.ottevîlle Billy, who
kept the blind pig joint way down by
the landing stag-e. illy was a whisky
smuggler and a drunkard, bis bouse was
known as the lowest and fflthiest den in
that diseased quarter cf the tcwn.

Gaspin shrugged Iis shoulders. H1e
had spent six months at this camp, and
the men couldn't g amble for nuts. New,
hie guessed from the look of things, that
bis time was up. The wlrele gambling
fraternity cf Pottsville owed bim money,
se Pottaville bad put its beads together
and decided te clear itself cf debt. The
gambler must go, and while at it they
migbt as well purge the city cf eue or two
other undesirable characters.

"'Rigbt-about, Gaspiu," Calvini ordered
as the gang came up to the gambler.
"'You got to get out, and it's ne use
kicking, because all the boys are arnicd.
You and Billy go together. We've ird
enouglu cf ycur sort."

Last Card Gaspiî rmade no denui.
H1e turned and walked cooly ahead cf the
throrig, ready te figlît any one or liaif a
dozen cf tbem, but not the whole city iii a
bunch. Seeing bim Billy ceased te
struggle, and slipped Iis. hand tbrouglu

the gambler'si armn as a sign of brother-
hood. Gaspin shook himi off disdainfully.
"Lt ill be time enougb te help you aloîug
when V've got' te," h e stated, lus black
eyes flashing fire, and a laugh wvenftrip at
the dirunkard's expense.

Pot tsville Billy glared at Gaspiîî ivilli
eyes that propbesied no good foi- tlie
future. Tlîey were te bit the lonrg trail
together as partners, but as frieîids-
never!

They allowed Gaspin te get bis poîryý
and te saddle Up, but tbey gave bîm ne
time te obtain provisions or te change
into bis bush gear. Wher ibe demurred

*they informed hini that "Your sort cari
j; inake onit aniywerc." Billy bad liepony,

anîd i ie o ffercd to lend him onue. He
IMS i nn go ia s Le i:il le -(flnfoot. 'Fuer'

marcbed the two to the outskirts of thé

city, 'and there solemnly warned tbem
that they returnedý at the peril of their
lives.

Gaspin rode slowly about flfty yards
ahead of bis partrier till the city was out
of sight, then bie drew rein and waited.

"'got any grub, Billy?" hie asked,
gazing along the prairie track abead.

"No" replied the drunkard, "but I

g ot tbisl" and from bhis pocket hie drew a
bttle of firewater.
The gambler quietly dismounted. He

wrenched the bottle from Billy's grasp
and smasbed off its aeck against the toe
of bis boot, then while Billy stood,
staring and vindictive, Gaspin pointed to
the cayuse.

"Get up!" hè roared fiercely.
"Wbat in -"
"Get up!" repeated Gaspin. He caught

Billy by the shoulder and shook hum.
"The- sooner you sober up. and realise
what we're up against the better," lbe
pursued. "It,6 tbree days' ride te Gjolden
City with a good cayuse and proper gear.
We've no gear and only orie pony between
us. It will take the devil's own luck to
get us tbrougb. Get up!"

He got Billy mounted, then for tluree
solid bours tbe gambler trotted abead over
the bot saad and in bis' thin patent
leather sboes. The trait led over the
prairie foothilla for baîf a day's ride, thea
it mouated sudderily upwards towards
the butts, and wouad its course over the
heights te, Golden City, in among the bils.
It was a dangerous trail at any time, and
dilficult te find on account of the sbifting
and drifting of occasional swamps and
sand belts. In wînter it uvas impossible,
but at this time of the year the ground and
the grass that covered it were burnt
tinder dry.

Evening found both men played out
on the first slope of the foothilîs. There
was a creek here, and a reasonably
sheltered camping place. Far in the
distance the smoke of Pottsville rose
straight skywards, and Billy, tiglîtening
bis belt, stood and cursed it. He cursed
it witb an easy flow of blaspliemies whiclu
might bave fired thîe very grass at bis feef,
then hie tturned and silent 13 cursed the
gambler.

Pcttsville Billy bad not forgotten that
only a fcw weeks ago, Gaspin, then
popular, had entered lis saloon with
Calvin and one or t'a o other prominent
citizens, and they had fired up the wbole
show, leaving a wreckage of broken
demijobris and benches behind tbem.
Tbey had done this because the bouse
was drawing pi etty near the limit, and
because Pottsville Billy hîmself was a
"émeani swipe and a drunkard." H1e bad
net forgottemu the second insult of that
very mnorning, and lastlyv, thougli perhaps
nst significant ini lus meinory, was the

smashing of the precioýts bottie for whicli
bie stood in such sore need. And so
Billy cursed Pottsville, cursed the gamb-
er, and finally cursed the 'aboie landscape

from akyline fo skyline.
Gaspini's f houglîts were somne'aliat dif-

ferent, but perhaps no less bitter. There
wvas the journey ahead of tbenm. t was,
of course, a gamble whetlier or îiot the,'
would get through, and it neyer occurred
fo Gaspin that the urimistakable shadow
of doubt was cast by the unkempt person
of Pottsville Billy. Withotut him Gas-
pin rould have get through ensilv on his
own cayuse, and hie was ini no way called
upen te, sec Billy throuigli. lie nierely
megarded the druiikard ini the saie ligbit
as hie regar'ded the waterless sand tracks,
the glaring aiutîn sun, anrd the othici
elemeiuts of discomfort that surrotinded
bim. Billy uvas one of the iîatural ob-
stacles in t he uvay, te be dealt with wif h
a stern baund and unw'avering dtr
iitiation.

'[heur there were the nmen at Pottsvilh'.
1ottsville, flie gamibler felt, biat pla ' ed
it very lowr dowi oni hiiun. t uas no
fauît of his that tlîey couldu't ganible for
nts; .anîd if, occasionally, thev liadl

allowed tlenîselves to beclîheated, that
w~as threir show. It was owing te theju'
ewii stiipidîty thaf. their wealth filteredi
it o lus spacioris pockets, tili, realising

thle inconveîîieîuue of paving debts, ther-
hacI turnied hue ouf and forbidden lîjîni
f o ret urii.

'XVell, thIuglt cGaspin, as lie vierved
the 1:11 o treîýiks of s'inke, Ireclc,î 1
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know wbo had most to do with it-tbe
men wbo owed me most! Sooner or
later we'll meet agan, man to man, not
fort y to one, and they won't be so blame
con fident then."

Thus ran the thougbts of two des-
perate men as they lay at the prairie
edge unider the glories of sunset-the
one a drunken degenerate, wbo hated the
whole world and vainly tried to voice bis
batred in the foulest of blasphemies, the
other a stoic, a last card fighter, a calmly
desperate son. of sin, drifting on the
outside edge of civillzatioli's seas.

The two slept apart. Gaspin knew
that Bily's life depended upon him, but
he did not realise that tbis fact migbt
not have entered bis companion's sodden
mind. 11e was wakened by a duil roar
and by the blast of flying sand ini bis face.
It was blowing haîf a hurricane, and the
hollow in wbich be lay was filled witb a
duil, fitful glow.

No need for tbe gambler to poader as
to what was astiri 1He knew the sound
and sigbt and smell of it. The prairie
was on fire, but on the leeward side of
hm-no need to stir.

Suddenly Gaspin leapt up, wide awake,
and tried to estirnate-the extent of the
ire beit. They would blame him for
tbis-the men of Pottsville. The fire
bas started from bis trail-be would have
started it! Ris life was not worth much
to tbemn; they would bold it as, cbeaply
as be bimiself beld it, and stria g im up
at tbe edge of tbe timber beit witbout
even a trial. Many of tbem, indeed,
would be relieved to sec bim finally out
of action.

Gaspin went to.the place where be bad
seen Bily sleeping. The mari was gone!
He stroiled to the tethering post- wbere
they bad left the cayuse. There was no
cayuse there! The gambler retuzned to
the ridge and lay, bis cbin on bis baads,
watcbing the bolocaust, now beyond all
buman coatrol. Billy had stolen the
cayuse and fired tbe prairie! At tbat
moment be was riding post baste for
Golden City, tbere to describe bow
Gaspin bad, deliberately and maliciously,
fired the grass in tbe hope of destroying
Pottsville. Tbus Billy would reinstate
himself, and incidentally pay off a few
01(1 scores.

Next morning Gaspin sbrugged lus
shoulders. It was a gamble. 11e would
make tbe best of bis way towards Golden
City, and/ probably thle lyncbing party
would met/im en route. If they gave
him any sort of a show Billy would have
lo (I0 some quick lhinking, but anyway
the world was dlean and fresb, with a dis-
tinct nip in the atmosphere.

That evening found Gaspin on the long,
Darrow ascent, where the foothills trait
became the pack trail-the mountain
track. H1e tbanked bis stars to be among.
the timber again. Here was a wide
plateau, the inountain side falling away
ini a series of sfeps from the side of if.
The hreast roSe three thousand feet, ai.
niost sheci, the trail hugging the cliffs,
as thouglh to bide itself froni the fierce
upland gale.

The man was out of sight where he lay,
though he could watcb tbe trail, and he
uvas just pondering wbetber to risk a fire
w'hen the clatter of ponies' hoofs camne
up wind from the Pottsville direct ion.
Gaspin sat up, ready, but next moment
hie burst into incontrollable mirth as the
train came in view.

It was led by a young mari wlîo pos-
sessed an enorinous nose. Gaspin recog-
nised him as tbe Bishop, an occasional-
very occasional-visitor to Potts' ille.
Behind the young manî rod& two old
people-a plump 01(1 lady who. seafed in a
kind of an amni chair saddle, smiled
placidly on the laîidscape, and. a verv
thin, keen-eyed old gentleman, weil
groomed, but quite as unsuifablv attired
for bis surrounidings as bis sp)ouse appar-
ent. Fiiially came two vers' sleepy old
mîules, la(lei sky higlu uithl a w'onderful
assortmnent of packs, miost uîiskilfully
:u'raîîged. The whiole outfit looked so
tnîcli like a pieniie aff airtat itaspin, weak
witlî hungèr, pereeiv'ed no îîeril iii býilinjg
tdieu .

.Hi-tIiere-Bishop!- lie shouted, anîd
n1ext muomuent the Bishonp w as stuinb]ing
towards liiî, a frank sinile of greetiîîg
On his boyislî courtenance.

"Gaspin!" lie cried. "M.%y stars, Gas-
pin! M-ho ever expeeted seeing you here?
But \N-at- lie pauseci and looked the
ganbler Up and down: what ini thîînder
ar'e V'OU loing h lere i iciliV u n

I.

The ganibler's incredible story filedl the
young man with admiration. Gaspin bad
experienced a speil of assorted luck-.
very assorted! fiscdaims hadnfot panned
out as hoped, and hie had lost heavily at
cards, so hie had just' cleared out without
a cent to try his luck elsewhere. No
grub, no pony, no nothing! "Say, Bisbop,
who's the two old folk you've got along
witb you?"

"Hush!" whispered the boy, holding up
a warning finger. "Father and mothert
Not a word to them about that littie
flutter I bad along with you and Calvin
and Billy Templeton. Kt would shoek
them."

Gaspin did some quick thinking, then
hie remnembered that hie had played one
night with this boy, and-thank Heavens!
-the boy had won. At the end of the
game Gaspin had led himi aside. "Don't
think you're gomng to win again, my son,"I
hie whispered, "'cause you're not! Chuck
it right now. It's a fool's game."

"Say, Gaspin," whispered the boy as
tbey drew near the old people, 'I took
your advice. I've neyer touched a card
since. Thanks."

Then suddenly it dawned upon Gaspin
that lie had at last stumbled acrossaa
society wIýere hie was not known. He
feit the discovery quite refreshing. The
Bishop had a ranch somewhere out
Lame Do g way, and kaew nothing about
,him. Well, they would find out sooner
or Iater-probably with the devil of a
tbump! Inthe meantime-nothing said.

Gaspia was gorgeously presented to the
old people. "This is Mr. Gaspin of
Pottsville," the Bisbop announeed. "Mr.
Gaspin has experienced a rua of bad
luck-like I did, at first, you know,
Pater-and rather than borrow from his
friends, hie ht the trail on foot and
witbout grub. What d'you think of
that, mother?"

The old lady bowed graciously and
smiled approvingly, but made no com-
mpnt-probably because she was rather
deaf. The old gentleman descended from
bis tame old cayuse, shook hands, and
then called-"Mary!"

1His wife bearned on him. "Mary,
hie repeated, "he's hungry! Wants food!
Eh-eh-!" and hie pointed to his own
open mouth.

The old lady slipped from lier 'saddle
with an alacrity that *as really surprising.

"am sure you must be very hungry!'
she told Gaspin, with the same homely
smile of approval, then shie began to
bustie round to prepare a homely meal.

"Tired out, I'm sure," she told the
Bishop. "Bring that potted chieken
and the eggs."

Why did the eyes of the gambler follow
hier? Wby did hie, once or twice, tura
away and catch bis breath, bis gaze seek-
ng the distant skyline, but se eing notbing
but the emptiness that Ili beyond?

As a rule Gaspin merely tolerated
wvomeni. For many years hie had known
nione but those that drift to the outside
edge. His knowledga. .of these had not
endowed huîn with afy special respect for
womanhood, yet, to-night Last Card
Gaspin, the stoie, caught his breath as
though suddenly infected witb some lung
trouble.%

That was a meal! Not that there was
a huge spread, but it ivas served in a
way that made a fellow hungry, and a
white and kindly hanci antâcipated his
requirements. There were rings on that
hand-quaint, old-fashioned rings, not
particularly beautiful, but at any rate
quiet and hoinely. And when the meal
was over the old man pointed towards
the great wooden cross at the end of the
plateau, standing out grim and bleak,
against the fading sunset.

'What's that?" hie said. "Teddy
couldn't tell us."

"That," said MNr. Gaspin, "marks the
1)urial place of a party of 'Indians, wbo
were snowed in on this trail, just above
there, on-" lie paused. He had foriotten
the date. "Ten years ago," hie added
almost apologetically.

"Dear-dear!" said the old gentleman.
"And you were here, then?"

"At Golden City, ves. M'inter began
phenomenally early that year. It caught
the Indians unaw'ares. When at last we
got to themi there was onlv one-an old
squaw-living. W'e raised the cross ini
memnory of the rest."

Poor things!" said t.be old lady.
"What they must have suffered!"

A few minutes later, w'ben Gaspin was
lending the Bishop a hand with the
ponies, lie said udnl-Sv Bishc'p,
what date is it?'

il


