THE COLONIST

Juny 1892,

A Whole 'fmm.

A sonaitive man hns no busjuess on the des.
ort.  He will get prodded everywhere, If ho
tako offense at rough banter, Lord help him
whon he gets into 4 wining camp. I e woar
his hoart upon his alcove lot hitm stoer clear of
the Mexican towns aud their protty scnoritas.
1f he would know any peaco let him keop away
from the cattlo range, for tho cowboys' jests
are as keen and cutting as the spurs at their
heels.

Irank Robbins was beginning o find out
somo of these things. But if you gave him a
wholo decade he would not find them all out.

**What the boy wants is toughening,” said
Mart Selby,

Mart was big aud tough, and he saw nu good
reason why anybody bst o child or a woman
should bo tender,

““He's a young colt that wants a Mexican bit
shoved into his mouth, and then te bo ridden
throhgh the cactus.”

At Lucin’s ranch the boys joked nud ircitated
Robbios, but it did vot scem to tougheu him.
They cared nothing for whiskey that dido’t
strotch as it went down, and when he put wat-
crin his they called him a perfect lady and
laughed loudly.

“Stand their joshing,” said Mart to Robbins,
“and you'll get along better. They always
make it hot for & man that don’t josh back.”

“Oh, I don’t mind it,” replied Kobbins, bad.
ly averdoing his effort to luok unconcerned.

It had been the same everywhere lic had been
in the West. He was one of those men who
arc never anything but tenderfeet. e simply
would not take mea as he found them, though
they were perfectly willing to take him so,
Aupd the absurd ideas that had lodgment in his
head t Chief amnong these were that he must
have a fricad—a chum—wlio should be a mau
after his own heart. He had been looking for
such a man for two years. Ie picked him out
occasionally, but he never found him to suit.
‘L'his onc was not truthful, and the other was
not nico in his speech.  There was something
lacking in cach one.

¢ What I want isa whole maun,” he sighed,
I never could take up with any of these half
made fellows, Duat it is not 3o casy. Lven
when I find a man that is teinperate and intel
loctual ho turns out to be selfish.  What would
I not give for a whole man for a friend and com
panion —a whole man,”

Ho would not take up with Mart Selby,
though Mart saw that “‘the young fellow” sorcly
nceded a feiend and helper, particularly one
who would toughen him. He kept on lookiuvg
for his made to order man, but he nover seemed
to hit upon him. Few such men ‘zs he was
looking for are to be found within » thousand
miles of Lucin's, In fact, at Lucin’s you would
be at a loss to discover a single man who did
not like to take observations of old Ashby's
cloth and paper ceiling through the bottom of a
whiskey glass, and if you heard a voice, 1 will
give you iy word of honor it was no cherub’s,

Ono day the boys outdid all their other littlo
meaoness to Robbins by gotting him hopelessly
drunk. Of course it was no killing matter; but
ho hiad never been drunk before and he took it

veory scriously and ccsolved to loavo camp noxt
day.

Mart did uot like this, HHisheart had wart.
cd toward the *young fellow,” and he hated to
sce him loavo the place. Finally he resolved to
go with him.

They agreed betweon them that they would
not go on the range again. Thoy would go
prospecting for gold.

Aud thus it was that they came b make the
journoy over the desert townard Dead 1orse
Gulch, Now, as everybody in thut country
koows, the wealth of Doad Horse Gulch is
great, but it is vey hard to reach. Miners
who have lived out the awful heat of the alkali
plain that lics all around tho buttes whecein
the gulch makes its gash, have come back with
full bolts, but none of them have ever gone o
second tino.

Ia suggesting this journey Mart Selby bad a
double object.  First, he wanted to toughon
** the young follow,” and next. he wanted to
enrich them both. Mart know that Robbins
hod como out west to make cnough money to
marry 8 nice girl who lived in Delaware, and
he knew, too, that *the yousg fellow” had
found money making vory slow work.

From Lucin’s to the great alkali plain that
lay bofore the buttes in which tho gold was hid-
den was a long and teilsome journey. Bat the
real work only began with the crossing of the
atkali desert.

White and naked lay the dead land before
their aching eyes. The eye of heaven shone
down with wmost unrelenting ficrceness. No
breath of air was stirring, and the whole world
was to them as dumb as death.

Mart had counted on the journey being a
hard onc, but not so hard as this. 1lc had not
dreamed that the watcr would give out so sooun,
por that the horses would sink down and dioas
they did.

Still they staggered on, their forms, bent un-
dor their heavy burdews, standing out sharp
and raw above the white earth, on which their
clearly defined shadows fell with inky black-
ness,

In that c!oudless, mistless air distance scemed
sct at naught, for they travelled on and on to-
ward thoe buttes, and yet they scemed to grow
110 nearer.

It was toward evcoiog that they reached a
1ocky islet in tho sca of alkali, and there, after
o very bad mecal of hardtack, they fell aslecp,
Robbius dreaming of clear, cold water, drawn
from marble fountains in crystal goblets. The
young man was the firsy to awake. The sun
was begioniog to shoot his fiery ncedles over
the mountains. Robbins lifted his hand to rub
his eyes,
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Then a tonpgue of flame darted toward him
and strack him on the palm of the hand.

“« My God,” he groaned, ‘“it's a rattlcsnake,
and he's bitten me !

Nis voice scemed to awaken a hundred
cchocs, and to these responded a hundred rat-
tles,

Sclby sat up in his blanket and starod at him
stupidly. As he wade the movoment, a rattle.
spako struck him in the face and another, at
his side, would have donc the same had-he

not threw himsolf out of roach of his deadly
fangs.

The rattles sounded oun every aido. The
two icn ran back to a strotch of sand boyond
tho rocks and gazed at cach othor wildly.

“ Hold still,” demanded Mart, * Lot me
look at your bite.”

He grasped the boy's haad.

** Thank Clod, it's not in tho vein !

Ho scized his knife and quickly hollowed out
a picce of flesh.

“Lhore, hold your hand down and let the
blood run freo, while I tis this cord around
yoar arm,"

He twisted the atont cord until it cut inte
the arm.

** Now, the whisky,"” he gaspod.

¢t No," said Robbias, * let me cut tho poisvn
out of your wound,"

Mart hold still a moment whilo thie was
done.

“ Now, the whisky—quick ! cried Rob.
bing,

But Selby did not look for the bringing forth
of the flask with uny light of hope in his
cyes. -

¢ It is yours,” he said yuiotly., * Thero is
only cnough for onc, and barely that.”

‘* Then it is yours, Mart.”

“ No—yours.”

“ But you are the worsc bitten. Your face
is alrcady begioning to swell.  Drink it.”

There was apguish in the tone, ¢s there was
heroisim ia the words ; but it was heroism of a
weakly sort. e held out the bottle at arm's
length, while he turned his face away.”

‘“No, by God! IUs your's boy!"” camoin
firmer aud more commanding tones from Mart
Selby. ““You have a mother and a sweetheart
back in the States. And I—I have nobody.
There was somebody occe, but there ain’t no
body now—nobody at all.”

In the face of this fearful temptation Robbing
felt himself weakening, 11e grew less strong of
resolution with cach tick of the watch in his
pocket, heard so plainly in the desert stillness.
What a coward hc fclt himself; but—how sweet
was life.

Was there not help to be had from somo
other source? He could not take this. The
drinking of that liquid was the drioking of
Selby’a lifc, and that life meart much to him
now. Here was the wholc man !

liis oycs swept the hopeless plain. He
looked for the ““dust” of a travclier, but hesaw
none. Tho heat of the day was growing. Ho
thought he felt the poison pulsing through his
veins.

““No—No,” he said, sinking down upon the
sand. And there was a pitiable weakness in

* his tones.

Sclby took the bottle from his hand. As he
did a0 & shade of fear rosc to Robbia’s face.
Sclby saw it and smiled. The swollen face
made the smile grotwsque ; but, nono the less,
it was the smile of a god. He camc forward
and knolt beside tho crouching form of Robbin,
who was lying on his face, with his eyes shut,
begged him not to think of him, but of him-
gelf.  But tho tonc was growieg weaker.,

The other said no word, but, lifting his
fricnd’s head, ho tincorked the bottle and held
it to his lips. A look of rcmonstrauco camo
over Robbing' face, and ho raiscd his hand to .
push away the bottle. Just thean ho glanced




