
BRITISH COLUMBIA MINING CRITIC.

"WALKI"

'lie followinig incident is supposed to have oc-
curred in the early 5o's, nlear a little town in Shasta
countv, Californa, naumed Mxletown, wliere for a
while gold was as easy to get ont of the ground as
whisky is to get froiî over a bar at Dawson City
nov. 'Tlie roads leading fromîî Muletown down
through the valley of Sacramento river were then,
as they are yet, probably the dustiest in California,
and to follow behind a freiglit " outfit " for any
considerable distance would certainuly be a great
punisient. Although the incident occurred forty
years ago, muen. of the mining camps are just as
foolish today as thuey were thcn.-Canadian Mininîg
Review.

Up the dusty road fromn Denver town,
'l'o where the mines their treasures hIide,
The road is long, andi manv miles
The golden store and town divide.

Along this road one sunner day
There toiled a tired manl,
Begrimîed with dust, the weary way
He cussed as soue folks canu.

The stranger hailed a passing teamn
That slowly dragged its load along,
His hail raised up the teanster old,
Aid checked his mnerry song.

Sav, stranger !" " Wal, who.o-ap !"

Ken I walk behind your load
A spell on this yer road ?"

l Wal no, yer can't walk, but git
Up on the seat and ride. Git up hyar."
" No-up, that aint what I wantu;
Fer it's in yer dust, that's like a smudge,
I want to trudge, for I deserve it."
" Wal pard, I aint no hog, and I don't
Own this road afore nior 'hind;
So just git in the dxust and walk,
If that's the way you're '-clined."
'Gee up ! ger lang !" the driver said,

The creaking wvain moved on aiain;
The teamster heard the stranger talk,
As'if two trudged behinmd his van;
Yet looking back could only spyî
A single lonely muanu.
Yet heard the teanster words like these
Comle fron the dust as fromu a cloud,
For the weary traveller spoke his mtind,
His thouglts lie uttered loud.
Anmd this the burden of his talk:
" Walk now, yer damun fool, walk
Not the way yer w-ent to Denver,
Walk, gol darm yer, walk;
Welnt to the mines and made yer stake,
'Nuff to take yer back to the State
Whar yer was born.
Whar ini hell's yer corn?

Wal, Walk, danu yer. walk.
Dust iii your eyes, dust in your r.ose,
Dust down yer throat, and thick
On yer clothes. Can't hardly talk,
I know it, but walk, damn yer walk.
Wliat did ver do with all yer tin?
Y-e-s, blew every cent of it iii.
Got drunk-got sober-got drunk agin
Wal, walk, damîn yer, just walk.
What did yer do? What didn't yer do?
Whjy when yer war thar yer gold dust flew.
Ver thought it were fine to keep opening wine,
Now walk, you son of a biscuit, walk.
Stop to drink? Wliat, water! water!!
Wvhy the water witlh you wern't anywhar!
It was wine-extra dry-oh ! you flew high,
Now walk, damnî yer, just walk.
Ciokes yer this dust? Wal, that ain't the wust,
When yer get back to whar the diggings are,
No pick, no siovel, no pan. Wal, you're a healthy

nan,
So walk, gol dam yer-just walk.
Tlefools don't all go to Denver town,
Nor do they all to the mines cone down;
Most of us ail have in our day,
In sone sort of shape, somne kind of way,
Painted the town vith the saine old stuff,
Dióped in stocks, made sone bluff,
Mixed wines, old and new,
Got caught in wedlock by a shrew,
Stayed out all niglit, tiglit,
Rolled home in the norning liglit,
With crumpled tie and torni clawhamner,
And voke up next morning withî a "lkatzenjam-

mler,"
And walked, yes - us hiow we walked?
Now don't try to yank every bun,
Don't try to have all the fun;
Don't think you know it all,
Don't think real estate won't fall
Don't try to bluff on au ace,
Don't get stuck on a pretty face;
Don't believe every " jay's " talk,
For if you do-
Vou can bet your sweet life you'll walk."
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