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CHAPTER VIIL—(Continued.)

I didn’t come to until she stooped to
pick up the wood, as much to hide the
blood in her face as anything else, and
then I remembered who I was. I
flapped off my hat and took the wood
from her.

“No woman carries wood when I'm
around,” said I, “not by a damn gight.”
“You know then?”’ she whispered.
“Yes—I know,” I answered. I tried
%0 say something more, but for the lifte
of me I couldn’t think of anything to:
fit the occasion; so I just dumped the
wood by the fireplace, and then walk-
ed outside to let the next shower rain
on me. There I stood in the full pelt
and swing of it, wet to the bone in a
jifty, and all I did was to say over to
myself the many different kinds of
ways I could be damned if 1 ever heard

the like of that before.

A hundred little things came rushing
up to show me what a fool I had be=n
not to have guessed it long ago—it's o
much easier to work out a puzzle when
you know the answer! But if it hadn't
been for the little cat, I don’t believe
¥d ever have thought of it.

I was brought out of the trance by
a touch on my arm, and Mary Upton
was loking up into my face, with what
I've come to think are the sweetest
eyes on earth—mother’'s always being
barred—even though they don’t belong
to me. 8

“You will keep my secret?”’ she ask-
ed. “You won't tell—the others?”

Now that was coming it pretty rough.
1 was fairly bursting to spin my yarn
to the other boys, for this was genuine
romance right out of a book, and Lord!
could*nt I paralyze them! Still, what
are you going to do when a lady looks
at you like that? I knuckled. To be
gure, it was a kind of queer rig for a
lady—old patched trousers, & worn-out
pair of boots andya coat that must have
seen better days; but the face was the
thing. We placer miners see too much
of foundered wearing-gear to set much
dtock on clothes. Mary Upton's face
was all right. You couldn’t look at it
and beliece the owner was anything but
just what she was; as true and faith-
ful a little woman as ever saw hard
luck.

Tut one thing I heid out for. I must
know the Wwhole business, and after
some talk back and forth, I made her
see that it was only the square thing—
if T was to keep what I had found out
to myself, thereby rather Dplaying it
on my pardners—for me to get a line
on what was back of it all.

It didn’t td#ke much urging, for, as
she said, poor little woman! her heart
was aching for somebody to pour out
her troubles on.

We sat down on the bunk in the cab-

in, and she told me her story, from
which you can judge what an’ all-round
silver-mounted gentleman Mr. Upton
was. :
» Her father was a doctos in-a.coun-
try village. He was a widower, and
she his only child. He made her his
companijon and friend, as well ag teach-
Ing her a_good bit about medicine and
gurgery, for which Brother Perkins
can be duly thankful. The old gentie-
man would drive livelv horses, and one
day he was brought home feet first.

He left a little property behind him,
which brought Mary into.contact with
Brandon Upton, who was the cashier
of a private bank in town.

Upton made love to her and married
her, doubtless thinking her rock-pile
wag much larger than it turned out to
be. They lived along moderately un-
happy for a couple of years. By that
time Upton had blown in all her
money, and he ‘dipped his fingers into
the bank safe for a cool five thousand.
Beems that the president of the bank
had- picked up Upton when he was a
kid, raised him, educated him, and gave
him his job; so when Brandon played
the double-cross on him, he naturally
foamed at the mouth. Offered a thou-
sand dollars for him dead or alive.
That sent them out of that part of -the
country a-flying. Mary had had the
strictest kind of religious raising, and
It never same to her mind at that time
but she must stick to her husband
through thick and thin. Maybe that's
good religion, but it’s pretty poor reas-
oning. Well, they hit the breeze for
the ‘West, and from that on they did
enough things to fill a book. Brandon
turned sort of general ' weak-kneed
erook—capped for faro games, travel-
led with a soup package man, sold
town lots that didn’t belong to him,
and ‘so on. I know the breed.

She didn’t want‘to go into that part

much, and it wasn’t necessary. I could
guess it. A lovely iife for a woman
who had been her father’s idol, and
didn’t know what anything but honesty
waes until she was twenty years old.
And, of course, Mr. Upton treated her
Ilfke a dog, or sort of tolterated her,
just as his luck ran.
" All this time he was ready to drop
all holts and pull his freight the mo-
ment he thought anybody was getting
on to him, and like most people with
bad consciences he saw danger where
there wasn't the least smell of it; but
that thousand dollar reward hung
heavy over his head.

At last he saw a clipping in a news-
paper that sent him out to our part
of the country. They were perching
lightly in Quickiown at the time, which
was about thirty miles south to Tin-
cup, in the foothills.

Mary got the clipping and showed it
to me. It was a great piece of writing,
gotten up by somebody who didn’'t
know an auger-hole rifle from a stack
of lagging, but the way it talied with
the things that followed was most as-
tonishing.

The writer went on to say that there
was a remarkable gold deposit on top
of a hill in the Limestone country. (He
picked the Limestone, of course, be-
cause nobody knew anything about it,
and couldn’'t contradict him). I don’'t
know why he put the gold on top of the
hill. I suppose he’d heard somebody
talking of high benech deposits once,
and thought it would soumnd well; but
all the gold in our country lay within
ten foot of the creek level; that mark-
ed it for a dead lie, right in the go-in.

Here, however, wag where the funny
part came.
who had 2 map of the place and was
fust fitting out to start. That ac-
counted for Upton’s excitement when
he first met us. Now, I want to tell
you right here, that Old Henry’s map

wasen’t the least use on the face of the\_'

earth. We never found any such place
as he spoke of.

When you come to think of it, it
was on the cards that a man writing a
fish story about the mines should lug
in a map; that’s only reasonable and
gives a frame to the tale, but that we
should really have had a map, and
shown it to Upton, certainly was gueer.
I don’t believe those things just hap-
pen. I wouldn’t go so far as to say
that everything is planned. but it does
seem sometimes as {if somebody in
charge kind of worked the moves on
the board.

“So that's the reason your husband
made you carry a pack out here, is it?”
I sald as I handed the clipping back.
“Well he’s an awful fool as well as
dirty mean rascal.”

Oh man! But didn’t I feel warm as
I looked at the woman beside me,
wringing her hands together and fight-
ing back the tears! Do you know what
I'd have done to Upton if he had shown
up at that minute? Well, I'd have peg-
ged him out ‘spread-eagle, and built
a fire on his manly bosom, Injun fash-
ion. Yes, and I'd have enjoyed seeing
him squirm. It wouldn’t have taken a
whole lot for me to hunt up his pres-
ent address, and do it, anyhow.

“My God!” I said, “but you have run
up against the worst of it, you poor
little woman!”

“Yes I am in an evil case,’” she an-
swered. “But do you know, Jack, we
get so used to our condition—what was
once so awful soon gets to be only a
part of our life, that if I could only
get into woman’s clothes again I think
I could be contented out here. I pray
nights that I may have a chance to
appear as myself again.”

I had hard work to keep my face
gtraight at this. It struck me that
that ought to be the least of her trou-
bles. It wouldn't bother me much, my
rig.

If I'd been in her place my prayer
would have been for somebody to shoot
Brandon Upton—shoot him fatally,
thoroughly, and soon—pbut women are
queer folks, all of ’em.

Now that I knew she was a woman,
of course, I sized her up carefully,
without letting on what 1 was doing.
She had filled up some during the rest,
and her face didn’t show every bone
in it, as it had when she staggered up
to our first eamp, fairly killed with the
weight of the pack.

Her mouth wasn't small, but it had
something very nice about it at the
corners. Her eyes were blue and bright
—not a hard bright like steel. such as
you sometimes see—but ' clear and
womanly: Her nose  seemed ‘about
medium- size and & very good kind of
nose, and her curly. yellow hair be-
came her very -well.. I made up my
mind as I looked, that she would be a
good-looking woman, but she wasn’t
much more than a girl—only a year
older than I, and I had just passed my
twenty-third birthday. How long I'd
passed it I don’t rightly know, for we
hadn’t kept track of time very closely.
It was some time in June now, as we
figured, and that made me three
months over,

As she neared me, it just struck me
that I had chased her lawful husband
away for the day, and I couldn’t quite
keep from' laughing. I understood now
why she protested at that action. She
didn’t want to give Upton any chance
to criticize, knowing very well that he
wouldn’t neglect an opportunity. She
hinted, when she was telling me her
story, that he had the nerve to be ex-
ceedingly jealous, and would raise
Cain, if she so much as spoke to a
man. And I had bounced him bodily!
Well, there was no help for that, and
he might as well stay bounced. I
didn’t want him, and it simply wasn’t
humanly possible that she did.

“What are you laughing at, friend
Jack?” she asked.

I told her. She tried to look very
severe and solemn, but she couldn’t
keep her mouth from twitching.

“That was a dreadful thing to do,”
she said.

“I'll go right off and get him now!”
I cried, with mock politeness. I thought
it would make her laugh, but after all

it was too serious a matter for her.

“You needn’t mind,” she replied and
the smile went out of her face,

I changed the subject.

“What am I going to call you now?™
I asked.

“Call me Will; that tells nothing.
Father always used to'call me that. I
think- he wished I was a boy—boor
father! It is from Wilmot, my middle
name. It was my mother’s family
name.

“All right then, Will,” I said. ‘“Now
I want to tell you something. I
shouldn’t dare trust my not altogether
lamb-like temper if I should see Mr.
Upton. Chances are I'd hurt him; 8o
I'm going away to-night and I'm going

while to cool off.”

“And leave me here alone!” she
cried, the old terror coming back into
her face.

“Not altogether alone. TI'll keep a
watch out through the night, and if
you ‘need help just call. T'll be there
quick as legs can carry me and mine
are pretty spry.”

“That’s better,” she said—then she
went on slowly. “I can’t tell you how
lI dread being alone with that man
| now. You would think that after be-
ing my husband for four years, I

He said there was a miner, |

would be somewhat accustomed to him,
{ wouldn’t you? But, do you know, he
| seems to me like a perfect stranger.
| The man I thought I married never
| existed. My ideas concerning my duty
| have changed, and although I shall
keep on—from habit as much as any-
thing—yet there is nothing left to sup-
port me.”

I couldn’t say anything to this, but
I gave her hand a gbod friend’s shake,
which let her know how I felt about it.

Then I gathered my traps and pulled
cut, telling Will to take good care of
Mr. Thomas, and to see he got his piece
of meat.

| CHAPTER VIIL

with & man, as I did with Upton, for
some time, and you know that he's like

to stay away until I have had a little |
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up to some devilry all the time, and
that ain’t in nature. But that’s the
way you look at it, and so I didn’t get
a wink of sleep, hardly -that whole
night, until just before morning. I
was listening for a yell for help, and
felt kind of cheated when it didn’t
come along. :

When I woke up it was broad day-
light, and there sat a little chipmunk
'longside of my face, cocking his head
sideways as much as to say, ‘“What the
blazes ails you, pounding your ear
when the rest of us are up and doing?”’

I took a wash in the creek, sluicing
the mud out of my head with plenty
of cold water, and then started for the
cabin, thinking over yesterday's heap-
penings.

It made ‘me feel good. You see, We
didn't have much to talk about -or
think about in some ways; that is,
concerning other people, and I just
rolled this under my tongue, as they
say.

It always gives a set to a man’s neck
to have somebody depending on him;
he says to himself, ‘Look, what a four-
ply, copper-rivetted son-of-a-sea-cook I
am! Why, if it wasn't for me, what
would become of so-and-so?” And then
he walks a trifie wider than usual,
with a little twist to his shoulders that
states, “I am the people!”

1 was wondering how Will had made
out, as there wasn’t anything stirring
around the cabin although the blue
smoke poured from the chimney, it
being a pretty sharp morning, for June.

I always called her ‘“Will,” even to
myself, for fear I should make a bad
break before the other boys; they
weren't fools, and if they once got a
hint, they could put two and two to-
gether without pencil and paper.

I should like to have had them know;
it struck me that would make things
better all around, but having passed
my word, I felt I was bound to keep
them from finding it out if I could.

“Hello, in the house!” I hollered.

She came to the door at once.

“Good morning, Jack,” says
‘““Had your breakfast?”

“Nope,” I answered, as I walked In,
“but don’t you bother about that—I
can fix it.”

“Indeed you will not—that at least is
a woman’'s business—now you sit right
down—gracious! how glad I am to see
you!”’

And then she kept talking about this
and that, turning and smiling at me
once in awhile, until I had to admit
that it was kind of nice to have a wo-
man, around the place. 'Most ways I
don’t like women 'too close—they make
such a darned fuss about every com-
fortable thing a man wants to do and
they’re always for cleaning and scrap-
ping around out of all reason.

But Will was different. The row she
had to hoe knocked all the frills out
of her—just good plain living, without
being scared of your life all the time,
ma@e an attractive schedule for her
about now.

And certainly it had done her a
power of good to tell me her troubles.
She moved nimbler; there was more
life in her walk, and more hope in her
eye.. Besides, she felt she had strong
backing now, if things went out of
gshape, The way Bill and I had handled
Upton must have removed all doubts
from her mind about our being able to
take care of her if necessary.

One thing I want to add right here
about Mary Wilmot Upton, that shows
she hagd the right spirit. She never felt
that it was her duty to ask me not to
turn Upton over to the police and get
the reward. Some people would have
thought that was necessary, but she
didn’t. I would have hated her if she
had.

Well, I had my eye on her when she
mixed the flap-jacks, and I had mis-
givings; still I didn’t like to interfere
in what a lady was doing, but you
don’t want less than a big spoonful of
baking powder, to a tomato can of
flour, if you don’t expect your stomach
to strike for less work and better
wages.

I ate ’em though Lord! I wouldn't
have hurt her feelings for a dozen
stomach aches—and she was so proud
and happy at being of use, as she
thought, that the truth would have hit
her hard. I'g done the cooking before,
and as I swallowed those flap-jacks
whole, I made up my mind I'd find
some excuse to do it again, until she
got the hang of the business, but to
tell the truth, I could digest a slice of
hair-trunk in those days without half
trying, and they didn’t bother me—
much.

With all its drawbacks, I enjoyed
that meal. I don’t suppose I could
make you understand what a pleasure
it was to talk to a lady again, knowing
that she was a lady. “Will,” as I
must call her, in spite of her queer
clothes, and in spite of the hard time
she had had, kept her ladyhood as
clean and bright as when she was the
mistress of her father’s house.

I did the morning chores outside,
such as getting in the wood and a pan
of clean water, then I brought my job
of work around and hammered at it,
while she scoured up the tin plates and
knives and things.

I was making a sort of rocker, be-
cause If the boys made a strike, we’d
have to take out quite a little money
before we would pull for town and buy
lumber for a flume and riffle boxes, and
a rocker beats panning, all hollow.

The way I did was to split some
small timber into sections and strips,
using the flat side of the sections for
the floor of the rocker.

It was an awful job, as aill the tools
I had were an axe, my knife and an
old nail. I had to peg it together with
wooden pegs, first making a hole with
the nail, and as all the trimrging it got
didn’t improve it much, it wasn’'t quite
the kind of rocker you’d start out to
buy, if you had your choice. But most
of the gold is caught in the apron any-
how, so the floor didn't matter much,
and besides, my machine had the great
advantage of being in sections that
could be handled easily.

The gravel screen bothered me for
awhile, until I happened to hit on the
plan of using a flattened out tin pan
punched full of holes for the bottom,
and then I was all set.

While she washed things up, and I
chopped things up, we talked. At last
she finished her work and came out and
sat on the log beside me.

“It would be hard work to feel blue
on a day like this, wouldn't it, Jack?”

she.

| said she.

It was a nice day. The air was as

| clear as spring water, from yesterday’s
| rain, and the wind come skiting around

| time.
anybody else, but the moment you find | more out-of-doors than others; you feel
out he’s crooked, you e¢xpect him to be’las if things were freer and looser,

One funny thing-is, that you’ll live | from every directibn, kind of puffy and

frolicsome, as if it was out for a good
Some days seem a great deal

TIMES, FRIDAY,

'somehow, and this day was strong on

that line. In front of us two big pil-
lars of limestone went up so high that
it hurt your neck to look at them, and
they were as white as white.

The grass and the rocks and every-
thing were spanking clean, just as if
they had been washed and ‘set out to
dry.

“Yes,” said I, in answer to her ques-
tion, “it certainly would.”

“Well, I'm not going to try,” she
said, “but there is one thing I want to
ask you—I must get my mind settled
on that point. Shall I tell Brandon
Upton that you know our history, or is
it better not?”

I'd rather been expecting that. I
hoped she wouldn’t think of it, for I
didn’t know what the deuce to say; yet
I wouldn't have thought so much of
her if she hadn’t.

When you're stumped on a subject,
the best plan is to look terrible serious.
That gives you a little time, because
the other feliow thinks you're thinking.
I worked it until the silence got too
thick for comfort, then I sent these
words of wisdom out on their duty.

Says I. “Now, of course, if you don’t
tell Upton, it will look as if .you hadn’t
done the square thing by him. I say,
it will look that way, but is it so? I
don’t believe it. True, it is his secret
in a way; still it is your secret too, you
being the innocent and injured party.

“I tell you flat, I feel that you're en-
titled to anything you can get hold of
that will help you out. You know per-
fectly well that neither I, nor any of
the others, would use bygones to hurt
Upton. ,

“He stands on what he is now, with
us, and that ain’t very secure footing,
as never in my life did I see a more
onnery, sneaking, low-down—""

“Please don‘t, Jack,” she cried, “I
know all those things, but I hate to
hear them. Sometimes I believe he is
not responsible for what he does, and
while it would be silly for me to say
that I retain any of the feeling of a
wife for him, yet after all my struggle
and shame, it is bitter to realize that
I have failed utterly in trying to make
a better man of him. Oh! I think that
I must be at fault as much as he!”

“Stuff!” said 1. ‘“Nonsense! What
kind of man is it that has to use a
woman to hold him up? Poor timber,
even if he makes a go at it. Drive
that out of your head—that’s a kind of
nightmare from thinking about indi-
gestible things. Now I won’t call Up-
ton any more names. I understand
how you feel about it; but as far as
telling him you've taken me into your
confidence, don’t you do it. You
haven’t known me very long, Will, put
you don’t believe I'd give you a crook-
ed steer, do you?”

“A what?”

“I mean bad advice, when I knew it
was bad advice.”

“No, I don’t believe you would, Jack,”
she replied’ very ‘slowly, putting her
hand on mine. ‘‘My heart went out to
you when I first saw your handsome,
honest boy-face.” (It don’t look de-
cent for me to write such things about
myself, but that’s what she said.) *“'If
there is any error in your counsel, it is
of the head and not of the heart. T'll
take it as it was given, for surely no
woman was more desperately in need
of an honest friend than I—here, worse
than alone, thousands of miles from mYy
friends, cut off from them by crime as
well as distance in this terribly wild
country, with men who look as wild as
the country they live in, for compan-
jons—tell me, Jack, would your paré-
ners honor me as a woman of ihey
knew ?"’ .

I jumped straight up. “Christ, wo-
man!” I said, “you don’t know what
you are saying! I'd lam a man for half
of that! We are a rough Jot, that’s
right; we get drunk here and tnere; we
fight when we have reason, and we cuss
outrageous when we ain't pleased, but
we're men, damn it! We go Lo war
with people our own size and gex. There
ain’t & man in the crowd who would
strike until the last check was cashed
in, before anything should hurt a halr
of your head—don’t you go thinking
things like that, Will; it makes me
feel dissatisfied.”,

“There, forgive me, brother Jack!
Remember what a dreadful need I have
of being suspicious and afraid—you are
not angry with me?’ catching at my
arm and holding it

Oh, well, of course I said nothing was
further from my mind than being
angry, but I told her it was hardly
soothing to have my pardners made
out a pack of blackguards. Jerusalem!
How that would have knocked Old Bill!
I never mentioned the subject to him,
you bet.

“You will have to be patient with
me, Jack—I don’t understand,” she sald
sadly. “I feel it would be better for
me to put my fortunes entirely in your
strong hands—here are both of mine to
seal the bargain—now I place my honor
and my life in your keeping."

There was something so sweet ‘and
simple, so helpless and trusting in the
way she did it, that it made the brine
come into my.eyes. I remembered the
picture of Great Grandfather D’Artes
in the dining room at home, a fine up-
standing old gentleman in his uniform
of General in the Continental army, and
T tried to rise to the occasion and live
up to my ancestors.

I brought her right hand to my lips,
with every bit as much siyle as he
could have used, but drat the luck! I
was flurried and all I managed to mum-
ble was:

“I'll do my little darndest, Will."”

I hardly think that was what Grand-
father D’'Artes would have said under
similar circumstances. 1 could have
kicked myself when I heard it.

As for her, though, I don’t think she
noticed what I said. She could see that
I meant to befriend her the best that
was in me, and that was enough.

She thanked me with a look and after
a moment’s silence, she said:

“There’s one more thing I think you
should know, Jack. I am hot sure of
it, but I fancy Brandon Upton adds the
morphine habit to his other accom-
plishments.” ,

“What makes you think that?” I ask-
ed eagerly, for if this was so, it cleared
up a lot of things not quite under-
standable before.

“Several times I caught him taking a
powder,” she replied, “and always he
began an explanation about having a
headache, and having found something
that was very good for it. The secret
way he took the stuff, whatever it was,
and his over-anxiety to explain, satis-
fled me that he wasn’'t telling the truth
—then, more, haven't you noticed how
his . whole nature changes in an hour’s
time?"” t

“That’s what I have! I couldn't make
it out for the life 6f me,” said I, “I'd
bet the territory against a last year's

{ place’ right off, according
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bird’'s nest that you’'ve hit it. I'm sure
you're right—why, no man would have
started out here on such a hind-end of
nothing chase as he did, if ‘he had the
full use of his mind. I knew a tin-
horn up in Silver Camp, who took dope,
and he was a twin-sister to tipton for
unreliableness and general hellery.
You’'ve plotted that district out as plain
as daylight, Will—has he got much of
the stuff with him, do you know?”

“No, I don’'t know. He is a man to
look after himself, though, and he had
money before we left town. If I have
guessed right, you may be sure he has
a stock with him.”

I was just about to ask her some
more questions when there came a war-
whoop from down-creek—a hair-raiser,
that brought us on our trotters all-
standing. It seemed like Jim’s volce.
We galloped out around the bend with
an answering yell.

CHAPTER IX.

There was old Jim, coming along like
a 3-year-old, his long legs making
about two jumps to the rod.

“Hi, Jim!” I hollered. “What's vp?”’

He stopped and sent his hat sailing
into the afr.

“Dollar-to-the pan!” says he, ‘‘angd a
whole creek of it!”

Lord! For a minute I-couldn’t be-
lieve it. I never thought we woull
really make a strike. I was stunned
while you could count fifty--and then
I had a fit.

I forgot all about Will’s being a2 wo-
man, and I grabbed her by the hands
and sent her sailing around, while I
did some high and fancy steps, scrcam-
ing like a poisoned bobcat, to let off
steam.

In the middle of it, Jim came up and
joined the show. We chucked our h:ts
on the ground and danced on 'em. We
whooped and we yelled and cussed and
hollered, and jumped and carried on
till we were plumb out of breath.

It was a scandalous performance for
two grown-up men, but suppose you
had had old Johnny Hardluck camping
on your trail for two years, and learn-
ed all in a minute that the boss of the
game had taken the copper off you,
and you could now play wide-open,
would you have behaved much better?
Not ‘'much, you wouldn’t.

“Jim, you gangle-legged old scare-
crow, tell us how it happened,” sald I,
fetching him a slap across the back
that would have jarred an elephant.

‘“Hold! hold!” he cried. “A bit of
grub, boys, and I'll turn myself loose.
Been travelling since 2 o’clock this
morning to bring the news, an’ my
stumick’s up again my backbone.”

It didn’t take us long to put what we
had in front of him. We always kept
coffee’ in the pot, and it was only a
minute’s work to heat it.

There was no use to try and hurry
Jim at his meals, I knew that from
long experience; so all I had to do was
to keep still and wait until he felt that
he’d done the right thing by the inner
man, And the amount that long, thin
man could eat! My! You wouldn't be-
leve it possible. At last, however,
after he’d cleaned the third plate off he
settled back.

‘““Fetch me a coal for my pipe, lad,”
says he, clapping Will on the shoulder.
Before I could interfere she was off like
an antelope, coming back on the run
with the brand smoking and crackling
in her hand.

“Now,” says Jim, between puffs,
“Here we go, fresh. Well, first off. we
fellers struck out southerly, scratching
around here and there. We saw some
likely-looking dirt, with slathers of
iron rock (rounded masses of iron ores,
such as ilmonite, usually found in the
gold-bearing gravel) . around, but no
water—not even a spring where we could
use a rocker—and so we passed on. No
better luck. Then we had a council,
and as every man was for piling out
in a different direction, we let it go at
that. Perkins, he went with Bill. He'll
feel bad when he finds out I struck it
and he didn’t;
the luck.

“T held a westerly course for the first
day, and at sundown, I come to as
pretty a little piece of water asg you
ever did see. It run through a narrow
canyon out on an opening about three-
quarters of a mile wide, with low hills
aroudn it. Now just where the canyon
came into the open, there’d been a
heavy cave of rock, making a natural
dam. There wouldn’t have been much
of a fall there, but for that; as it is,
there’s a fifteen-foot head of water, at
the mouth—enough for ground-sluicing,
if we want to.

“I'd come fast and I was a 'mighty
tired, and I thinks to myself, I'll just
take about a couple of hours sleep,
or six or such a matter, and then T’'ll
bore into thisg country a bit, it being
full moon now and light enough to
work by, and me being curious to know
if nature would be fool enough to put
such a nice water power, and then not
supply any dust to wash out with it.

“I woke uv at midnight and put a
hole down on the. first bar. It was
about six-foot to bedrock. I zarhered
a pan and washed her in a pool, all
alone by myself in the moonlight. And
I fell over backwards when I see what
I had struck.- Lord, boys! Near a
handful of nuggets,
would weigh a pennyweight.

“Then perhaps you think the dirt
didn’t fly around that part of the coun-
try! I kept at it till four that after-
noon, and while nothing came up to the
first pan—you know how that goes,
Jack—I wasn’t skunked once. Not a
pan went under 50 cents and I took ’em
out from all over, That settled it.
landed, all right.

“I would have pulled for the meeting
to agree-
ment, but I was tuckered out. First
off,'I was so excited I couldn’t sleep,
but by-and-bye I slipped over, and it
must have been noon or after when I
woke up.

“Then I felt I would just naturally
have to take out a few more pans to
make sure, which, of course, meant
that I stayed right there for the bal-
ance of the day. It's pretty hard to
let go, when things are coming 'like
that, and I always raised something.
Two or three went as high as $5, but
the average was around a dollar,

“Then I says to myself, ‘Here, Jim,
no more of this foolishness. You go to
sleep now, and as soon as you wake up
you pull your freight for the boys.
Which was done accordingly.

fellows was in sight, so I wrote on a
flat rock:

“Hit her to beat hell. Gone on to
cabin. Wait here for me. Jim.”

“And I left the most of the gold on
the rock, so’'s they wouldn't think I was
joshin’; took, another small sleep, and
then stepped it for here in the early

he was so sure he had |

and the smallest ;

ra|

| most as cold as ice.

morning, as I told you.”

When he had finished I asked him if
he’d marked the trail plain, for some-
times fellows get so excited that they
don’t look where they're going, and
then there’s the Old Harry of a time
finding- the plgce again. Sometimes
you never do.

“Oh, I marked her all right,” says
Jim. “See this piece of red ~lay? Well,
I drew an arrow on every other wall of
rock the whole distance, with a big
one on the corners, and as I followed
dried creek bottoms mest of the time,
there ain’t any chance of slipring up on
that.”

“Good eye, Jim!” said I. “Now I sup-
pose the best thing we can do is to
hustle out of here on the double.”

“That’'s what,” he replied.

Then I happened to think nf Upton.
He wouldn’t show up till sundown, and
while I should have en much pleased
to be rid of his company, still it wasn’t
the square thing exactly to skip out
without him, and I told Jim s=o.

“Cuss the man,” says he. “What a
packy nuisance he is! No use trying
to find him, I suppose. No? Well,
then, we’ll have to wait, that's all; but
he’s got to make up his mind to a night
trip, or stay behind. I'm no: going to
hang around here until to-morrow. TWhe
other boys will be fair crazy.”

I showed him the rocker I had made,
to divert his mind a iittle. He was
tickled to death to think we had a rock-
er, as we could go right to work, whole-
sale. You see, there was this about it.
We could have gottén credit up to town
on the strength of our find, but we
didn't care to spread the thing around

until we had tried the country a little. |

As soon as it was known that we had
made a strike, why, everybody would
push for the Limestone as fast as legs
could carry them. We “elt rthat
we were entitled to ithe best claims
and as soon as we staked them, let "em
come, but not before. If nobody but
miners were coming into the country,
we wouldn’t have cared, but a rush
brings everybody, some of 'em not as
particular about what is yours, and
what is theirs. as you might wish.

Of course, this sort is soon brought to
time by the committee, and either run
out or strung up or shot, or something,
but we didn’t want to have any trouble
at all, if we could help it, and if we
simply brought our dust in, and bought
our plunder, without flashing a sack
full, chances ,were that nobody would
pay any attention.

You can wash out a pile of dirt in a
day with a rocker, more particularly
if you have the knack and the pay is
coarse gold.

‘Well, I spent the rest of that day like
a man in a dream. ‘“At last!” I kept
saying to myself, and mixed up with
the feeling that I was walking on air,
was a kind of fear that something
would happen, and I never should see
that find.

That's the worst of being in tad luck
so long; when the good luck comes,
vou're afraid to believe in it at first.

I climbed -the wall back of the cabin
about a dozen times, hoping that some-
thing would put it into Upton’s head to
come home a little earlier than nsual,
and swearing most powerful:when I
found he wasn't’ there. I leitiout the
fact that it was I who had-laid it on
his mind not to come home before sun-
down. Which wasn’t reasonable, of
course, but the last thing I wanted to
be that day was reasonable.

The last time I came down, I made
some excuse to get Will out of the way,
and then I hopped up and down, and
gave Upton his pedigree from away
back.

“Take it easy, Kid; keep your shirt
on,” said Jim. “You're all a’foam and
a’sweat like a prancing horSe at a
county fair. Come down on all fours
and chew grass a while; there ain’'t any
good in getting so excited.”’

“Now look here,” says I, “I don't
want to hear any such talk; I am work-
ed up, and I'm going to stay so; if you
don’t like my style, go chase yourself
down the creek.””

Jim laughed. “All right,” he replied.
“If you won’t do my way, then I'll have
to do yours. Anything for peace in the
family.”

Thereupon he joined the chorus and
together we cussed Upton from the
soles of his feet to the crown of his
head, working up by inches.

Really, I was in such a state of mind
at length that I couldn’t say I felt
happy. It was too sudden a lift, and
having to wait, wait, wait, like that
when I was on fire to be a moving.
made me so ugly that nobody could get
along with me.

Seeing that I wasn’t fit company for
anybody I walked off by myse!f.

Pretty soon I heard a voice call
“Jack.” I looked around and there
was Will.

“Jack,” she 8aid, I can't tell you how
badly it makes me feel, to know that
it is always my husband who is an an-
noyance and a trouble—lcave us—go on
with your friend and we will follow.
There is no feason why jou should be
bothered this way by a man who only
returns ill for good.”

When I saw her face, I was ashamed
of myself. I had acted like a bad little
boy, and that’s all there was to it. I

i took a brace on the secoud.

“Here, Will, dont you pay any at-
tention to me just now,” I said. “I'm
all upset and twisted. You run along
home, and I'll take a souse in the creek
and then you’ll see me something like
a human being again.”

As soon as she was out of sight, I
stripped, and dove into the poul. Great
mackerel! I came out again, too, puf-
fing like a whale. That water was al-
My hands had got-
ten used to it, and I never thought of
how it would go to hop in bodily.

I ran foot-races with myse!f up and
down the bank until I got the icicles
out of my blood, and then I dressed and
went back to the cabin feeling fine.

There I picked out a round quartz
stone of good weight, and Jim asd I
had a match of putting the shot; and
with the different kinds of throws, and
a couple of games of mumblety-peg,
we managed to pass away the time un-
til Upton showed up.

He seemed quite taken aba:k to find
us; and for him, he was very civil in-
deed. There was just enough of the
gentieman left in him to make a decent
show when he was on his good be-

| havior.
“When I got there, none of the other |

After Jim had told him about the find
he didn’t need any urging, and within
five minutes after he struck camp, we
were on the march.

We only took enough grub along to
insure us against accidents, as some-
body could pull back in a day or so,
and gather up what was lef{, Anyway,
it wouldn’t be long before we sent to

I

|
|
|
|

town for a stock of everything.

Will carried Mr. Thomas; his little
round head with the wise, grave eyes
peeping over her shoulder.

“I'm going to keep that small traitor
in my charge from this on,” she whis-
pered to me, in fun.

I felt light-hearted again, now that
we were moving, so I put in my word of
the joke.

“Be careful,” I ‘said. “You don't
know but what I'd turn traitor too, for
the same reward.”

We could talk and laugh as much as
we wished, for Upton was anead with

{ Jim, and so interested in what he was

saying and hearing, that he was deaf
to anything else.

Will looked at me very solemnly.

“I haven't known you very long,
Jack,” says she, “but I feel as if T knew
you very well, and aithough I may be
mistaken, I firmly believe that there's
one fate that would turn your youthful
blood to water, and that is to be tieq
to a woman for life.”

I laughed right out. She had called
the turn. I like to see women, and !
have the feeling that they’re around
that is, of course, the right kind—more-
over, the youngsters alwaya walk all
over me; I haven't any rights at all
when they’'re around, but as for marry-
ing; well, not any on my plate, yet
awhile, anyhow.

“WIHIL” I said, “I acknowledge the
corn, but as a penalty for you're being
too clever altogether, I won't pay you
any more nice compliments.”

“Best not, Jack,” said she, serfous in
earnest this time. “You are too honest
a boy for such nonsense—and now,” she
went on, changing the subject; “think
of it! We are real people, in a real
country, on our way to a real treasure!
I don’t believe any one cares less for
money than I, Jack, yet every bit of me
sings at the thought of it !”

At this, Y spoke what was in me,
knowing that she would be in sympathy
with it. “It's not so much the money
you think of placering; it’s winning the
game, and the best game that was ever
played, by long odds.’’ The evening
was soft and balmy; there was one bté,
brillians star in the gold of the after-
glow, and all the rugged cliffs of lime-
stone that had seemed so hard and for-
bidding before, now appeared like the
towers of fairy-land. Sing ! I should
say so. I felt as if I could jump over
the highest spruce without an effort. T
could possibly put into words all the
different things that were humming in-
side of me, but I tried to, and she list-
ened.

I told her how, seven years ago, my
father gave me a most tremendous
thrashing for something I didn’t do,
and I, furious at the injustice, and
heated clean through by the hearty way
he lald on the cane, had fought back,
and as I was a mighty withy boy of
sixteen, I gave the old gentleman his
hands full for awhile. At last, of
course, he got the better of me; and
then he said I could apolozize on my
knees or leave his house for good. I
didn’t know all the things that were
bothering father at the time, and T left
out the fact that he usually was as kind
and chummy as a father could be, and
took him at his word. No apology for
me. I skipped. And I never would
hawve gone back busted; but row I could
go, by jinks! With my jeans full of
money and a bank account behind me.
Lord! how the blood went up to my
head when I thought of it ! Back again
to the old home, the eldest son and
head of the house, next to the old gent-
leman, and able to buy any one of them
what their hearts might wish for! I
had sneaked out in the middle of the
night, over the kitchen roof, but I
would - return in broad daylight, and
through the front door.

How sweet the air was, and how all
the evening odors, the sharp taste of
the pines and spruces, the last breath
of the roses, and the bully ecld flavor
of the mountain breeze went to my
soul! I was drunk with it all. ¥ hardly
knew where I was walking—my feet
Jjust skimming over the ground. If I
should live a thousand years I never
should forget that night walk.

On, on, to fortune, ' home. power
everything that a man holds dear—
though how near we came to losing it
all, through the inferna' rascal,
shambling along there ahead! But I
didn’t know that at the time.

It was luck for me, too, to have the
companion I had. You could talk (o
Bill about things the other boys
wouldn’t understand, quite--although
they’d surprise you with a bit
of sensibility at times for all that—and
Bill was always a most sympathetic
listener. Still, when a man is going to
rip his heart wide open, it must be to
a woman. I can’t just put it into words
the way it strikes me about thdt. but
it is something like this: A man is al-
ways surprised when you show an)
finer feeling, while a good woman acts
as if she expected it of you, and that
places you at your ease, from the go-in.

So I rattled away without fear or
stop, as we slid down side-walls,
scrambled up bluffs, or more often, as
Jim had chosen his path with pains
stepped it free and careless over the
springy turf of the valleys—as crisp a
green as a gentleman’s lawn — wi
slowly the moon topped the eastern
mountains and bathed the limestone in
serene white silence.

(To be Continued.)
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—There was a large attendance
the meeting of Calvary church younz
people on Monday. Reports
given of the International B. Y. P.
convention recently held at Spokane
by deiegates. Mr. Pennington,
manuel church and R. Coleman,
Calvary. A vocal duett ‘‘Saved
Grace”” was rendered by Misses
Thomson ard E. Wilson.
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WILSON'S

'FLY
PADS

— SOLD BY —
DRUCCISTS, GROCERS Anp GENERAL STORES {
10c. per packet, or 3 packets for 25¢. Q
will last a whole season. '

One packet
has actually
killed a bushe!
of flles.

FOR SALE—At Mt.

| Mere

REAL

REPLIES TO ADVERTISE
Letters P y to i
the classific
await claimants as
NUMBERS—45, 60,
216, 230, 253, 442, 450, 509,
1,000.
LETTERS—-B., C., F.,
LT J. O, R.

WANTED-MALE HH
Advertiseme uncer
& word eacn |

WANTED—Young man
Victoria Plumb

g Co.

WANTED—You
and drive groc
some exper:

man

good prospe
““Alpha,” Times

WANTED—Man for p
collector and clerk
pality. All applic
July 12th. Address
quitz, B. C.

ANY INTELLIGENT PER
earn $75 to $100 monthly co
for newspapers; sure. steady]
canvassing; experience u
Send for particulars. Press
Lockport, N. Y.

WANTED-FEMALE H
Alvertisemants under this hed
a word each lnsertion

LAUNDRY HELP
#s8tandard Laundry, &

WANTED—Apprentices
cutting and designing by s
patterns cut to measure

WANTED—A middle-aged
on two old people. Appl
street.

WANTED—A woman to do ge:
work. Apply 47 King's road.

WANTED—Girl for =eneral hd
Apply cor. Oak Eay and Te
nues.

ANY INTELLIGENT PERS
earn $7% to $100 monthly cor
for newspapers; sure, steady
canvasseing; experier.ce u
Send for particulars. Press
Lockport, N. V.

WANTED-—Ladles tc_do plain
sewing at home, whole or sy
good pay; work 3ent any
charges paid; zend stamp fo
ticulars. National Manufact
pany. Montreal.

SITUATIONS WANTED-)
Advertisements under this hes
a word each Insertio

YOUNG MAN, 10 years’
commereial business in colo
employment; first-class refere
dress Box 939, this office.

WANTED—Position in office b
man, seven years’' experience
references, not afraid of wo
Box 642.

BOOKKEEPER, experienced of]
¢ompetent to take charge, d4
gagément; highest references
monials. Address C. J. F., car
Box 93, Victoria, B. C.

C%JTRACI‘OR&—-W! etan -fu

Italians, Lithu
gxg Co., 18 Norfolk street,

MISCELLANEOUS.
Advertisements under this head
a word each insertion.

INVESTMENTS in our ch
Southern Alberta farm é
town lots in the best business
dence section of Taber, Albg
make you a guaranteed profi
least 30 per cent. to 50 per cen
investment in one year. Eve
ment we offer is absolutely g
and gilt-edged. This your opp
‘Write us gt once for complete
tion. M. C. Knowles, la deg
Lyceum Bldg., Duluth, Minne:

FREE-Camping ground, 237
main roada good spring wate
wood, trees. et

perty, Goldstream. :
IF YOU WANT TO SELL ¢

thing, give us a call. C.
Store street. Phone B92S.

THE TEST sheet metal elect
A arket, maker, Victoria,
Phone B1247.

SUSSEX (PRIVATE) HOTEL. 6
road, Kensington, Londo Y
Addison road station, 3 m td
Shepherd's Bush tube station,
ufes. Terms, Box 2340, Victoria,

FURNITURE—We have s
agency for the famous Gunn
book cases. Come and examine
cial features, fully explained. H
Johnson, Government street, o
Office.

START YOUR LIBRARY NOW
Gunn sectional boolt case. You
miss the investment in one or
tlons each month until your I
complete. Baxter & Johnson,
ment street. opp. the Post Offi

FOR SALE,

Advertisements under this hea
a word each ir r g
FOR SALE—Seven young he
to 3 years old, in calf. Ap
G. L. Powers, city.

FOR SALE—A snap, on Pandof
for short time, 6 roomed house
new, good location. Full par]
M. J., P. O. Box 659, Vancouver,

Tolmie, a
new 6 roomed 110 i
dining room, pa
cellar, large attic, o
land, in fru
well; cheap.
terian church.

€|
See owner, next

FOR SALE—Second-hanc

with top. Apply W.
t

Street.

FOR

NEW SEVEN ROOMED

toria West, close to car lir
conveniences, beautiful v
foundation, good basement,
$2,000, terms to arrange. A

Fraser, 11 Trounce Ave.

FOR SALE—A second-hand 2-hors

ing machine, in good order, ched

DIy 70 Frederick street.
CUTE ON & CO., 114 Yuces str

ladies’ dresses to order. Cheap
Chinese sill. and cotton blous
underweny,

FOR SALE_Banjo,

amythest goild ring,

row coast%r. B f

day and night, $7.5

gress coat and vest, $6;
aarrlngg‘ $3.75. Jacob Aar
nd second-hand store, 6
Btreet, two doors below Go

¥
"OR SALE—-A pack horse and fa

on, carts and light wa

g0
Painting done.. 56 Discovery
A. Robertson & Son.

fresh cows with|

of

hg:dit':sm heavy horses about
arm. each, four-inch tire wag
carriagy cheap. Apply to L J.J.

stresta-nOP: corner Herald an




