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Saly voeening in the Sicra. A faint
Yimutering of daan in tho east, tinging the
ﬁmcr edges of dark sturm Jdowds niftet by
the fey wia'x 5 Uvtint padie disely visible
throngh tho twilight, looming uhastly in
theirsnowy shirouds against the paling gray
of the murky horiz n.  Tauil pines shadowing
in graccful grundeur the mowst aud slippery
sidoa of the dark ravines, thiough which
gurglc the vagrant waters of n storm that
asraged through the night.  Absolute soli-
tude—ceven tho wind has ceared its mono-.
togous requiem, exhausted by its mad efforts
in the hours of darkness. The air grows
colder. A snowflake flutters down through
theuncertain half-light, heritates aninstaut,
us if strugeling against o amanifest destiny,
and then falls helplessly, hopelessly, into
the yellow, watery mud of the torn and
gullied muuntain ruad, to b absuived with
fmpunity and lost fovever?  Under the silent
boughs of & great pine, watehing the gather.
ing“i,;ht in the cast —a man—~the only liv
ing cteature visible in this sul, gluomy pic-
ture, A matk veils his features, and in his
hands, cocked and ready for wetant use, ho
holds & doubie barreled shoigun.

1 wonder where I will be this time to.
morrow?”  Mote men  s.liloguize when
alone, aud this man simply obeyed a natural
impulse in uttering his thoughts aloud.
The sound of his vaice seemed to relieve the
monatony. **I woa't be here, that's cor.
tain,” he continued. **I know where 1
think I'll be, but is’s a mighty long distance,
aud the trail’s through the woods. I've got
three chances at the cutcomae—safety ; bolts,
bars, and strovg walls ; or "

The musical jingling of spars aad the ir-
regnlar siap Cas’s of a horse's hoofs trotting
throngit the mud interrupted the vaguespee.
ulaticus of the man and eaused him to draw
cluger into theshadow. Thehorsenian pass.
<d. s the jingling of spurs and splutter of
Jioofs died away over tho hill the man
cmerged from the shadow and looked dowa
theroad. He listered ; his form, slightly

Veat, was ontlirod against the dawn-light, | P*S

% sinistcr sithouet, only half humap, if tho

imagisation were 20 s¢¢k A rescinblance be-
tween the motionless fowra in this attitude
and a bird of prey. Suddenly the listener
atarted back once more. The mmovement
was agile and catlike; fizm, determined,
desperate. A singular mecdiey of sound
floated through the still air—tho creaking of
wheels, the rattling of harncess, the constant
crazking of & whip, the constant splashing
of horses’ hoofs, and the hoarse crics of 2
man urging a spirited team to renewed ex.
crtions. Ncarer and nearer came the dis-
cordant noiscs. The man in the shadow of
the pine grew more rigid and morcalert, His
Lingers sought the triggers of his gun, and
Ahis thumb pressed more firmly over the
kammers. Mis neck was stretched forth
like the ncck of the condor as it watches
herdamen on the plains below,

“Gitalong there! What's the matter with
y¢, Blnze?  —— th:seroads!"and'the driv-
cr threw * the silk into the off loader” at
therateof twenty cracks a minute. The four
mastangs plunged futiou:l{. and the stage
creaked agonizingly, the harness straining
with the spasmodic cfforis of the horses to
drag tho heavily 1aden vehicle up the grade.

«"Hold on, there, Baldy ¢

It was the man in shadow who spoke.
The horacs swerved to the right and almost
overturned the stage. Thedriver. however,
had prescnce of mind, and was skillfal ; he
dray the loader tmmbli:g with fright

< into the road and turned his attestion
to the man with the aholﬁ:n.

« Moist moraing,” the Iatter remarked in
a somewhat sympathizing tone.

« Party wet,” thedriver replicd.

« Roads bad t” ioquired tho 1nan, throw.
ing hix gun into the hollow of his arm, 30

° that the muzzle bore directly, though ap-
parently unintentionally, upon the door of
the s2age, from the interior of which a head
had been suddenly projected, when thestage
atopped, and which was as suddenly with.
drawn when a certain instinctive curiosity
had been matisfied in the twin depths of the

barrels.

gon

o Party bad, stranger, from the Crimea
Kou::l?wn," said thossrivu'. * Apything
I ken dofar ye? Idom’t misd awappin' a
lie or two ‘ith ol' friends when I meet ‘em,
bat yesce T am & leetle behind time this
morning’, an’ I haven't got much leeway of
T'm goin' to git into Stockton afore night.”
\ .

 That's so, Baldy, ol man,” replied the
man familiarly, “and you neadu’t put your.
self out on my account. Just chuck down

AV haeh hox !

“That one under your seat thero; it's
marked ¢ Wells, Fargo an’Co.  I'm Fargo."”

** 0, you're Fargo, ¢h?” said Baldy, simu-
lating a renowed tuterest in the adventure.
“Well, 1 dezlare, I thought Imet you aforo,
and I'll be d—d cf I could place you. How's
tho fam'ly, Fargo 1"

* Firat rate, Baldy.”

“0)* womun's as spry as cver, I s'pose?”

“Never felt better in ber life,”

¢ JXids all hunkidori, ¢ch 1

“You Bet, Call around and sce s, Baldy,
when you get a chanco; Mrs. Fargo'd bede-
lightog tosco you, old mun.”

“So I will, i“nrgo ss0 I will. But I zay,
Furgo, this yer box o' yours is a valu'ble
package, and goes through to the ¢ address’
o' the tirm."”

“Nover miad that, Baldy. You tell I
took charge of it. That’ll by all right.
There’s documents in the box that I can't
§ot along without just now—business of the

imu vou know—and secing you aro behind
timo mayhe you'd better not fool round any
mora ing with me.”

As he said this the muzzlo of the gon
gradually lifted, until the yawning Larrels
covered the driver, inducing two Chiramen
ou thoe back seat to shrink nervously to-
ward the oppiosite side of the stage. Baldy
wrapped the lines around the Lrako amid
bent over to dragout the box. He had sume
difficulty in extracting the bulky padlock
concern from the pile of mail-bags, but ke
finally succceded, and raising the box on the
edgeof the boot inquired :

*¢ Is this the bizness, Fargo 2

I reckon—throw it down, and Il make
an inspection. Yes, that's what I'm looking
for,” headdod, after the box had fallen with
a jing igjcmh at his foet. ** Wans s re-
ceipt, Baldy o

*'No, I gucss not,"” said the driver. ““I'l}
tell Wells you took charge o' the valu'ble
kago, and'—"

“That'll seallright, Baldy,” interrupted
the rpan, ¢ Wells'wor't kick. Iope youdt
make the trip all right, old man.” =~ -

** Anything clse, Fargo 1"

¢ Don't think of anything else jnat now.
I guces you can drivo right along.”

** No mossage to inquirin’ friends ?”

“Nary message.”

* Bo here when I get hack 1

“ Most likcly I won't he here.”

l“ Well, 50 long  Farge ; take care o® yer-
self,”

“ So long, Baldy ; Dll see you later.”
And 30 they partod.

By this time the morning was well ad-
vanoed. The clouds hung low and the air

was moist and uncomfcrtable Snowflakes
drified through tho pines and t masses

of vapor shifted along the slopes of the dis-
tant ;nountains. The highwa dragged
the express-box into the ravine, where he
:{m}d h ing incl f th
rom the growing inclemency of the
weather. Here ho broke opea the box with
a hatchet which he carried in his belt,
and in a few minutes he had transierrod all
the coin packages to his pockcts. As he
arose, the :ugencri tion of a letter ceught
his eyo—tho letter lay half baried in the
mud, where it had been flung by the robber
when he rifled the box, The impress of the
highwayman’s hoel was upon it, but the ad-
dress was clearly legible: John R. Rich.
mond, Columbia, Tuolomne Co., Cal.

The robber stood for a moment aa if spell-
bound, contemplating this letter as Robin-
son Crusce cont mplated the footprint in
thesand. Then ho picked it up and rubbed
the mud from the envelope upon his sleeve.
Ho examined it with deep Interest. The
superscription was in the handwriting ofa
woman—small, delicate, but falteriog, as if
the fingers that held the ?: wrembled wken
the writing was done, o cnvelope was
postmarked ¢ Utica, N. Y. The robber
slowly tore the end of the envelope and
withdrew a shcet of note paper, closely
writton. As he read he smiled, and when
T S
en ¢t jocket.
cing c?xldy around, he atood for a moment
irtesclute. H

he should take, now that
sary, he climbed to the
canon, anjg with a swift stride stead-

ight was peoes-

ily forwan, Vuring the morning he tramp-

that box of minoe and wewill call stequare.” §

frec from observation and xhelter- | d

dge above the | lered.

}ed through uuficquonted paths, avoiding

tho hubitations of uien, nnd scemingly heed.
leas of tho stotm that now whirled and roar.
ed around him. He had dis-arded his
mask and hatehet beside the e: press box,
but lie carried his shotgun, not so much for
personal rrotccliou os to afford an exeuve
for prowling through the hills. To the
casual pasrer-by Jio was simply a hunter,
whose luck or siill had been bad, returning
empty-handed through a driviny snow-
storm.

At noon the snow fell so thick that he
could scarcely follow the trail. An hour
later he stopped. He began to doubt
whether fio was pursuing the right course,
Ho straincd his eyes to catch somo f-uniliar

landmark, but tho snowflakes fell sround
Ihim like a floocy, shifting curtain. Ho
strode forward onco more, this timo rlowly
—fccling his way. He was bcq"nniug to be
jconfused.  Again ho paused. 'This timo he
1 renlized the dangers which this circums auco
eutailed. Ho had but one rocourse at that
nmoment, He would descend the first gvleh
,and follow 1t to its outlet. As ke hurricd
forward, floundering through tho deopening
drifts, ho found that he wes traversing a
ybroad plateau. While ssmculating what
‘¢ flat™ this cowd be he plunged headlong
iato a bush fence. Ho was saved. Ashe
aroso he heard voices. Gnuided by this wel.
come sound he soon reached a barn, Shel-
tering himself under the 1oo of the barn, he
waited until the men retired and then he
,crept into tho building. ~ Ssvaral horses oc.
, cupicd stalls in the stable, and farming im.
lements and harness were scattered about.
; The robber climbed into tholoft, and, bury-
ing himself in the hay, was soon slecping
soundly,

When ho awoke it was night, and tho
stars wero 8hinin§ cloar and bright in the
cloudless sky. The snow lay thick in cvery
direction, and tho only sound that broke
tho silence was the drip inﬁ of water from
the caves of the barn. &o ooked out and
saw a horse a short distanco from his place
of concealment. No ovne was atirri g and
no lights were visible. Descending to the
lower floor of the barn the highwayman
lighted-a lmtern. and be, to search for
something among the impf:;ents scattered
about. Ign a few momenta he found a sad-
dle, which he carried to oncof the atalls,
and, speaking low to one of the horscs,
placed it on the animals back. Having
securod the saddle he took down the bridle
and adjosted it in the horse’s mouth, Then
he listened. The silence reassured him,
He opened the door and lod the horse out
ioto the starlight. Choosing a path that
led away from the house, ho was muking
good progress toward a gate when his plans
were disturbed by the suddep, fierce out.
cry of dogs. They cameat him from every
direction, yclping, barking baying, There
was not aninstant to_be loat. To hes.
tate moant an unequal struggle with the
dogs and ultimate capture by the inmates
of the house. Leaping to. the saddle the

capera his horse at the fence.
The animal was game, and anawered the
hoarse of its rider by rising at the
fence and clearing it at a single bound.
He thought ho heard an answering shout
from the farmhoure, but he was not certain
and he had no desire to solve thix doubt.
In two hours, by hard riding, he had left
danger miles behind and reinod hin horse
into a rapid walk.

The foothills of the Sierras are thickly
wooded with white, black, and live oak, thus
relieving the monotony of an otherwise bar.
ren hmf-a‘ Even in the depth of win-
ter thees retain their folinge, and one
2o TouTont bonghe s0 comhomly Wity
a st 30 conspicuously win
in their nlked:ill fu Jess favored climt:z
Standing beneath oae of these oaks, the day
following his oecspe from the mountain
ranch, highm{mn watched the ap-
E:ou:ho(aw:y of horsemen. The horse

had stolen swod beside him, oov-
ered with mad from neck to fetlock—found.
;nd. Tbo.:;rum in t!ic -%htmse Tode
arionaly, they were ing directl
for the tres benesth which the l-giﬁt{
stood. Tbmvuamﬂoupaahh.:'r,
and he seemed in anm unnsually cheerful

aving decided what direction | mood.

20 closs it
Was up om

deal and a handful of sinull cards. T guess
I have to peg aut.,” Tho rude realism of
the simile amused the stage.robber and his
o 1y twinkled humorously, *\When I start.
el on this risky enterpiso 1 ¢:ied to lock
ehead into tho future n day or two. I won-
dered where I'd Lo about this time. I took
my chances on two losing cards—a jail and
s ropo~and I reckon I won tho rope, Tho
gang don't look like a crowd of missionaries
chasing me to savo iy immortal soul. It
ain't the Sheriff, bocauso the Sheriff don't
hunt coyotes with a brass band, Ithink it
is this horse that has eettlod my busiucss.
Well, what of it ? 1 played it for all it was
worth, but two litt'e pair don’t beat a king
full, aud I don’t thiuk my bluff is going to
work.”

. By this time the pureucers wero thunder-
ing up the slope, their horses reeking with
sweatand pautingwith theirexertion, There
were ten men iu tho crowd, and their stern,
bearded faces wore an expression anything
but reassuring to the man who 8o calmly
awaited them. They circled the tres with-
out a word and haatily secured their animals
to tho branches, One of them, a tall,
bronzed, muscular youog man, uncoiled a
Iariat from the h rnof his saddle and flung
it defiantly and with ominous aignificanoce at
the feet of the robber. Tho leader of the
horsemen then approached

“Good morcin, stranger, ho remarked,
in that casy, familiar tone peculiar to
the mountaineer of Californin, with whom
the timo of day is always morning until
night,

“Good morning,” the highwayman an.
swered, extending his hand with a cordiality
that was ironical in its effusivoness, The
leader graspod the.praficred hand half me-
chauically, his face {ndicating surprise at
tho coolness of the man they intended to

hm%c

¢ Belong in those parts ?” he asked,
“No; can't say I'm exactly a residenter

of this quarter-scction just now.”
¢ Aaybe you're thinkin' o’ pre.emptin’ a
Nty

«“You've struck it, pard. . 1've becn run-

ning pretty f:]eo gt late, n.i.:l lI:ku absnt con.
to sgt t-like an, A
The man lobked ateadily irto the eyes of i

executioner, his cheek nnblanched and his
voice as calm and onless as if the idea
of a })Ain.'.ll death at the hands of these de.
termined men was the last thought in bis
mind. The leader of the horsemen whisper-
ed softly. Then he said:

¢ Been here louﬁ!"

¢ Halt an bour, .

¢ Haven't seen anything of a claybank
mare branded ‘J. C.’ on tho left flank, have
yon !l'

¢ Pacer?”

“That's her gait.”

<« White spot in her forehead "

“You know her, stranger.”

“T guees I've scen the mare. Belong to

0 21

«J paid $160 fur tho brute, an'1 haven't

s0ld her yet.” -

¢ Had an offer?”

“No.” .

¢ Want to sell ?”

“YWell, I can't say I do—not just now,
anyhow. Wby? You wasn't thickin
o' buyin® the mare, wasye?”

0, I didn't know but we ht make
some sort o' trade.  I've been traveling pret.

ty lively the laat two days, and this mare of
mine ia petered.”
¢“'Pears to me your mare’s & claybank,
,” and the leader approached the animal,
petting her gea‘.l¥ on the neck,
< That's her color, pardy,” said the other,
“and she's a dandy. I wouldn't take $200
{or her if ahe was ia condition.”

<t \White spot in her forehead, too. Stran-

of this warn't your rcare 1'd awear she
g:'miu." He walked slowly atound the
horse, ing the animal in datail and
commen gngon her various ts of re.
seblance to his own, Yes, sir; thisyer
mare o' yours, stranger, iathe desd of
one I lost y morain’. ! 't
be eed ef ahie was my mare's twin ol
ter.”
«anayyn‘volutmrmt"
1] ’
« Beroke out o' the corral, I a’pose.’
“With..monbcrhck." P
AR
«“You say you've seen the critter, straa
"
”f"r«hp."
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