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-was robnedofJiisscanty -wages on the
~second nigbt aftur hit aria.By
More acaident lie got a chance Vo drive
a supply Veaux to ]3aIlarat, and front
Ballarat ho had driftcd to the Magoari
digg-ings, ninety Miles to the 'west-

Twenty years beforo, there had been
rich finds in this vicinity, and in those
palmy days the dIigging %vas of the
Most basty and supeèrficial kind. In
the greed for gold, mon du-e awhile ini
one1 spot, and if unsuccessful, deserted
1V for anothier. Andinu a "nuggety-"
country not afoot of soil -%ould be
Jeft unturned.

So a simll colony of miners had lo-
catedl at Magoari, and bore Tom Hor-
tort made his first essay at gold hunt-
ing.- Oune and another of the friendly
cliggers contributed sonxething to bis
simple outfit. They helped him repair
a, half-ruined shanty, and iaing taken
possession of an abatidoned claim close
by, rom went to -work with his usual
.energy.

"-And bore I've du- and swcaited for
nearly six months," muttered Tom,
disconsolately, as ail these things
passcd in mental reriewv, "and honi
muoli bas it amounted Vo?"

Rising, Tom stepped into the shanty,
which -%vas lighted by a large.wno
at the rcar, glýiltless of sash or glass.
From under the coarse strawv pillow at
the head cf bis bunk lie took a small
bag, from -whichi he cmptied on the
slab table a few very small nuggets.

"&Not twventvy pounds' worth in all,"
aaid Tom, continuing bis soliloquy in
the saine discontent&L toue, -and bere
I'nx owing pretty near hall of it for
supplies."

"-Ha, ha, hia-a-a-a!1" gurgled the big
brown kingfishcer froin the dense un-
derbrusi close Vo the wvindow.

"Con-found that b)irdl!" angriily and
unreasonably exclaimned Tom, and
snatching up thec nearcst taîing that
came Vo baud, whicli happened to be a
small iron skillet lie sent it crashing
înto the kuafy thicket.

To his sur prise and dismay, thc net
was folloîvec by a howl of pain and a
volley of oaths that certainly did flot
corne froux the]laughiug j.jkaqs, -which
skurried away withi another exasperat-
ing "ha, hla!"

A lieavily built man, -whose dark,
forbiddinz features were hall hidden
'by au irou grey beardi, dashed madly
frçm the thieket, holding one hand to
a nasty cut just under one of bis eyes,

as Tomi, sweeping his nuggets 5uto.
the bag, liastily returned il, t, hi&-
bunk -

The nxildest type of colonial Ian-.
guage is more or less emphasized b3
profanity; but during the whole of lus
stay in Magoari, Tomi liad nover lis-
tened.;to anything like the fluent ba-
phemies that esoaped the neweomer?sa
lips, as presonting himself at the door,
le called attention Vo bis wc>and.

"&A-skitteriu' of pots ane kçitties
through the -%vinder into honist folks
faces as though the place -%as your
owni, you white-faced young kiffl" lie
roarod af ter somnewbat exhausting lis
first outbreak of profanitv.

"Honest people ]iaven't any bus!-
ness sneakiîîg about in the underbrush
back of a 5hanty -%vidoi," sharply te-
torted Toii. "And as far as the place
is qoncerncdl, 1'd ike to sec any one
mnake out that it wasn't mine," le went.
on, deflantly.

Tho nên, wbo lad a square brutal
lower jaad a ow retrcating fore-
hond, dashed bis battcred blllyoek
hat on the ground in an estasy of
rage.

"&You would, ch?" lie shouted,throw-
in- bis hand to, bis hip, wliere, hung- a
heavy revolver.

Tom wYae too quicIc tor lum. Snatcb--

ing- front the corner an old single bar-
re ed fowling piece givon Ilim by one
of the miners, lie covcred Vhe stranger
in an instant

-Drop thnt; or l'Il riddle you itI a
charge of buckshot," lie said, but not a
trace of bis inward excitement waa
discernible in bis voico.

33y Vhis time a smnll erowdladgati-
ered froni the incighboring shianties.

"&Thunder!" exc]ainied old Jimmy
North. as bis eves rcstcd. -ou the scowl-
Ingface of Tom's would-be assailan,%
"ltes Black Miko. 1 Vhought he wae-

"ýHung, ch?." surlily interrnpted. the
entieman in question, -irliose rigît

~and bad loft the revolver butt; &"wdl,.
I ain7t, an' -whnt's more, rve corne
back hoe Vo the shanty I built an' the
claim 1 left; nigli cigliteen, ycnrs ago--
any one got; auythbing to say agin iV?"

It was crideut to T£om, wvho turne
his troubled face Vo the bystanders,,
that no one bad. "IBlack Mk,
otherwis Mchael Dcelish-with ha]!
a dozen aliascs-was one of those
characters not unlike the -Bad Man.
of Bitter Croek," known V'O tIe' lfininýg


