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‘was roboed-of his'scanty wages on the
-second night after his arrival. By
mere accident he got a chance to drive
a supply team to Ballarat, and from
Ballarat he had drifted to the Magoari
diggings, ninety miles to the west-
ward.

Twenty years before, there had been
rich finds in this vicinity, and in those
palmy days the digging was of the
most hasty and superficial kind. In
the greed for gold, men dug awhile in
-one spot, and if unsuccessful, deserted
it for another. And in a “nuggety”
country not a foot of soil would be
ieft unturned.

So a small colony of miners had lo-
cated at Magoari, and bere Tom Hor-
ton made his first essay at gold hunt-
ing. One and another of the friendly
diggers contributed something to his
simple outfit. They helped him repair
2 half-ruined shanty, and having taken
possession of an abandoned claim close
by, Yom went to work with his usual
-energy.

“And here I've dug and sweated for
nearly six months,” muttered Tom,
disconsolately, as all these things
passed in mental review, “and bhow
much has it amounted to®”

Rising, Tom stepped into the shanty,
which was lighted by a large window
at the rear, guiltless of sash or glass.
From under the coarse straw pillow at
the head of his bunk he took a small
bag, from which he cmptied on the
slal; table a few very small nuggets.

“Not twenty pounds’ worth in all,”
said Tom, continuing his soliloquy in
the same discontented tone, ‘‘and here
T'm owing pretty near half of it for
supplies.” .

“Ha, ha, ha-a-2-21" gurgled the big
brown kingfisher from the dense un-
derbrush close to the window.

“Con-found that bird!}” angrily and
nnreasonably exclaimed Tom, and
snatching up the nearest thing that
came to hand, which happened to be a
small iron skillet, he sent it crashing
into the lcafy thicket.

To his sm‘{:rise and dismay, the act
was followed by & howl of pain and a
volley of oaths that certainly did not
come from thelaughing jackass, which
skurried away with another exasperat-
ing “ha, hat”’ :

A heavily built man, whose dark,
forbidding features were half hidden
by an iron grey beard, dashed madly
from the thicket, holding one hand to
2 nasty cut just under one of kis eyes,

as Tam, sweeping his nuggets intor
the bag, hastily returned it to his:
bunk.

The mildest tyi)e of colonial lan-.

guage is more or less emphasized by
profanity; but during the whole of His
stay in Magoari, Tom had never lis-
tened:to anything like the fluent blas-
§)hcmies that escaped the newcomer’s
ips, as presenting himself at the door.
he called attention to bis weand.

“A-skitterin’ of pots an’ kittles
through the winder into honist folks’s
faces as though the place was your
own, you white-faced young kid!* he
roared after somewhat exhausting his
first outbreak of profanity.

«Honest people haven’t any busi-
ness sneaking about in the underbrush
back of a shanty window,” sharply re-
torted Tom. *‘And as far as the place
jis noncerned, I'd like to see any one
make out that it wasn’t mine,"” he went:
on, defiantly.

The mpn, who had a square brutal
lower jaw, and a low retreating fore-
head, dashed his battered billycock
hat on the ground in an ecstasy of
rage.

“You would, ¢h?” he shouted,throw-
ing his hand to his hip, where hung a
heavy revolver.

‘Tom was too quick for inm. Snatch-
ing from the corner an old single bar-
reled fowling piece given him by one
of the miners, he covered the stranger
in an instant.

“Drop that or I'll riddle you with a
charge of buckshot,” he said, but not a
trace of his inward excitement was
discernible in his voice.

By this time a small ecrowd had gath-
ered from the neighboring shanties.

“Thunder!” exclaimed old Jimmy.'

North. as his eves rested on the scow.

ing face of ‘'om’s would-be assailant,’

“it’s”Black Mike. I thought he was.

<«Hung, ch? surlily interrupted the
gentlem:m in question, whose right

and had left the revolver butt; ““well, .

I ain’t, an’ what’s more, I've come
back here to the shanty I built an’ the
claim I left nigh cighteen years ago—
any one got anything to say aginit?”

It was evident to Tom, who turned
his troubled face to the bystanders,
that no one bad. “Black Mike,”
otherwise Michael Deelish—with half
a dozen aliases—was one of those
characters not unlike the “Bad Man
of Bitter Creek,” known to the mining
dictriate af southwestern Montanas




