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BY MRS, GEORGI CUPPLES.

N the year 185— I was pasuaded by my friend Joe
Tanpleton, whom I had mct accidentally in San Fran.
ciscy, to acecmpany him to the mines. 1 allowed myself to
bo prevailel upon, contrary to my own reasen, for 1 had
never felt the gold-fever raging in my veins, as many others
had; indeed, the sight f the nembu of returncd miners
would have scared many o braver heart than mine.  If they
by any chance reached the city with their ““pile,” or a chance
nugget, it was enly, with very few exceptions, to squander
it m diink, or be cheated out of it in vue or other of the
many gunbling houses.  The majority, however, returned
with their *“pile " ttill a shadowy my th of the futwe, with
their strength broken down, and the world all to begin over
again, 1 laid this clearly Lefore my fiicnd Joe, but he
would not listen—he was ddtermined not to view the black
side of the jdcture, and to lovk at the mines,
only with rose-colomed spectacles. Ils  final argu
ment, however, had its effect, My good fellow,”
he said, ““no one wonld ever think of coming to Califurnia
without visiting the mines; just jou get it into your wise
head that we are going on & tour through the Iighlaude in
the old country, or anywhere clse, as we used to undertake
together, if it will suit your fertile imagination botter, It'sa
shame to comlemn the place unscen ; there is certain to be a
good side, like anything else, if you will only take the trouble
to look for it.”” Thus he ran on, lizht-hearted, as merry an
old Joe as ever he was in the days when we were lads to-
gether, and rather than lose sight of him, I consented to go
tor & short trial, though counsidering myself a foul, never-
theless. I left all the necessary arrangements to my
friend, who was delighted with the task, unly requiring
me to give him ‘“carte blanche ” for the vroper outlit and
appurtenances.

After three days of travclling, partly by stcamer and partly
on fost, we founl ourselves on the Yuba River, at the par-
ticular portion of the mining district called *Long Bar.”
Jce was not long in finding a Chinaman and an Irisbman tu
assist us, and we were soon settled in our tent, and all the
arrangements made for our search after the precious metal.
It was perfectly wouderful to watch how quickly Joe adapted
himself to his novel mode of life ; how dexterously he fixed
the tent and stowed away the utensils, and was * hail fellow,
well met ” with all and sundry.

1t is not my intention, however, to touch upon the techni-
calities of mines, or the details of 1 ** digger’s” experiences;
it would be out of place in this short sketch. Suffice it to
say that before a fortnight was ended I, for one, had quite
enough of the rocker, shovel, and pan, and I found, both Ly
ocular demonstration and practical knowledge, that diggivg
for gold was about the hardest and most monotonous labour
that could possibly be conceived. LEven Jue, who was de
termined to see nothing but the bright side, reluctantly
confessed that there might be pleasanter pursuits. On the
second Sunday, Joe, sceming inclined to spend it in bed, I
wandered into the countiy, Leing sick of the noise of the
camp. It was a sad sight to see the majority of the men
leeping the day of rest in the way they did, though ihey
never handled a shovel, pick, or rocker on that hallowed day.
They spent it in a worse way than if thcy bad been at work.
From morning to night it was a round of amusements, cards
and billiards, gambling at the diiuking booths, or if any had
dogs, away for a hunt.  Singing and reading as they lay at
the doors of their tents might be considered as the most harm-
less way of spending their Sunday.

I think it is at a time and place like this, that any guod
there may be in a man asserts itsclf, at least, I felt it so as I
climbed the steep side of the wooded gulch, and at last placed
distance betwixt me and the riotous scene, Every httle
fiowar or shiub seemed to recall to mind, as I strolled along,
some lessons I had been taught in days gene by, and my
thonghts wandered naturally t the quict Sundays spent in
the dear ““old country.” As I sat down to rest under a
huge redwond tree, 1 thought of my friends at home, aad
remembered how happy and pleased my mother used to look
as she walked with our father Lehind her three sons along the
quiet streets to the church, when the air was filled with the
sound of bells, when sea and hill lay hushed in sight, and the
grand old Scotch city was still on cvery side, except for the

tramp of hundreds going on their way to worship. Terhaps
wo uzed to weary of the too great length of a sermon in those
days, but what would I have given now, to hear the toughess
screed at a Highland tent preaching, or to stand up at the
longest prayer ever uttered by Cameroninn or Covenanter.
Yet what a uoble prospect atound me ! The scene reannded
me of many in the Highlands of dcotland.  The same wide
rrowth of vak curpse, the same deep glens and cortiey, even
the *“chappatal * or suub, was not unlike the general effect
of the broom of vur Lraus here and there, Bat, 1a particular,
therewas vniecharactensticof the scenery that clusely resembled
the opening of a parh round some gentleman's property, ouly
the Lachground was now savagely grand.  The rapid Yuba
rolled a greater volume of water by far than the Tummel or
the Bran, the distant mountains towered mn loftier peaks than
the Grampiang, and the redwoud trees hifted ther colossal
stems overhead with imwense cedar-hile arms agawst the sky,
Lere and there appeared a strange, prickly cactus spreading
like a chandelier, the sight of which maue me feel that [ was
in a strange land. T had walked a long way from the camp,
and was just thinking of turning, when my ear was arrested
by the sound of a man’s voree 1 the distance. I histened
eagerly, but all was stul and quict, ouly the noise of the
water falling over the stones m the ¢ creck,”—or what we
would have called & mountain burn at home—or the scream
of a black valture far over bead, bivke the grond stillness of
nature. I must have been mistaken, Isaul to myself as I
turned to retrace my steps, when 1t came agam, clear and
distinct, scuding a thrill thiongh me that makes me shiver
even now to thih of 16, ““Alone, aloue,” was the ery, and
echo caught the wailing sound and scemed to tuss it mockmgly
from crag to crag. T hastened, as soun as I recosered my
senses, in the direction from whence the svund had come, and
on turning 1ound a projecting picee of rock, I saw at a thort
distance off, @ small tent, balf hidden away among the brush-
wood. ‘The usual miner’s implements were Iying about the
door, and the rucker was standing cluse by the creck with
the carth dried hard in it, showing that 1t had not been used
fur many days. On cntering the tent, I was hornfied to find
a man lying huddled in the corner amungst his blankets, but
su emaciated that I scarcely bdieved 1 possible he could have
had strength to call vnt even in a whisper. At tirst I thought
he was dead, but he must have sunk down exhausted, and
soon after my entrance he was swzad with the most violent
ague fit I ever wituessed, ¢ Oh, to gaze upon a face once more, "
I heard lum gasp. “Thank God, He has heard my prayer.”
I had taken with me some Lrandy in my flask, and I now
poured a little into his mouth, for I saw he was sinking fast;
1t revived him a little, and I took the opportunity of asking
what more I could do for Lim,

“Four days have Ilain here all by myself; oh, do not leavo
me ! stay with me, else I'll go mad,” he exclammed wildly,
clutchingme by the arm and holding me with a firm grip. I
assured Inm that [ would not leave hun, bus he would not let
2o his hold of me. 1 buried Dichson en Wednesday mght,
and now I'm dying myself; what was 1t I was to say to his
mother,” he continued, lovking up to me with his hollowey es,
brilliant with fever. ** Ob, yes, that ho loved her, that he
died loving her, and my mother must be told the same. No,
no,” he screamed, tossing bisarms wildly over hus head, “‘ she
cursed me, for I ruined her, and the father that was kind
to me.”

For along time he lay guite prostrate, and I fancied the
grim messenger was drawing near, but when I had moistened
his lips again with the brandy he )ec«:vgtc(l so far as to he
able m loug iutervals, and with greut difficuity to tell me his
history.

.chms born of English parents, and reared in the lap of
luxury. Ie was sent to Eton in due course of time with an
unlimited supply of pocket money furnished by his indulgent
parents, and then to Oxford. Three times before he was
twenty-three years of age bad his father paid his debts,
almost ruining humself Lo do so, always belhieving that theson
who was so penitent would be certiin not to err agamn,  Then
there had come a time of hupeless dissipation worse tban
before, and to pay for them, he had forged Inus fathers name.
To replace the moncy thus procured, and supply the means for
his escape, the motherkad parted with her jewels, though she
sent him from her with a curse instead of a biessing. He
went straight abroad to the New Ll Dorado, and there his
downward course bad been rapid and easy. Never accustomed
to work, but being an adeptat rouge ¢¢ noir and othe: games
of chance, hesoon got employment in the numerous gambling-



