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Jerry. She was nearing the short street which led

down to the Cresta Plata, when from two miners,
almost running past her, she heard his name. Her
heart leaped, and for a second she flinched and shrank
back into the doorway. As she stood there a group
of men brushed by in the opposite direction and from
these, as they paused for a second at her side, she
heard a question and answer:

"How did he come to fall? Did he slip?"

"Yes, on the iron plates. He stepped back and
then slipped, and before Black Dan could get him
he was gone. It was all done in a minute."
"Lord!" came the ejaculation in a tone of horror.
She started on and from a cluster of men stand-

ing in a saloon doorway she again heard his name.
The prespiration broke out on her face. At the
mouth of the lane that led to the Cresta Plata
a crowd with restless edges, that moved down
toward the hoisting works and swayed out into the
roadway, made a black mass, expanding and de-
creasing as its members dispersed or drew together.
It was too early for the day shift to be coming up,
and she looked at it with sidelong alarm. It was
part of the unusualness of this weird and awful night.

And again as she threaded her way through the scat-

tering of figures on its outskirts she heard his name,
twice in the moment of passing.

What was the matter? Why were they all talking
of him? The sense of horror that weighed on her
seemed to increase until it became threatening and
tragic. She felt as if she were in a nightmare, with
the Colonel's rooms and the Colonel the only place


