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against a person must be proven; yet the law
makes little provision against slander by in-
ference in open court, by its own ministers,
which cannot be proven.

Sefter and Long Mac were summoned as
witnesses—unwilling ones, now, with the
memory of their recent unsuccessful attempts
onme. They testified to seeing blood on my
clothing. Sefter' told the story of my par-
ticipation in guiding himself and Hillyear to
the spot where Pratt lay wounded on the
mountain.

The attorney had the audacity to put Hill-
year on the stand, mainly with the view that
he should give Pratt’s version of the story as
inferred from his delirious utterances. Idid
not attempt to stop this hearsay evidence at
all. Iwanted the lawyer to have his own
way entirely, because I thought in such
case he would all the quicker get through,
and leave the jury with a fragment, at: least,
of clear mind. If we got intc.a Wrangle as to

ot evidence it would. pro~

jury at it won’t hmw the

and, to an extent, ¥
very rich claim. I‘

protruded in M&eamtheu' sides in thin
flakes—in_others it ‘was as-if ‘solid,” heavy|
nuggets were embedded in the stone. The
effect on the jury ,was electric: They had
never seen such rock.: Their eyes glis-
tened. They them from one to
another, yet each seemed loth to part with
the one in hand. The clerk of the court, his
deputy, the sheriff and his assistants reached
eagerly forward to. handle the "coveted
pieces. The judge put on his spectacles and
put one piece after another under a rigid in-

Mammon had invaded the court—yes, cap-

M on had
tured it. ‘The whole previous atmosphere
was changed. Whatever of ‘interest had been
centered in the trial was now all concen-
trated in this new development coming out
of it. The audience, first bending forward,
at last rose in their seats to get a better
, vview of the wealth there displayed. At a
rough guess I had put on exhibition about
two thousand dollars in quartz specimens—
being gold in a form never before seen in
that part of the country.

The district attorney felt his case slipping
away from him. The introduction of such
jevidence was an indirect contradiction to
‘his inferences regarding my ‘‘loafing about”
and ‘“‘suspicious habits.” It was plain that
if I had been mysterious, there was some-
thing which would justify mystery. He ob-
jected to such things being put in as evi-
dence.

But the ‘“‘things” had done their work.

It was finally necessary to call the court to
order ere the trial could be resumed. The
Judge laid aside his spectacles but retained
the richest lump on the bar in front of ‘him,
and his eyes would glance occasionally in its
direction. I continued my story: “I did
not find this claim. My partner, who is here
in court, did, long before I met him. I acted
for him as a guard on the claim while he was
necessarily absent carrying the rock to “The
Bay” to be worked. Mr. Pratt found me on
the ground I was guarding. It was.true we
bad no tools visible or ‘notices up, because
these might have excited observation, and we
were not, as to regulations for holding such
ground, protected by any law. Mr. Pratt
insisted on meddling with the ledge from
which this gold was taken. He insisted on
meddling with it at the very place where we
had dug out the pieces you see before you.
Now, what was I todo? Let him do so or
not?’ i

“No!” roared out a voice in the audience.

“Order in court!” cried the sheriff. But
that “No!" was a powerful expression of the
prevailing sentiment.

I continued:

“Now, gentlemen, I did not do as you think
I did. )ﬁre comes what I know.is the im-
probnl&\e > part of my story. It would be far
easier #r me tosay that I did shoot Pratt in
defense of what I considered mine than that
he shot himself. That is exactly what e did
do—by accident. He had the ‘drop’ on me,
his finger on the trigger, warning me not to
interfere with him, ‘when his foot slipped
from the rock on which he was standing; he
fell over backward, his pistol was discharged,
and by the fall and the shot he got the two
wounds inghis head. . Well; I was fnghﬁened
nearly to, th at the time myself. Isaw in
8 momes 1 the appearances would be
against me. I had to keepsecret the locality
of the claim. My partner was away. I
went up to Pratt, and found him,
as I supposed, dead. I didn't know
what to do, so [ covered him with
brush and went home. I couldn’t rest that
night for thinking about the body up there;
how it would be discovered and our claim
with it, and between the two—of the fix I
should be in to keep .pur claim a secret, and
account satisfactorily for Pratt's death under
the circumstances—I got up in the night and
went up to the body. I intended to roll it
down the hill and pitch it into the river to
get it out of the way. Thank God! I found
Pratt alive. Now, gentlemen, that's all my
story, and whether you believe me or not, I'd
ask you if you would not possibly do as I have
done under the circumstances?”

*“I think I can vouch for what the gentle-
man says,” said a voice near me. It was that
of Blanche Sefton.

This appearance of a beautiful woman in
the court in connection with the trial was
even more phenomenal than the quartz.
There was an eager craning forward of necks
and then a profound hush to hear her pext
words.

After being sworn in as a witness, she con-
tinued:

ded the court.

“I came here to say that iny uncle, Mr.
Pratt, has recovered his faculties and de-
clares that Mr. Holder committed no assault
upon him.”

She then paused.

“How do we know he says tha.t?” roared
the district attorney. +

“I have his affidavit bnforeu Moe of the
peace to that effect,” replied Blanche. *“Per-

haps the clerk will ' be kind enough to read

it

Thaamd&vibmforth in substance that

) .Wedndﬁlh Pmtt exculpated John Holder en-
“tively *commidtti y

v 'w&s the district attorney’s
sneering remark.

“I believe,” replied Blanche, “that a great
deal of what Mr. Pratt has been re-
ported to have said when nmot in his right
mind has been used here to-day against Mr,
Holder. However, to set doubts at rest re-
garding the value of the testimony I bring,
will the clerk please read this affidavit testi-
fying to Mr. Pratt's present mental sound-
ness from his physician?’

A hum of applause and amusement at the
attorney’s checkmate pervaded the court
room.

The jury were out but a very short time.
Many in the audience did not wait for the

erdict. They went out intent on visiting,

ull Bar and gaining a share in its riches.
The judge, poor man, squirmed uneasily in
his seat, gazing at the tantalizing lumps of
quartz and gold before him, and wishing
that he was frée to head the rush which was
developing for Bull Bar. Already could we

hear the sound of galloping hoofs as horse

and rider spurred in that direction.

I was acquitted. The jury eagerly awaited
their discharge by the judge. There was a
rapid flight from the court room. In ten
minutes it was empty.

Blanche did not refuse my offer to escort
her to the hotel, where she would stay that
night. It was late when the trial had con-
cluded. We were the sensation of the town
as we walked along the main street—a pain-
ful experience, I knew, to Blanche,

I had not been long at the hotel before I
found I was a hero. Men came in, intro-
duced themselves to me, and congratulated
me on my *‘able defense.” I soon discovered,
also, that my story as to Pratt’s self-inflicted
wounds would not pass with the crowd.
They held me as fully justified in shooting at
anyone to protect the claim by virtue of the
amount of wealth protected. Such was the
effect of luck, gold, and the presence of
beauty. Men argued rather from their ex-
cited imaginations than from cooler reason
and judgment.

Every available horse in town was used
that night to go down to Bull Bar by eager
prospectors after the new source of wealth.
Bull Bar was astonished next morning at the
crowd of strangers in their midst, all inquir-
ing for Scrub mountain. All the quartz leads
in sight were taken up before Bull Bar got
on the scent.. All but Sefter and Long Mac.
These two gentlemen left the court so soon
as their evidence was concluded. Down to
Bull Bar they Rad hurried that very day. They

did manage to find the * Bank,” properly no-'

ticed and claimed by Broener, Holder & Co.,
and two trusty watchmen in charge.

CHAPTER XXI p
ONE TAKEN; THE OTHER LEFT.

Shortly after the termination of the trial
Broener desired to see me in his room at the
hotel. I went thither. He ordered cigars
and a bottle of choice wine. *‘‘This, also, is
an important business matter we are to talk
over,” said he, ‘“and good wine and good
tobacco in moderation are most useful acces-
sories for smoothing over the rough places
one may meet on these roads.”

What now? I thought to myself. Some
other startling change in the kaleidoscope,
and I presume that Blanche will figure in it.

“Holder,” said Broener,.after the wine was
poured an& cigars lighted, “fate has recently
placed a woman between us two—a powerful
wedge between any two men, no matter how
closely they may have been previously united
by the ties of what most people call friend-
ship. In this case the wedgeisa very power-
ful one. When I first saw Blanche Sefton
I made up my mind to ‘make her my wife—
don’t look grave now, but hear me out. I
might soften the expression a little, but it
would mean the same thing, and possibly the
objectionableness of the words for you may
be removed when I say that Blanche—Miss
Sefton—will never be Mrs. Broener.”

“‘She has refused him,” I thought.

“She has not refused me,” said Broener,
with his usual satanic facility of reply to an-
other’s thought. It's particularly disagree-
able thus to be inclosed in a glass house,
while your companion dwells in one more
opaque, though in the long run people might
be spared a great deal of time and trouble if
they could know immediately what they were
t.hmkmg rather than hear what they were
saying to each other.

“I have reason,” resumed Broener, “to be-
lieve that Miss Sefton has considerable re-
gard for me. To you I dare to say this, to
others I would not, since they could see only
vanity, egotism and coxcombry in the re-
mark. I believe Miss Sefton admires me for
some qualities. How does that sound to
yougn

“I admire you for much myself—and envy
you, t00,” I replied.

“T'll go farther then, and say that for some
things I admire myself,” he said. ' “If a man
owns a fine horse he has no hesitancy in
admiring the animai—his property—and the
more he admires it the more disposed is he to
take good care of it. Now, if a man believes—
knows—that he owns a certain form of genius
or a talent, or that he possesses some fine
quality to a marked degree, may he not ad-
mire such in himself, and as a part of him-
self, just as he would his horse, and won’t his
admiration prove a better incentive to keep
his talent or quality fromg rusting than if he
depreciates himself or is 'ndxl!cuub to his
gift?”

I assentad, but wished that Broener would
cease philosophizing and return to the origi-
nal topic.

“To return to Miss Sefton,” he said with a

twinkle in his eye and the extreme of de-
liberation in manner as he poured out half a
gill of wine in the glass and held it up to the
light, “I could not marry Miss Sefton now
even if she offered herself to me, I speak
with the utmost regard and esteem for the
lady. She is one who will always command
a man's respect, and when gge ceases to
respect her, that, in my opinion, will prove |
him no man.” }

He paused. There was nothing for me to '
do exoept to listen and be perplexed.

‘“Hearts,” said Broener, ‘are, as I see
things, indispensable articles in matrimony.
A wife should always bring a heart to her
husband. Husband vice versa a heart to the
wife. Some couples think differently. Some
wives bring only a Saratoga trunk to the
husband; the husband brings money to fill
the trunk, and a reverend proneunces a
blessing over this union of cash and trunk.
Miss Sefton is a remarkable girl. The one
thing lacking in her is she has no heart!”

“What!” I exclaimed.

‘“For me, I mean,” replied Broener.

“For heaven's sake! Broener,” I said, ‘“do
stop this twisting fashion of telling things,
and say what you have to say in plain words,
without going round so many barns.”

‘“You want plainer English?” he said.
“Well, here it is: Miss Sefton loves another.”

“‘Another!”

““Of course. When I say another, I mean—
another man. Now, have patience with me
for a few minutes, and let me finish my
original proposmon. I can’t get hold of so
appreciative a listener as you every day, and
when I do I want to make the most of him.
People ‘to-day have various ideas concerning
marri Some look at it in one way, some
another; but all come to it at last—or want
to. Asan experience with a large propor-
tion, I don’t think, when it’s tried on, that it
justifies the anticipations set forth before the
honeymoon. That may not be the fault of
the institution. * I belisve that to be a solid
affair. The fault may lie in this: that the
parties may not be solid who enter into it—
solid, say, as to health, adaptability of tem-
perament, command over themselves; and a
common purpose in life. If they come to-
gether without thwe, you see, they may be as
an unmatched pair of hinges, or a pair of
hinges with broken joints. Result: the mat-
rimonial door does not swing well, creaks,
groans, slams, bangs, and lets in all manner of
stormy weather. 1 doubt, sometimes, if there
be a pair of really matched hinges in the
world.§

‘‘Miss Sefton loves another.” These were
Broener's words that made the strongest im-
pression upon me.

“Had Miss Sefton’s heart been free,” said
he, “I should hhave devotéd myself to her.
But when I find any woman having a prefer-
ence for another man, I'always retire into the
background. About the last situation in this
world I care to ﬂgura in is that known in
common parlance as ‘trying to cut another
fellow out’; and for me, about the meanest
maxim of modern times is that ‘All's fair in
love” I except the last two words,

and war,’ though it seems a fit
ending to ' the' phrase after all, that
anything which may . be justified in
the trade of killing is equally applicable to
the winning- of a companion for life. But
you want to know whom Miss Sefton loves,
Well, we'll end this sermon with a short ben-
edxction. It is yourself|”

KII?"

“Yes, you. I discovered that the morning
I found Miss Sefton' at Pratt's house. You
see the elements in the affair were too near
together t0 prevent that disclosure. When a
woman’s heart is in the house next door, no
matter where her body is, its absence will be
soon felt. I guessed at the secret, and, to
get rid of suspense, asked Miss Sefton if it
was 80. Sensible girl that she is, she saw my
motive in so doing and, instead of simpering
over it, or doing the indignant in telling me
it was none of my business, or doing the half
afid half business saying neither yea nor nay
direct, she said ‘yes’ and that ended the
matter.”

Some minutes elapsed before a word" was
spoken.

“I have to ask your pardon for my manner
toward you of late,” I said. ‘‘That was jeal-
ousy.”

“I knew that,” he replied, ‘‘so soon as you
let out your secret. You know when.
Jealousy is simply a disease—runs in the
blood, and must come out like measles and
whooping cough, though much harder to get
rid of, and one attack won’t bar the door to
others with most of us, But you suffered
more than L”

“Can you be jealous, then?’ I asked.

“Oh, yes! Don’t take me for a demigod,
and above all these emotions, because I spout
philosophy.”

““‘How do you get rid of it? I inquired.

“Pariy by doing the magnanimous, when
there’s nothing but the mag left to do.
Virtue out of necesh, you know.”

“I don’t think I'm worthy of Blanche
Sefton, anyway,” I safd.

“Well, as to that,” he replied, “it may not
be so much a question of worth as of
destiny.”

#his made me wince. Self accusers affer
all don’t fancy much outside backing in self
condemnation.

“There’s a tradition, theory, call it what
you please,” he said, ' “‘that’s been out a long
time; to the effect that there is some one par-
tlcula.r woman in the world, here or else-
where—where, I don't altogether know—for
each particular man—mind what I say,
‘man’—] mean a ‘man,’ not an animal—and
that she will meet him here or -hereafter, or
elsewhere, and love him, partly because she
can’t help it, and partly because she sees
something worthy of love in him—that is to
say, something now that may turn out much
more  hereafter. ' The man, her man; when
first met, may be—well, unripe, green fruit,
bad to taste, perhaps; but the woman, his
woman, sees the fruit as it will be when
ripened, though his present unripeness may
cause her many a“pang. So she may love
him, marry him, stick to him, and get little
comfort and a good deal of misery out of
him.”

““Well, is that the relation in which I stand
with you regarding Blanche?” I asked.

“My dear boy, you must decide that for
yourself. I'm only citing a dream, perhaps
a fable—one which I like to believe in, how-
ever, since I have a notion that believingz in
one's day dreams makes them come to pass,”

*Come to pass!” I said. *‘That is, you in-
fer the misery I shall bring Blanche by mar-
rying her.”

“No. 1 didn’t mean that,” he said. “In-
deed, I never thought of it in that way be-
fore; but now, since you’ve put the clause in
yourself, you might let it remain, just as a
warning, you know, But don’t think I am
lecturing you, or setting myself up as your
superior.. I, William Broener, have about
all I can do in looking after William Broener.
That individual manages to give me a great
deal of trouble; and though I am quick,
perhaps, at spying out faults in others, I can
generally, on arriving home, find similar
specimens in my own garden.”

“One other matter,” said he, after a mo-
ment’s hesitation. ‘‘We are friends, but here
we part. You may recollect what I told you
some time ago. There are times when peo-
ple’'s mutual interests may bind them to-
gether, and there are times when some agency
may come along which shall cause them to
separate. That time seems to have come for
us two—and sooner than I anticipated. You
retain your interest in the ‘Bank’ and all that
may develop out of it in the future; but in

that futwe we are apart. Good-by!”

I took his hand—for the last time. Then
| Will Broener went his way. I went mine.

As he had predicted, the present quartz
furore over Scrub mountain soon died away;
but the feeder, our ‘“Bank,” eventually led to
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I took kis kand for the last time.

the tapping of one of the richest and most
permanent veins in the state.

CHAPTER XXIL
RECONCILIATION.

Some scales had fallen from my eyes. I
saw clearly that if a woman loves a man, as
I had now good reason fer supposing that
Blanche loved me; it is not her place that
she should be always giving evidence of it
without something in return.’ My inherent
dislike to the namby pamby interpretation
of love peculiar to Eastport had led me un-
consciously to suppress all external methods
of evincing affection. Something now whis-
pered to me: Be more confident in your
thought toward her. A woman needs to be
very sure of the love of the man she would
choose, and the greater her love, the greater
may be the doubt as to its return from you,
unless such return be shown clearly, unmis-
takably.

I met Blanche the next day. Possibly I
carried this thought in my eye for as it met
her’s there seemed in the lighting up, of her
features a recognition of it. She took my
offered hand with a frank, winning smile,
and an openness of manner which said more
than any words could have done. Words,
after all, are but one means for conveying
thought, and not always the strongest.

She desired to return to the Bar as soon as
possible, being still anxious on her uncle’s
account.

‘We traveled on horseback. The moon was
at jts full as we rode back to the Bar to-
gether.

But my trials were not yet over. I had
the greatest of all to meet. I was burdened
with a sense of over-much obligation to a
woman. ' Three times had this girl stepped
in and served me at a crisis; first in loaning
me monsey; second in rescning me from the
high-binders; thirdly in confirming my story
at the trial. She had performed all the
practical chivalry in the affair, and looking
over the whole matter, I felt a sense of
humiliati

I was silent. Possibly she felt my depres-
sion. Moods may travel from mind to mind
in close rapport as well as words.

“What are you thinking of, John? said
she,

A month previous I should have evaded the
question, and said:
lar.” Latterly I bad come to the conclusion
that between some individuals, at least, the
fewer seerets of any sort the better; the
“some” being limited in this case to two.

It was hard work to speak my thought. It
seemed to resist my attempt to drag it out.
It would bury itself deeper than ever within
my breast. And when I hesitated it conjured
up immediately a series of evasions, with
plausible reasons for using them.

I shook them off and said: ‘‘Blanche, the
trouble is now that you've played the man’s
part ail through and I the woman’s, and now
that it’s all over I want togoand hide myself
somewhere.”

““You feel, then, under too much obligation
to a woman?"

“Well, that's about what I mean,” I re-
plied. &

“Supiose " she asked, ‘“‘our situations were
reversed, and you had been of the service to

me that you say I have to you, how would it

be proper for me to feel?”

“Oh, well,” I replied, ‘“you know what'’s
generally expected of the man in these mat-
ters.”

‘*Expected by whom?” she asked.

‘By the world—people, everybody.”

““‘And what right has the world—people,
everybody—to expect!? What! That the
man should bear off all the honors of knight-
ly service, while the woman stays at home
and does fancy work? Has the world any
particular business in these matters, which
concern Blanche Sefton and John Holder?
Listen, John: there is a side to your case.
Pardon me if I take the liberty of arguing
it for you I do so the better to
argue my own. Itis not, I admit, easy or
pleasant for man or woman to act in opposi-
tion to the world’s verdict or opinion in any
matter. Nor may it always be wise, cer-
tainly not profitable, so to do. The world
does expect the man to.act the man’s part in
all that concerns the woman. The world is
right also in this respect, though the mascu-
line half does not always fully carry its sen-
timents. But when a woman sees an oppor-
tunity to serve the man she loves, will she re-
fuse to'so serve him if the opportunity does
not take the shape she desires? Certainly,
my womanly instincts recoiled from facing
the crowd that night in the hollow. Cer-
tainly, I had rather not have faced that
court room full of men, and in this country,
where now a woman is a show, stared at
and stared through with a sentiment
far more objectionable than mere
curiosity. ‘But - was there any one
else to act at the time? Was I not com-
pelled to do as I did quite as much for my
own sake as yours, for had I not so done
would not my responsibility in the matter,
had harm came to you, have haunted amd
harassed me ever afterward? Was it not
circumstance, after all, that reversed the sit-
uation, and would you not do the same for
me? Of course you would. I should expect
it of you. I mean by *expect” that I know
you have it in"you so to do. Be assured,
John, that if you wish to'stand well with me,
you will not lack for opportunities to act like
aman. And now is there any other griev-
ance?”

“There is that affair of the fandango
house.”

“Do you wish to exchange your present
company for what you may find there to-
night?” she asked, archly.

As some sort of luck would have it, we
were obliged to pass through a camp that
very night where one of these staudmg revels
was in full blast and quite open to our inspec-
tion from the street. I turned my head
away.

“It does not seem so interesting to you as
formerly,” she remarked.

“It's not fair to hit a man when he’s down,”
I replied.

“Well, John, you know the way of the
transgressor is hard. I shall not punish you
often by these reminder: S—say once a year,
when your memory needs reviving.”

“Of nothing in particu- |
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The Second Volume of the THE SATURDAY
GAZETTE will be commenced on Saturday, May 5.
It has been the aim of the publisher of THE- GA-
ZETTE to steadily improve the paper and enlarge its
field of usefulness. That our efforts have been attended
with a sair measure of success is abundantly proved by
the constantly increasing circulation of The Gazette
which is now widely read, not only in Saint John City,
but in every part of the Province.

SOME OF THE FEATURES

'OF THE

'SECOND VOLUME

.. HISTORY.
From time to time we will publish short articles on °
early History of the Province, with particular reference
to the early History of Saint John and vicinity.

:SPECIAL ARTICLES. -

Hvery issue will contain at least two special articles
dealing with some subject of timely interest. The con-
tributors to this department will be selected with a view
of obtaining those .possessing the best quahﬁcatlons for
the work.

FOR WOMEN.

We will devote a considerable space each week to
the discussion of topics of special interest to the gentler
Sex. ‘ '

SERIAL :STORIES.

Each-number will contain an instalment c;f 3 Serial
Story by an author of reputation.

COMPLETE STORIES.

'Arrangements have been effected by which an
interesting complete story is assured for each issue.

SPORTINGC.

. We will furnish our readers with a weekly budget
of the latest r2ws of the different field sports,,

NEWS SUMMARY.

Every week from this'date we will furnish our
readers with a complete condensed repert of the news
of the week from all points.

_ IN CGENERAL.

Besrdes the features above outlined the publishers
of The Gazette are making arrangements for the in-
troduction of several new departments, announcements
of which will appear as soon as the arrangements are
completed. Weintend to widen the field of The Gazette
so that it will be the best and most complete family-
newspaper published, or can be published, in and for this
community. |

Our maxim is to advance. So far every improve-
ment made in The Gazette has been handsomely
endorsed by the public of Saint John and the Province
at large. The improvements in contemplation will
necessitate a largely increased outlay, and we expect
large additions to our circulation in conseéguence.
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