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Then I turned inwards again to the car and laydown to sleep, while we rolled on and on through the

night over the open, untroubled plains.
But sleep on a train is an unquiet sleep, .nd often

I would waken, imagining myself still in the heart of
the mountains, sometimes speaking to Apache Kid
even Donoghue.

'

Old voices spoke; the Laughlins. the sheriff, my^o fellow-travellers spoke to me in that uneasy slum-
ber and then I would awaken to answer and find my-
self m the swinging car alone, and a great rush of
emotion would fill my heart.

Two items still remain to be told.

'
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Kid had directed me. A sphinx of a gentleman read
the letter I gave him. looked me over, and then asked

:

The turquoises ? You have them with you ? "

I produced the bag. and he scrutinised them all
singly, with no change on his face, rang a bell, and
bade the attendant, who came in response, to bring
h.m scales He weighed each separately, touched
them with his tongue, held them up to the light, and
noted their values on paper. He must have been,
indeed, a man Apache Kid could trust

^

VViU^you have notes or gold ? " he asked. «' Tf e

I am ik-

•'• B>"«i lie clSKC(
sum IS two hundred thousand dollars, and . am in-
structed in this note, which as it is open you wiU know
entiUes you to half, to pay you on the spot"


