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a smoke and a quiet swear.
Pretty soon Geaorge came out and sat 

down beside me.
He picked up a handful of pebbles, 

and snapped them into the creek.
“I used to be a greet shot playing 

miggles when I was a kid at school,” 
says he, and then after a bit, “I’d like 
to see the Hudson again.” He pointed 
up. “Don’t it seem queer that the folks 
back in God’s country are looking at 
that same moon? Kiife of makes you 
feel near them.”

I didn’t open my mouth. George was 
cutting too close to what was troubling 
me. I could, see the old stone house 
with the lawn in front of it, the road 
through the pines down to the big 
gates, and mother in the flowers with 
an apron full of blossoms for the din
ner table. Yes, I saw it very plainly, 
and, my God! I wanted to be there, 
too. The feeling didn’t come over me 
very often, but it rowelled me up a 
plenty when it did.

“And I never can go back—no, nev
er!” said.George slowly.

“Why not, old man?” I asked, aston
ished.

“Murder,” he answered simply.
“What! 

lleve it!” I cried.
“No more do I; but we were all drunk 

together; there was a row and a dead 
man—and here I am.v

Before I could say a word-he shut 
me off. “What do you think of this 
rhinecaboo we’re going on?” he asked 
in a most matter-of-fact way.

And from that we began to talk pla
cer until we both got sleepy enough to 
roll in.
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us J.o do, unless we jump the country 
altogether. That’s the only part that 
hasn’t been prospected, and old Henry 
says there’s gold there. We don’t take 
any stock in his yarn about the 
amount, because we know Henry, and 
we ddn’t take much stock in his map, 
because he tried to get back there 
three times himeelf, and couldn’t make 
it.”

CHAPTER I.
It was the same day that Big Bill 

Barnes, Long Jim, George Smith and I 
had make up our minds to quit Tin Cup 
and strike for the Limestone that we 
saw Brandon Upton. He had plenty of 
names besides that, but that was his 
real name, and so I shall call him. My 
first sight of him comes back to me as 
clear as daylight.

He was shambling up the road from 
Quicktown ; a tall, thin, yellowish man, 
with an uncertain, frightened way 
about him, so marked that it was the 
first thing you noticed.

His sk-kiny hands played out from 
the sleeves of a cut-a-way coat which 
had once been black, 
gray-green from fading, dirt and wear; 
yet it sat with a sort of spruceness on 
his shoulders—indeed, there was a hint 
of the. same thing all over Brandon— 
that he was the woeful wreck of what, 
had once been a gentleman. Not that 
he was the better for that air, God 

It only marked the distance

“Why not?”
“Oh Lord! It’s the durndest country 

a man ever put foot into—ripped and 
split and piled on end, so you could lose 
a dog in a square mile of it. Why, it 
was there that Henry lost his wits. 
His grub ran out and he wandered 
around and scrambled around for a 
couple of weeks. I reckon—perhaps 
more. At any rate, when he stuck Tin 
Cup again he was a living skeleton, 
and crazy as a bedbug. But one thing 
is sure; he had thirty ounces of gold 
in his jeans—a baking-powder can 
nearly full of it. That ain’t getting it 
by the bushel, to be sure, but it’s good 
enough for to try for.”

I saw the stranger’s lip twitch as he 
fumbled the paper.

“Why, yes,” he said, “that would 
seem pretty good for me, at any rate— 
I should think you would be afraid to 
tell so much,” he added abruptly, look
ing Bill in the face for the first time.

“Pooh!” snorted Bill. “We don’t care 
a damn who knows it. We don't own 
the country. Anybody that wants a 
shy at Henry’s bonanza is welcome — 
come along with us if you want to— 
there’ll be plenty of good exercise, if 
we don’t raise a color.”

but was now

You, George! I don’t be-

knows!
he had come down.

He stopped a few rods away from us, 
which was a strange thing in that 
country, where you could trust any one 

met, and said “Good morning” toyou
us civilly, and with a pleasant voice. 

We returned the same heartily. A
Not CHAPTER II.

We pulled out the next morning at 
the first red light, and were half-way 
up Bendigo divide before the sun 
climbed on top of William’s Mountain.

We made a halt at Sweetwater Creek, 
just above the beaver dam, for it was 
almighty hard work pushing that team 
and wagon up hill.

Here was the biggest beaver colony 
in the country, and George and I made 
use of the time to explore it a little. 
We splashed through the swamp that 
the back water made, and were walk
ing carelessly along the upland, when 
there was a crashing in the bushes, and 
out came a wildcat spitting fire and 
brimstone. She popped out so sudden 
that she scared the ,-life out of us, and 
for a minute I think both of us were 
figuring a little about a tree, but we 
came to when we saw it was only one 
lqne wildcat, and began to devil her 
by pegging things at her.

“Good Lord, but aint she got the 
nerve!” said George. “I never heard 
of a wildcat tackling a man for fun be
fore!”

But it wasn’t for fun, because we 
heard a mewing back in the brush. •

“Kittens!” crlsd George. “Let’s get 
a look at them!”

The old cat acknowledged her chil
dren’s call with a softer cry, and then, 
as we stepped forward, she put herself 
in the breach again, ajl energy and 
alertness, her big yellow eys fixed on 
us without a trace of fear.

“Fhwt, ' Fhwt! Old pussy,” said 
George. “I wouldn’t hurt you for a ten- 
dollafr bill, but I’m going to see those 
kittens, just the same—now watch,” he 
said to me.

At this he whirled around, stooped 
over, and regarded the cat from be
tween his legs; then he took a corner of 
his coat in either hand and, tapping it 
in the air, advanced upon her.

If ever there was constrenation and 
horror in an animal’s face, it glared 
out of that wild cat’s. She gave a yell, 
and in three bounds was half way up a 
tree.

Then we found the kittens—four 
little squealing chaps, with their eyes 
well open, in what looked like a big 
bird’s nest—perhaps it w^s, for all I 
know.

Nothing would suit George but we 
must take one along for a pet, and as 
I was a good deal of the same mind, 
we descended upon the nest. Out ran 
the little rats into the brusn, 
than lightning, and the old cat began 
to squall like a fury, making signs of 
coming down to see us.

At last, however, I got my Hands on 
one and managed to hold onto him 
until we could roll him up in a coat, 
although there wasn’t enough skin left 
on my hand to speak about before the 
performance was over.

Then we legged it for the other fel
lows. They thought a heap of our 
captive. You see, we’d never had a 
dog or any little animal to make a fuss 
over; and xye missed it.

We named Mr. Cat “Thomas,” and 
built a place for him in the corner of 
the wagon with an old blanket, where 
he held the fort and growled like a full- 
grown lion when anybody came near 
him; but he didn’t turn up his nose at 
a piece of freshened bacon when we 
offered it to him, and after the second 
week we had him, he was kind of tame 
—that is, he wouldn’t run away, but 
he’d dig into you like the very mis
chief if you bothered him.

And he dug into a secret, later 
did that little ball of hair and ginger, 
which, like enough, would not 
come out otherwise—although, perhaps, 
that is too much to say.

Well, we hit the trail after the rest 
by the Sweetwater, and we caught it 
hard for the next five mite®. The 
was blazing hot, and the land a roll
ing, prairie-like country, with higher 
hills than the prairie, of course, but 
scarcely a tree on it.

We ploughed along by the side of the 
wagon, pushing for all we were worth 
on the up-grades and holding back 
best going down. The wagon got away 
from ua for all that on one 
slant, and the poor old horses went a 
couple of hundred yards faster than 
they had for many a day.

The whole business was piled up in 
the gulch bottom, and we raced after 
it thinking that the wagon part of the 
trip was over, but to our surprise and 
satisfaction nothing was the worse for 
the tumble, so we pulled our convey
ance out of the gully hole, dug our 
heels in the ground and shoved It up 
the roof-like grade opposite.

Little enough aid we got from the 
horses. Bill’s grievance was that they 
wouldn’t lift their feet.

He turned a red and shining face 
from the front of the wagon, to where 
I was straining'at the back wheel, and 
grunted his woes to me.

“It’s bad enough to push two horses 
and a Wagon up the side of a house,” 
said he between puffs, “without having 
them—scuff their feet—that’s 
breaks my heart.”

And “Whoa!” said we all when we 
reached the top. “Let’s spell a min
ute.”
We sat breathless and sweating on 

the ridge, fanning ourselves with our

an event with us.stranger was 
for three months had we laid eyes on 
a human but our own company.

He stood silent for a moment, look
ing1 around him, while he tapped the 
ground with the stick he carried for
a cane.

Then he gave us a flying look. “You 
gentlemen are placer miners, I sup
pose?” he asked.

Bill, as the leader of the company, 
answered yes, that we did a little in 
that line, to which George 
“Dflgnn little, just at present.”

“Ah!” said Upton, “played out here, 
eh*’

-yep—that’s about the size of it,” 
answered Bill, 
seat, pardner.”

The other hesitated as though he 
feared a trap, but seemed to think bet
ter of it.

“Thank you, thank you,” he said with 
a bow. “I will, if you don’t mind.”

Thereupon he joined us and we got 
a better look at him. I have never seen 
a young man’s face—that is a man un
der forty-five—which was so lined and 
worn. If ever trouble, deserved or un
deserved, had written its name on hu
man countenance, it was on that of 
Brandon Upton. I felt sorry for him 
and suspicious of him in the same 
thought. He was too weak and broken 
to be feared, and yet to cunning and 
furtive to^ be altogether trusted.

6tUl he spoke fair and pleasantly, 
asking about our life and our work, 
talking as much with his hands as his 
mouth.

My eye travelled from him to the 
other boys and marked the contrast. 
Next him, on the same log, sat Big 
Bill, with his great head covered with 
a mane of yellow hal/ and beard, his 
fine blue eyes turned steadily on the 
stranger. Through a tear in the shirt 
you could see the white skin and swell
ing muscles of Bill’s right arm, which 
looked large enough to make a' pair of 
legs for the other.

In the doorway of our cabin stood 
Long Jim, the Mibsourian; six foot four 
Inches, as straight as the side of a 
house; as black as a white man could 
be, and with a regular eagle, profile, 
haughty, fierce and far looking; al
though, In fact, he was as kind and 
gentle a man as ever lived, except when 
angered, which seldom happened. In 
spite of his lean frame Jim was almost 
as • strong a man as Bill, 
count on getting one fall out of three 
when they wrestled.

George and I were the little fellows, 
but we were not weaklings Cor all that. 
When it came to where quickness and 
agility counted, we pulled the scales 
down some, and for our weight we 
more than held our own in strength. 
George could otitlift me, but I could 
run or jump all around him, and either 
one of us could have taken that ram
shackle stranger by the feet and snap
ped his head off, as the boys say.

In the meantime the man was talk
ing to Bill, asking questions, as I have 
said; with an off-hand manner enough, 
yet I couldn’t help but feel that he 
was serving a purpose of his own.

Were we sure that the pay cn Tin 
Cup was played out? he asked.

To which Bill replied, with a laugh, 
that there could be no doubt of that.

“Well, you are going to a place you 
call the Limestone—why do you pick 
out that?” asked the stranger.

“Not on any very strong grounds,” 
answered Bill. “There was once a man 
around here named Dutch Henri', and 
he fell down an old prospect hole and 
broke his back. I found him and took 
care of him until he died. Poor old 
Henry always was loose in his upper 
story, and before he passed out, he 
made me a present of this,” Bill pulled 
his gold sack out of his pocket, slowly 
untied the thongs, and drew from 
within a folded piece of wrapping pa
per. This he spread upon the log and 
smoothed out.

"There’s my legacy from Henry,” he 
said. “It’s a kind of map he made of 
a piece of country he struck on one of 
his wildcat prowls. He swore there 
was gold by the bushels in that place 
—see where the creek (that’s that line) 
makes the turn? I can’t make out his 
writing there—can you read Dutch?”

“Let me see,” cried the stranger, 
snatching the paper. “Why, yes. It 
says: ‘The gold is on the left hand bar, 
where is is so much iron stone’—what 
is iron stone?”

“Oh, part of the wash where there’s 
gold, all over this country. That doesn’t 
mean anything. Henry tried to tell me 
about a ‘face’—is there anything about 
it there?”

The stranger looked over the paper 
carefully, finally putting a finger on a 
line of Henry’s angular writing. “Here 
you will find the cliff with the old 
man’s face,” he translated. “Is that 
what you mean?”

“It must have been what he was 
driving at, but that’s no clew, either. 
There’s plenty of bluffs with all kind 
of shapes on ’em in the limestone. ‘A 
pile of rocks’ would have been almost 
as good for a guide.”

“Still you think enough of this map 
to go out there?”

••Why, there- isn’t anything left for

“Thank you,” answered the stranger, 
“thank you very much indeed.” He 
spoke with such earnestness that I 
looked at him. There was a tinge of 
red In his gray cheeks and a light in 
his eye. That is always the way with 
a tenderfoot in the mines. You have 
only to say “gold,” and he thinks he’s 
got it in the bank. This man, on the 
strength of a fool map that meant 
nothing, and a report which scarce
ly meant more, felt himself a million
aire already. George noticed it, too, 
and winked across at me.

Well, if it was a dead-sure thing to 
him, it was only the lonesomest kind of 
a chance to us, and what he evidently 
looked on as a great favor, we felt was 
an opportunity to join tn a wild-goose 
chase.

For It must be understood that all 
gold countries have their little lies, and 
full-grown legends. e “Lost Cabin 
Claims” exist in every country that has 
turned out rich dirt. You can scarcely 
meet a miner who does not know of 
some wonderful discovery, all trace of 
which ^ias afterwards been lost. As a 
consequence, old-timers look on these 
yarns with one eye shut. Bill had told 
Upton the simple truth about the map; 
that it was the work of a crazy old go
pher, who had found gold in the lime
stone, to be sure, but really had no 
more Idea as to the exact place than we 
did.

And our reason for following such a 
blind lead was as he stated. There was 
absolutely nothing else left for us to

added:

“Come up and take a

do.
George seconded Bill’s offer hospita

bly.
“Why, yes; join the gang, my friend,” 

he said. “luring along your wannegan. 
We start to-morrow.”

Upton seemed confused. Again he 
uttered his thanks; but said he had a 
friend with him that—er—really, he 
didn’t think he would put us to such 
trouble, and if we didn’t mind, he and 
his friend would follow on our trail, a 
mile or so behind.

There was a sneaky way in his man
ner of speaking that didn’t please me a 
cent’s worth, so I put in my little say, 
eying him sharply as I spoke.

"This is a free country, pardner,” 
said I. “and you can spread yourself out 
wherever you like, but it seems to me 
we might as well travel in a bunch.”

But no, he preferred his own way, 
and after a few more words, he gave us 
good-day and limped along back the 
way he came ; leaving me, for one, with 
a very poor idea of him.

I found the other boys no, better 
pleased when we came to talk 
it over, but if there is one 
thing that gets ground into 
you following the mines it is to give 
the other fellow a fair chance before 
you jump on him. So we dropped Mr. 
Upton (although we didn’t know his 
name at the time) and turned to our 
own plans.

Hank Johnson left his team and 
wagon behind him when he quit Tin 
Cup the summer before. They were an 
awful lot. The poor old horses had just 
about strength enough to walk, and the 
wagon was wired up and nailed up and 
tied up until there wasn’t a sound place 
to put another patch on; still it was 
a team and a wagon, and would save 
us packing until we got Into the bad 
country. There we could cashe the ex
tra grub, and turn the horses out to 
grass until we came back again.

Bill caught up old Tom and Jerry, 
while George and I greased the wagop 
with strips of bacon-fat. Jim gathered 
up the cook truck and pyt away the 
blankets and tent, so we were ready to 
pull out by 3 that afternoon.

We put in the rest of the day mend
ing clothes, if you could call what we 
wore clothes. There wasn’t such a 
thing as a whole garment in the crowd. 
Like the wagon, it was hard to tell 
where there was sound cloth tp sew a 
piece on in. our rigs. Old flour-sacks 
made up the most of them. You can 
make a shirt very easily by cutting 
three holes in a flour sack. It hasn’t 
any arms, of course, but you don’t miss 
them after awhile.

Who cared, anyhow? There wasn’t a 
soul to see us, and it was full-blown 
June now. Last winter had been pretty 
rough, but last winter was over.

That night we rolled in early, but I 
couldn’t sleep. I always get sort of 
fidgety when there’s ' a move on, and 
this particular move meant a whole lot 
to all of us, for we were flat-busted and 
the country was flat-busted. If we 
didn’t catch on to something'this trip 
—well, the Lord only knew'. We 
weren’t great hands for borrowing 
trouble, but it was up to us now for 
fair. There was just $12 in dust in the 
crowd, thirteen pennyweight of Tin 
Cup gold, worth $18 an ounce, and three 
months’ grub. A gorgeous dean-up 
for three years’ hard work !,

When I got as far as that, I kicked 
the blankets off and went outside for
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I took along a ridge that wasn’t high 
enough to fling me up against the sky
line, and yet gave me a sweep of the 
country. At last I saw a light on the 
side àt the hill. I crawled up to the 
top and glanced down. There they 
were, eating supper, and lonesome 
enough they looked.

I heard the man’s voice, complaining 
and excited, say:

“You shouldn’t have told—you’ll land 
me in trouble yet.”

Then the boy answered, with a quiver 
in his tone, that showed he was mighty 
tired, or sad or something.

'• I didn’t mean to, Brandon, but that 
big man looked so honest I couldn’t 
bear to hear you lie to him. Oh, I am 
sick of lies! Sick, Sick! I would stand 
any hardship for you gladly but this.” 
The voice stopped off with a click, and 
I struck for home.

I can’t truthfully say that I wouldn't, 
have liked to have heard more, for, as 
a fact, I was crazy to find out about 
these people, but, of course, there was 
no excuse for me to stay and listen. 
We had a right to know whether they 
had done as Bill told them, but we had 
no right to pry into their private busi
ness.

So while in my heart I cursed the 
code of honor that spoiled this chance 
to satisfy my curiosity, my noble spirit
ed legs trotted me off home again.

Bill twisted his eyebrows into a ques
tion as I came up. I nodded "Yes,” and 
he looked as if relieved.

Then George got out his mouthorgan 
and began to play.

Before I ran away from home, my 
folks had spent quite a little 
my education. At 15 years old I could 
play the violin as well as most ama
teurs, and had heard the best music 
there was going, but I never heard 
thing that bit into my heart like the 
old tunes George used to play on the 
mouthorgan.

He had a way of hollowing his hands 
over it, and opening and shutting them 
like the swelling box of an organ, that 
gave a power of expression to the poor 
bunch of reeds that you wouldn’t be
lieve possible unless you heard it; be
sides that, he was an artist if ever there 
lived one, and there is always the 
chance for such, no matter how Weak 
the instrument.

Anyhow, the man who could sit and 
hear George play “Home, Sweet Home’’ 
—miles away from any home or fellow
being, as we were—and not have a hot 
spot in his throat, would be a pretty 
slim kind of a man, as far as feeling 
went.

As the last notes died away in the 
great calm night, we all distinctly 
heard a report, as of a gun, far, far in 
the distance.

We stared at one another. The sound 
came from the limestone country, dead 
ahead of us.

“That was a gun!” cried Bill.
“Stuff!” said Gfcorge. “I don’t be

lieve thëre’s man or gun within fifty 
miles of us. Rock chopped off a bluff, 
most likely.”
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CHAPTER IV.

By 10 o’clock the next morning we 
had climbed the first real limestone 
ridge. It was a heart-breaker, I 
tell you. We had near a hundred 
pounds of plunder on our backs, now 
that we had to pack the stuff, without 
counting tools, and it was just push, 
push, jmeh about fifteen hundred feet 
up a slant not quite steep enough to 
bring you to all fours, but steep enough 
to make you dig the sides of your feet 
in every step.

On {he crest we got a view of quite 
a patch of the kind of travelling we 
had ahead of us.

At our feet the bluff fell away down 
to the dry creek-bed in three big steps, 
say three hundred feet apiece on a 
guess, as the canyon bottom seemed 
higher than the valley we had just left.

In front of us a big “V” of limerock 
pushed Itself out between the valleys 
that flanked it; that is, the main val
leys, for everywhere the country-rock 
was cut and slashed by draw» running 
and twisting in every direction, like 
no other place I ever saw, except the 
Badlands of the Little Missouri.

There were steeples of rock and 
needles of rock, and chimneys and 
walls, and boulders from the size of a 
house to a cobble stone, and every 
shape of rock that ever sat out of doors. 
Some were pale pink, some were pure 
white and some tinted with colors. It 
was kind of pretty that way, with the 
sun shining on it. and the black pines 
at the bottom and the dark blue sky 
behind It making the delicate colors 
fairly hum—but when it came to travel
ling through it! Oh, man! That knock
ed the poetry high, west and crooked.

(To be continued.)
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thing, give us a call. C. B. Stephe] 
Store street. Phone B928.

CARE OF 2 OR 3 CHILDREN fo 
sponsible parties; no objection t 
fants. For terms and particul 
Cormorant street.

THE LATEST sheet metal electric i 
X Market, maker, Victoria, E 
Phone B1247-__________________

SUSSEX (PRIVATE) HOTEL. 65 Sil 
road, Kensington, London, W., 
Addison road station, 3 minutes’ 
Shepherd's Bush tube station, 5 
utes. Terms. Box 340. Victoria. B.

FURNITURE—We have secured!
agency for the famous Gunn seed 
book cases. Come and examine the 
clal features, fully explained. Bax] 
Johnson, Government street, opp. 
Office________

START TOUR LIBRARY NOW wl 
Gunn sectional book case. You wij 
miss the investment in one or two 
tiorts each month until your libra] 
complete. Baxter & Johnson. Go] 
ment street, opp. the Post Office. ]

WANTED—MISCELLANEOUS
Advertisements under this head a 

a word each insertion.
GASOLINE ENGINE (SECOND-H; 

WANTED—For boat, about 2 i 
must be in thorough working ordei 
cheap for cash. Address Box 2S2 I
Office.

The horse is one of the very few ani
mals that do not breathe through their 
mouths. It breathes through its nostrils 
only. TEACHERS WANTED-Principal, 

salary $90; 1st assistant, female, 
$60; 2nd assistant, female, salary] 
Apply Thomas H. Carey, seer] 
.Board of School Trustees, Cumber] 
B. C.

WANTED—For month of July, 
ed house, with five bedrooms, 
with terms. Box 1627, Times Office.

Wa n TED—Old 
ch’ <n. Times Office.

cotton rags; mu

WANTED—To rent tor one year or i 
by a gentleman from the East, a I 
NISHED HOUSE of at least 12 r< 
with 4 or 5 acres of ground preft 
Apply to Gavin H. Bums, Rooi 
Five Sisters’ Block.

WANTED—To purchase, about 3 
of land, suitable for poultry, a ft 
from city; must be reasonable. 
E. T.. 146 Johnson street.Steedmans WANTED—Old coats and vests, p 
boots and shoes, trunks, valises, 
guns, revolvers, overcoats, etc. Hi) 
cash prices paid. Will call at ani 
drees. Jacob Aaronson’s new and] 
ond-hand store, 64 Johnson street, 
Poors below Government street.

SOOTHING

Powders
WANTED—Scrap brass, copper, 

lead, cast iron, sacks, and all kin; 
bottles and rubber ; highest cash „ 
paid. Victoria Junk Agency, 10 a: 

-Store street. Phr>np 1336.__________

Believe FEVERISH HEAT.
Prerent FITS. CONVULSIONS, etc.

Preserve a healthy state of the constitution
IN

BOARD AND ROOMS. 
Advertisements under this head a 

— & word each insertion.
ANTED—Furnished room, with b] 

*h private family, where no ] 
hoarders are kept preferred; must 
«est residential part of city. 

_Ierms to Box 97. Times Office.

r— CHILDREN —fl 
Please observe the EE in STEBDMAN. 
* CONTAIN f 1

eeL^Jee board, in pr]
K TMr U dèSired- Ad<

1

as a pikestaff that he wasn’t hunting 
for the truth. He might have been 
handy enough with his tongue when he 
was well fed, but salt horse and flap- 
jacks and fifteen miles of hard travel
ling under a pack had taken the shine 
all out of him.

“Come, come!” cried Bill impatlonet- 
1y. “Don’t waste time In making up 
a lie. Let it go at Jones if you want 
to; all I care for is to have a better 
name than ‘say.’ Now Mr. Jones—”

“His name is Upton, and so is mine,” 
said the boy, very quietly.

Upton gave a little cry, but Bill turn
ed to the boy and thanked him courte
ously.

“Now,” continued Bill, “we don’t wish 
to harm either one of you, nor to poke 
our noses Into what is not our business, 
but I don’t believe you have any no
tion of what kind of a country you’re 
going into, and as I do know, and don’t 
care to have it on my mind that you 
two are wandering around somewhere 
starving to death, I’ve got to lay down 
the law flat, that you keep close behind 
us. Make your own camp, if you want 
to, but keep within reach so if any
thing happens to you, we can lend you 
a hand—otherwise, back you go. There 
ain’t any sense nor decency in the way 
you’re acting.”

Here Upton felt called upon to do a 
little bluffing.

“I don’t see what right you have to 
talk to me like that,” says he standing 
up and facing Bill with quite a swag
ger. “You take a good deal on yourself 
and I shall go on or not as I see fit!”

“Even if I say no?” asked Bill polite-

“1*11 have to stand you on your head, 
Jimmy, If you use that unpleasant tone 
to me,” said Bill.

“Yes, I know,” retorted Jim, with a 
superior smile. "You’re always goin’ 
to do things like that, Bill, only some
times they don’t come out as you Agger
’em.”

“Now, James!” cried Bill, shaking a 
finger at him.

Whereupon Jim reached out a long 
arm and laid a violent hand upon his 
collar.

As long as Jim could keep him at 
arm’s length he stood some show with 
Bill, but if he once let those big arms 
get around him he was a gone gosling. 
And that’s what happened now. There 
was a scuffle and a giggle, a swish and 
a rush, then old Jim’s legs swept 
through the air, and the next minute 
Bill was sitting on his chest.

“Take it all back,” said Jim. “So 
help me Bob—cross my heart!”

“Come, you fellers, quit that fooling,” 
yelled practical George. You won’t 
feel so darn frisky to-night, and we 
ought to be pulling out now.”

There was no doubt about the truth 
of both these statements, so we hook
ed up and hit the breeze again.

By the middle of the afternoon we 
were in the first break of the Lime
stone. The country was still grass on 
the surface, but the steepest grass in 
places you ever saw; just like the ter4 
races they have back East, only, in
stead of being five or ten feet high, 
the banks ran from 50 to 150. They 
made awful work for the wagon. 
Sometimes we’d have to travel a half- 
mile on the edge of a cut before we 
could get down at all, and even then 
we’d have to Hie a wheel, and hitch a 
rope to the hind .axle, with Bill and Jim 
holding on at the top for dear life, 
while George and I, coxing and strug
gling and using warm language occa
sionally, guided our trotters down.

We made out this way until the sun 
was about an hour high. I don’t think 
we covered over two miles in a straight 
line, although our trail must have 
measured ten, at least. It was too 
hard work trying to take things easy 
like this; besides, the nigh horse had 
trod on George’s foot, Jim had caught 
his hand in a bight of the rope and 
skinned his wrist, and I had slippad in 
one place and whacked my head 
against a wheel so I saw comets 
aplenty.

Therefore we passed out when we 
came to a creek, and went into camp 
for the nigjit.

As there was still light enough to 
workr by, we made our cache hi a lime
stone out-crop by the creek side—just 
gouged out a hole about three foot 
deep, put the plunder In and covered 
up the end with boulders too big for 
anything but a grizzly to “wrastle.”

Then, as it was likely-looking coun
try for bear around there, we built a 
fire up against the rock pile to spoil 
the scent. A bear has a pretty good 
nose, but If you give a cache a thor
ough burning and smoking, you’re fair
ly safe. Sometimes the cunning old 
beggars will clean you out, at that— 
still, nine times out of ten, it fools 
them.

iy.
“Why, who are you?” demanded Up

ton.
Bill looked at him a minute and 

smiled, then he turned to the boy and 
said kindly: “I’m only doing this for 
your good; it would be almost sure 
death for you to be lost in the Lime
stone—sure death for you,” wheëling 
on Uuton, “why, you bag of bones! I 
could throw you back if I wanted to. 
Now you keep close to the procession 
or I’ll take you across my knee and 
w£rm you!” At this we left them.

I had no doubt of the*way things 
would turn out, as I never saw the man 
who’d buck against Bill when the old 
boy really meant what he was saying, 
and we had some pretty independent 
people in the mines, too, very different 
from that flabby man we’d just left.

I remember thé time when Bill took 
the gun away from Jack Thurston, 
when Jack struck Bull Bend full of 
red-eye and trouble, shooting at every
thing he didn’t like. There wasn’t so 
much that happened. Bill walked up 
to him and said: “Give me that gun.” 
“You go to Arizona,” says Jack. Then 
Bill says: “Give me that gun!” and 
they looked at each other for a minute, 
while the crowd waited to see what was 
next, and the «next was that Thurston 
was standing on his ear in a pile of 
beer kegs in front of Jimmy Hooper’s 
place. Bill had the gun in his hand, 
and Jack had to buy drinks for every
body. Oh, you bet ! When Bill made 
up his mind that things were going to 
come along a certain line, they usually 
arrived on schedule. Nobody was out 
playing horsey much with Bill. After which, I climbed up the tallest 

spruce, and, first clearing out the 
branches, say, fifteen feet down from 
the top, tacked the last of one of Bill’s 
red flannel shirts to the pole for a 
signal flag.

Some of the boys used to laugh at 
our crowd for being cautious In things 
like this—they wouldn’t bother to hang 
out a signal; but we’d seen enough of 
what came from missing connections 
not to take every precaution in our 
.power. •

CHAPTER III.
On the way back I spoke to Bill of 

the pair we had just left, and I had 
my say concerning Upton. To tell you 
the truth, I always hated that man 
from the first time I saw him, and per
haps I looked at everything he did 
with a squint, but making allowance 
for that, what he had done before and 
what he tried to do to us was mean 
enough in all conscience.

“Did you see the way he yelled, when 
the boy gave us his name, Bill?” I said; 
“I guess that must be the right one 
from the way he acted.”

“That boy wants to do% the square 
thing,” replied Bill earnestly. “He was 
ashamed all over when his pardner 
tried to bluff me—I don’t know what 
to make of It at all, do you?”

“Not a little bit. Upton’s seen an 
easy ' life once, that’s clear. Did you 
notice the way he stretches his neck 
every now and then—kind of twists his 
chin at the same time? Well, that’s a 
high-collar habit. I used to wear 'em 
once and I know. Another thing; he 
fumbles around with his fingers where 
he used to wear a watch-chain—but 
you can see by his talk and manners 
and ail that he’s a man of some edu
cation and refinement, without going 
to those little things.”

“That doesn’t prove anything,” said 
Bill. “We've got plenty of genuine 
three-star scholars and gentlemen in 
the mines.”

“Yes, but they stay gentlemen, for 
all they don’t shave any more; you 
don’t catch them sneaking and crawl
ing like that, beggar.”

“No, that’s right,” replied Bill 
thoughtfully. “Now, just making a 
stab at what ails that man, what 
would you say it was?”

“Stealing, forgery, embezzlement or 
what not.”

“Good God!” cried Bill. “A thief, 
eh? Well, durnation! I never wanted 
any truck with that kind of man. If 
I was sure of that I’d send him on the 
back track sailing.”

“That’s only a guess of mine, Bill. It 
wouldn’t do to act on that.”

Usually you stay a day or two longer 
than you ought to, and when you hit 
the back track for the cache, with your 
belt up to the last notch and your 
stomach yelling “Help! help!” you 
want to find that grub with the least 
possible trouble, and the little old rag 
waving in the air is a mighty cheering 
sight—leastways, that’s the way I’ve 
found it. You can take your chances 
if you want to; I’ll fly a signal every 
time. And I’ll add this: there’s many 
a heap of white bones lying out in 
some God-forsaken hole in the moun
tains, all that is lift or known of some 
able-bodied man who didn’t believe In 
being careful. We had a good example 
of that not many hours later. Oh, I 
tell you! you get caught often enough, 
using every bit of brains you have, 
without playing wide open.

The man lies, who says my pardners 
were afraid of anything on top of 
God’s earth, yet some fools used to 
poke fun at them ' for using common 
sense.

Well, after establishing our base of 
supplies, as they say in the army, we 
sat down to the supper which Jim had 
prepared in the meantime. Some peo
ple are born with the trick of doing 
certain things better than anybody 
else, and Jim had the great “Ki-bosh” 
on the cooking act. Ï dop’t know how 
it is; I could go through the motions 
just exactly the same as he did, but 
the grub always tasted different, some
how.

And there was the bacon all dry and 
crispy in the pan, and the tomato can 
full of cold beans and flap jacks as 
light as mother’s biscuit, and dried 
apple sauce in another can, and a 
thirty-mile walk over the mountains to 
give a frame to the whole!

Now, I just took one of those brown 
flap jacks, put a half-dozen chips of 
bacon on it, spread a layer of apple 
sauce on top, doubled it over for a 
sandwich, and there was a dish for 
the Prince of Wales.

“Of course not; but the more I think 
of it the more I’m sure you’ve hit it— 
then, too, there’s that poor kid. I 
reckon he’ll be better off with, us than 
he would kiting around with that ras
cal. It might come around so we could 
do something for the boy.”

“Gad, Bill, it’s little enough we can Ma Lord! Speaking of Kings and 
do for ourselves just now.” I was sorry . Queens and such, how far away all
after I said that for Bill took great that was from us, sitting around our
comfort in planning what he was go- ! fire on the limestone foot hills! Presi-
ing to do for other people, and there j dents and Congress, and wars and
was no sense In spoiling his fun just 
because I felt owly.

“That’s the living truth,” he answer
ed soberly. “Ah, well,” he added with 
a twinkle of the eye. “ ‘Better luck next 
time—I’m a Californy miner with my 
pick and iron pan.' ”

“ ‘And I’m always going to strike. It 
rich—to-morrow,’ ” said I. finishing up 
a line of the old song. Then we both 
laughed.

“We've seen lots of those ‘to-mor
rows’ that flashed in the pan, haven’t 
we, Kid?” he asked.

“That’s what, Bill, and our wind

ships and factories, why, you’d have to 
think hard to make yourself believe 
those things existed. All that was real 
was the stin shooting up its last light 
from behind the jagged teeth of a spur 
in the west; we four and the parties 
behind us, the camp fire, and emptiness 
on every side.

But I leave out Mr. Thomas, the cat. 
He proved that he was real by getting 
out of his corner and scuttling for the 
brush, and we had a lively heat be
fore w’e got him again. At last Bill 
caught him in his hat, spitting and 
spluttering and calling down the curses 
of all the cat gods on our heads for a 
set of bullyragging tyrants.

After this Bill called me to one side. 
“I don’t see anything of a fire behind 
us, Jack,” says he. “Suppose you take 
a scout back aw ays and see what’s go
ing on? I wouldn’t want them to 
think we’re spying on ’em—they’re aus
picious enough as it is—and you’re bet
ter on the Injun racket than the rest 
of us, so probably you could pipe ’em 
off without their knowing it.”

ain’t broken yet—maybe this is the ‘to
morrow’—although we’ve said that be
fore too.”

Well, I’ll beat you to the boys, any
how,” said he, and off he went as fast 
as he could leg it.

“What’s the matter with you little 
boys?” inquired Jim as he picked him
self up slowly from where we’d dump
ed him. “Ain’t pushin’ two horses and 
a wagon exercise enough for you, that 
you got to take to foot racin’ ?”

1

1

hats, when Jim looked Intently over 
the road we had come.

“There’s our new pardner and his 
friend, I reckon,” said he, pointing.

We locked, and saw two figures far 
in the distance. We had utterly for
gotten the stranger until Jim spoke.

“What ails the man?” growled Bill. 
“Why couldn’t he have come along 
along with us like a Christian? I hate 
to have anybody tagging'after me like 
that. Makes me feel as if the sheriff 
was hunting me.”

“I’d bet all I’m worth, speaking of 
sheriffs, that’s he’s the last man that 
feller would want to see,” said Jim 
slowly.

"Why, what do you know about him, 
Lengthy?” asked Bill.

“I don’t know nothing about him ex
cept the way he kind of wiggles, and 
alxyays when you look at him you find 
he’s looking somewhere else. That 
man’s done dirt of some kind, now, you 
bet. Why, he was scared of his life 
of us,” asserted Jim.

“Pshaw! that may only be his way,” 
retorted Bill.

“Don’t like such ways,” replied Jim 
shaking his head solemnly.

Here Géorge put in with an earnest
ness that I understood after fast night’s 
talk.

“You ought to go light on what a 
man has been or done, Jim. You hit 
many a head around this country when 
you talk that way.”

“Aw!” cried Jim, with an impatient 
wave of his arm. “I ain’t cutting at 
the fellows that have had trouble with 
another man or things like that. I 
wouldn’t have no right to talk, for it’s 
less than three years ago that I pump
ed a handful of lead Into that onery 
half-breed Sevier, and It’s only because 
you couldn’t kill the cuss with a c^ub 
that I ain’t a ‘murderer,’ as some folks 
would call it. No, no! That ain’t what 
I’m driving at at all. I mean that that 
man who’s camping on our trail has 
done dirt—meanness—cussedness, and 
I’d put up the shirt* off my back, if I 
had one.”

“Oh, well,” said Bill, easily, “proba
bly you’re right, Jim, but I don’t see 
any need of four husky men like us 
getting nervous over it. If he tries any 
games on us, we’ll telescope him—If he 
don’t, what’s the odds?”

“Sure!” cried all of us. “What’s the 
odds?”

“But just the same,” added Bill, as 
we rose to take a fresh start, “I de
spise having him tracking us that way. 
Well, now, all together! and we'll push 
those Chinese lanterns Up that slope, 
and slide down the other side. Heave 
her!”

We “heaved” the remaining hundred 
feet of hill, and then, as the other side 
fell gradually, we clambered in and had 
the first ride of the day.

It was a long sweep of grassy land, 
with just enough grade to take the pull 
off the horses, who struck out nobly 
at a trot, flirting thetr poor old heads 
in the air with such a funny attempt 
at spirit that Bill, who played the part 
of driver, made us laugh until we were 
weak with his remarks about the high 
quality of his team.

We enjoyed that ride, as I have said. 
The country here was open, like the 
prairie, with a gréât spread of grass 
and sky that did your heart good to see. 
The shadows of the* clouds chased up 
the hills and down thç valleys, getting 
smaller and smaller until you lost track 
of them miles and miles away, and 
there was always the noise of the wind 
in the crisp grasses, a rich, soft sound 
like drawing your hand over silk, but 
better than all was the flood of sun
light from all around. Lord! how I 
missed the prairie sun when we got in
to the dismal cracks and holes of the 
Limestone country!

There {t lay beyond the next divide, 
black with pines or ghastly white with 
rocks. Seamed and jagged and broken; 
à fit country for but one animal—the 
coyote; and even they seemed to shun
it.

As we had made fifteen miles by this 
time and the sun was overhead, we had 
our flapjacks, bacon and coffee, before 
tackling the Limestone divide, which 
made us feel tired to look at.

While we were eating, Upton and his 
friend came down the hill. Instead of 
making for our crowd like white peo
ple, they pulled off to the left and 
built their fire up-creek, some three 
hundred yards abové us.

Upton’s partner was a little chap, 
we saw either not more than a boy or 
a tiny sort of man, and both of them, 
looked weighed down with their packs. 
Incfeed, while we were looking, the lit
tle one stumbled and^fell and could not 
get on his feet again until Upton gave 
him a lift.

When Bill saw that, he swore out 
good and strong.

“That cuss has a right to live by 
himself if he wants to,” said he, “but 
I’ll be blasted if he’s got a right to 
make a work-horse of the kid that’s 
with him—look at the poor little devil, 
he’s plumb tuckered out. I don’t like 
the way that fellow works at all,” he 
went on, getting angrier as he spoke, 
"and if you boys are with me, I’ll put 
a stop to it right now.”

“You’ve said my mind,” replied Jim.
“That’s me, too,” assented George.
Bill glanced at me.
“I’m with what Jim said before, 

Bill,” said I; “I think that’s a flshy- 
looklng cuss at the best of him.”

“Well, come along then, Kid, and 
we’ll read him the riot act,” said Bill.

I jumped up and followed him as he 
strode off.

When we drew near, Upton looked at 
us with the same smiling, sly and yet 
frightened way, which made me long 
to kick him when I first saw him. His 
partner, as we had guessed, was only 
a boy, and slightly-built at that, and 
if Upton looked frightened, the little 
one seemed terrified at our approach, 
but for all that there was nothing 
sneaky about him. He looked you 
square in the face with as honest a 
pair of eyes as ever saw daylight, and 
he was a nice-looking, sort of a boy, 
too; awfully thin and worn down and 
peaked, yet I took a liking to him on 
sight.

I noticed that his hand that held the 
fork was shaking like a leaf, and it 
made my temper come up. What the 
deuce was all this scared-to-deathnese, 
and sneaking, and avoiding honest peo
ple? I could have taken my oath that 
the lad had no hand in it, whatever it 
was; still he must have been in the 
secret, and for some reason shared Up
ton’s fpars, and hardships.

I was glad to hear Bill speak short 
and sharp to the latter.

“Now, my friend,” says he, “I want to 
talk to you. What might 
be?”

your name

Then Upton gave a swift look all over 
the country, and you could see as plain
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