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that Lthe Blue Ligbtning was bound to panU1 ont big
ini the end, se there wa'n't nothing for it bt to stay
rigbt there in Towt's old sbanty tilt spring. So
we scratched togetlher every last grain o the shiny
timat we could lay liands on, and put it in a otd
bootteg for wintcr fodder, and wveut on digging,
me 'n' Towt did, 'lowving every day would be the
last, and calkerlating we could get te the settie-
ment and back te, the camp with the grub afore we
liad to quit the mine for the winter.

Then old Towt hit bis firat streak of luck. IL
was along late in the afternoon, tbe twenty-sixtb
day of November,-I don't need no notcb in my
stick to remember that,-wben lie struck thc
pocket; and I'rn a hioa-thiief if lie didn't pry out
nug ets-yetler-gold nuggets-till be had. a good

Course I Lried to take a band, but my knife-
blade broke, and I jest stood there, sliaking and

laughitîmg, iltîi 1pretending I wa'nt cryiug,
a-iooking et the goild as long as tîmere
wvas iglt te see it by.

Then ive started for the shanty. 1
wanted te about end sing over the geod
iuck, but Tovt, lie kep' muni, and didn't
openi hia niouth ailthVe way, and ivereni't
notV te sey a joyous companien.

Weil, that night we baked a luxur'ous
bi% boe-cake, and we fried our last scrap
o' bacon, whicbi we made twe scraps on
it; tIen we sot down to talk it ail over.

We piled tmp the nuggets in the middle
of tbe table, and Towb foiind onc witb a
hote in it, wbich. be strung around littie
Nugget's neck ; and we enîptied ttue (tust
out e' the bootteg. and was couiiting iL
ail over, and Lrying to maire it seem
true tînt we'ri strucir it rîch, and 1 was
'towing we'd be in the mine before Sunt-
up, corne merning, a-prying out fluggets
again, when up jumpa Towt, andsays, aays hoe:

IlOld man, gimme mny shere of the Fluge, and l'Il
ligbt eut o' this for a spell."

" «Goin' borne for your Tbanksgiving ?" says I,
laughing.

I mont as welt laugh, but my beart stopped
beatin', and I got trembly ait over, to tbink of old
Tewt startin' off fûoo-fashion, leaving tlier nuggets
lying there in the pociret, wvaitirg te be picked Up.

Ilowsomever. I wasn't foot enough Vo, say any-
tbing rashi to TowV, and we clidn't s.quasider any
more words on tIe subjeck. We nmade a fair and
square divy of time dust, and Lhen TowL left the
heft of his share on tbe table. Ill'Il be back in the
spring," says'be next morning, as lie pulted on .bis
boots, Iland if ye let anytming bappen te Nugget "

-and I %vanted to stop my ears at bis blars-
phemous Swearing.

Cou, se I knowed lie wouldn't be gone long and
leave the young 'un; but wben lie walkcd into our
cabini that ver niglit, as right as a trivet, 1 was
moine surprise , and iii the morning when we went
past the littie dug.out, whicb we'd used it for a
cellar wlien we had any victuals to put into it, and
1 seen a board acrost the bote, and a stun bang-up
agin the board, and a big white cross cbalked onto
the stun, 1 %vas some surpriseder.

That cross were old Towt's seat, and there wasn't
a man in Soledad Diggings woutd bave foit it safài
to inove tbat stun a liair with that er white cross
onto it. So, as I was sayinig, we went on past the
dug.out-Towt neyer giving a look that way, but
rornping witlî Nugget-an we clumb up to the
mine and was just goin' to geL down to work wlien
wbat does that er little Nugget do but fasten onto

otd Towt and begin to ask
questions about God and angils

.el and tbings. She must 'a'
learned about 'ern sornebow or

~ ,'~>. nother afore sbe camne to, our

"Pappy," says Site, lookirig
"~Up there at a beap o' big

jýwhite clouds, l'Pappde
the angils tive in t iem tbere
ctouds t"
S Old Towt kep' on, and didn't
answer.

"A'nt they jeat a dandy
S place-~for aîîgils to play in?

Wist I was up there," says
site, soft-tike.

Trowt kinder twisted 'round
and didn't let on as lie heerd.

"Who înakes 'ern, any.
h~low? " says Nugget.

> Course I knowtd the Lord
~ ~. %vas 'sponsible, and 1 kinder

looked at Towt, slîaied like,

but bie kept pegging away and didn't say a word.
After a spell site asked again " lWho makes

'em, pappy9. Pappy,w~ho makes cloude t"
01dTowt looked round, sort of foolisli, and says

hie: IlGod A'rnigbty !"
"Oh !"says Nugget, in a sorter disapp'inted

way. Sbe'd heerd tîmat er nanie purty tol'able
often, kinder loose, yernigit say. Then says she:
"lDoes God A'nigjlity make the sky, too, and the
moon and stars and-- and gold.nuggets and every-
tbing9?"

"Yes," says old Towt, miglîty sbeepiah.
"IBut ye don't like God A'mnighty, dees ye,
pyt»yptf ever I seen a confusled man that man were

otd Towt. Re je8t sti down and ayed a big woolly

cloud up tbere, dumb, as a fisb. His face kept
getting red and ail wvrinkled up, but hie couldn't
seem to think of a swear.word. 1 dursa't skursety
look at him.

There wasn't a word spoke for a consid'able
speit after that, but Towt loafed around irresolutc,
which were sonie trying to, me, being ' as I wanted
to get to work. It hiad been damp and gray ail the
d4y before, and titis rorning it was sorne damper
and grayer, and s9oft-like; but ail of a suddent a
kinder stinging wind lit down onto us, and Nugget
'Iowed to, go home, and bomne sbe started, whether
'r no.

Towt didn't do no great amount of talking after
tben, but lie worked like a beaver, hunting every-
wbere for the pocket, for a spell, thon says bie:

"lCorne, old man, le's dig for the cabin. I can't
seem to tigbt on tbe lead, and it's no good digging
on Thanksgiving Day, nohow. "

I'd forgot ail about it's being Thanksgiving, and
anyhow, seemed to met that ail we bad to be thank-
fuI for was rigbt there in tbat tunnel, and I wa%
crazy to geL to prying out nuggets ag'in, but I
alwus made a p'int of letting old CTow do the heft
o' the bossing, so we started for the alianty.

'Bout balf-way down, the blizzard struck us.
Snow and wind and the trait ail cboked up in no
tiîne. An' warn*t it cold, too ! And so dark and
bliîrry-tike you couldn*t inake out whîere ye was,
only now and then. Towt bie jest chargea ahead,
neck-or-notbing, and I tried to foller.

",Hold on, Tfowt!" 1 yelled ag'in the wind.
"bHld nip, now, ye long.legged cyclone-cbaser!
Let a felter ketchi breatb, can't yve? "

Hle grabbed aboit on me. IlOld man," says bie,
"d'ye reckon she's got homet"

«Why, in course !" sa.'sI.
"lIf sbte baint "-says Towt, and tbe swear-words

came ont of bis mouth a yard long, wbile hie was
ail Ltme while tearing altead like a barrycane.

But when we got in and found she wasn't there
-lie never spoke a word but stood a minute dumb-
foulided aod dazed-like, tben bim 'n mc tore for tbe
boys' cabins. We rouscd 'em out-every manl Jack
of 'em were ready te g o it blind foir tittie Nugget.

We took lanterna and ropes and out we tuînbled

Tatk about blizzards ! I've been starved and
froze and snowcd under ini these er mouintains, but
I never seen nothing could shake a stick at that
Thanksgiving Day. Snow âne as duist, 'n' wind

Iblowing ail ways to onct, trails wiped clean out,
and Up there was jest one big gray blur. 'Twa'n't
rnore'n jest turned afternoon, but we coutdn't 'a'
seen a beadlight six foot off.

We hooted and stunîbled over each other, and
*flared the lanterna round wiid; one of the boys lied
*a cowbell and one bad a fish-horn, and vie rung and
tooted and yelled, but no sight or sound of littleJNugget. And so, finally, wlien we'd made aIl the
noise we could, and been everywbere, seemed like,

Ithe bntk on us gatbiered 'round the old deserted
aliaf t of the Loue Jack-Rabbit Mine, witm feelings
which we dasn't lt a-baose on. It were that deep
we knowed, of course, little Nugget couldn't-bnt
iL wvouldn't icar thinking eut, and we jest stood
there, stupid as a passel of fools, and not one of us
coula1 think of a word Le, say.

OId Towt had been getting whiter and weaker
every minute; ana bere be sunk dewn ail of a
heap, with his bead atween bis knees, and groaned
the worst-afflicted groans I ever beerd groaned it
were fit to break your beart to listen at 'em-aud
we boys ait went down ento our knees in Lthe snew
there aside on hirn, but not one of us could think
of a word to say.

"lBoys," aays old Towt, as hoarse as ary frog,
"boys, if 'taint toe, mucb trouble--O boys ! cau't

none on ye pray9"
We wa'n'L flot te say gifted in prayer, none ont

us, but one o' the boys bad been a meeting-goer
back borne, so as we were ahi kneeling there, lie
begun te, say the Lord's Prayer and we ail piled in
afr.er hirn, one way or 'nother. When we said
" «Amen!"' old Towt kept sailing right on, and
says lie :

«"O God A'miglity ! gimme back my hittie Nug-
geL. If ye wiil, I won't neyer swear anotber word,
s'help me (JodI O God A'mighty ? she's ail I have
-what's that?"

And Towt jumped uý, hollering and sputtering
and sprawlin' every w ich wvay. "I heerd lier !
She's in the sbaft, boys-the shaft"J
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