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His own words suggested to Meek-
ans a startling new line of tliought.
At first it was too subtie and
tentative for expression. Silently lie
worked it out, and slowly.

"I've got it !" lie muttered after a
time. "That lost gold mine is liere
somewheres.. That greasy breed
found it, got scared out, an' was
tellin' Lamonte how to find it hy
these wind noises. Lamonte writ it
down to kinder remember it, so lie'd
know when lie corne to the spot.
(Whight ýSlack'd corne. My leg's
painin' like-). Then that fool breed
gets crazy, an' is sorry for givin' up
the secret, or was sorry lie gave away
about tlie gold, or soinethin', pumps
a bullet into Lamonte, an' steals the
Paper back. That's wliat 1"

At the end of an liour tlie uneartli-
lY music liad ceased; thie craterlike
opening in the rocks was as quiet
and restful as a cavern sliould lie.

Red explained tliis plienomenon to
lis *friend tlie boulder. "The wind's
died out or sliifted, I guess."

As Meekins idly scanned tlie rocky
Wall at lis back he suddenly gave a
cry of startled joy. A two-foot vein
of white quartz sliowed littie splaslies
of briglit yellow where the peeping
sun tlirew a sliaft of liglit on its face.
Hle squirmed over on his. side, drewA
a knife from lis pocket, and picked
at one of tliese.

"By hokey, it's gold !" he said in an
awed voiîce. "I've found the Lost
Mine, sure as sîaootin' !"

T HEN lie lay gazing in quiet con-
tent at thie vein of richness. For

another hour lie lay waiting for tlie
advent of the relief. The ring of iron-
ed hoofs on the stony path raised a
Medley of eclioes. Some otlier man tliat
rode with hli laughed, and xuyriad
fiends cackled in this freakish place.

"WAhisht 1 liad a foghorn to try
this out," Red joked at himself.

From where lie lay Meekins saw
a liorse's head poke througli thie nar-
row inlet on the riglit. "1T11 give ber
Cne boost," lie chuckled, "an' toucli
11P Slack's nerve, jus' for fun."

With that lie bellowed like a bull,
Ind wild beasts seerned to fill the
ireiia with their rage. Red saw the
riders check tlieir horses in disrnay
Ind peer about the place.

"Guess I'd best -not get too gay,"
he mnuttered. "Slack'll 'bolt.'1 He
lardly raised his 'voice about a whis-
ýer as lie called, "Here I arn, Slack.
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