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mlot be picked because they die
soon, but t'hey leave this poison

lifld,.-that everything after is pale
1 shallow and duil.
'WVhydoesn't wreckage of soul kilýl
' wreckage of body? For me
n there was, nothing but the yel-
i ky, the red ;hot rocks, and the
1in 'the dead dust, and my own

-rified soul. How many things
desert had shown that poor lad

t was I,-hate, love, and death!
was to show me one more, and
n to cast me aside.
The hot empty sky, the beautiful

rocks, and her hair across my
'ts. But in a little while I thought
t Somnewhere among the crags and
rld-oîd watercourses was the man
0 had fired that shot; and* then
re was nothing but that thought.
'e minutes,-hink of the pity of
-1 had been a careless, sun-soak-
boy. Now I was this other Vhbing.
knOw why the rocks are red -and

'and in the waterways red,' I
ught to myseîf, to that shattered
1g that had been youth, 'It's to
vent mymaking a mess when 1
him.'y

YOU see, 1 had no doubt of what
hOuld do. And that's queer, be-
se aIl my life I bad leaned upon
ers, taken my thoughts and opifl
sfrom others. I looked down at
once, mnoved her hair gently fromt
boot's and shook the dust out of
the Spanisýh touch had made it

Y 511k>'. Then I went on up the
lI to find the man Who had fired
b shot.
B"b had insjsted that I should al-
"S take a gun with me, and it was
,e now, slung across my ghould-

n ever took it in hiand, flot
ing been long enough away from

and hutchers to acquire the in-
*ct. 1 don't know whether you,

believe, but I went bare-handed
ýr the man voho had killed ýher,

Own death the last thing *nm
Llghbs.. I knew that I should not
Iluickly get rid of that aching pity

that dreadful rage, and I neyer
bted that I should find him.

It l onderful enough, too, .that
id find him. I suppose fils con-
Pt for me was so great he did
try to lhide. I saw him going

Il the side of a valle>' in'the red
Cwhere once a great river 'had
hi, long old gun in his hand,
'et after hiim. He was an In-
'Young, light and sure-footed as3""lelope, but I gained on him, and
ýas wonderful as any of it. He

'Ped once and took a shot at me.'
was a long one, and the bullet
n'Il past my ear like a Chinese
stling to>', and died with a flick
the land. I suppose something
:h' waY i came 'showed him my
d, for be leapt up the. long shelf
the cliff made 'by the old river,
Still mTore quickly I followed. In
ýtle we were high 'above the river-

and I was ver>' close. He had
gul ready, and I saw the glint
his 'wild eyes beneath bis fhead-
d s f soft dyed skîn and yellow
[e, *le -as waiting to turn on
flOt and give mie another bullet.
I Plalled a .vedge-shaped spliniter

lard rock from the crumbling red'
E-t11înk of it! rny city-bred arm

clerk's hand !-and flung it at
'0 quicly that on that narrow.

ýe lie could not guard. It took'
aross the spine and he only

d once, f alling from the shelf to
1)ottOin of the old river, where
r ýard was red. enouigh.
E WIent down to see that he was
tdead, and then toiled back to

re he la>'. I was very weak b>'
t'' I got there, and there seemn-
0 jbe a sort of nhist over ever>'-
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