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In those strange days, people coming from
God knows where, joined forces in that far
Western land, and, according to the rude cus-
tom of the camp, their very names were soon
lost and unrecorded, and here they struggled,
laughed, gambkd, cursed, killed, loved and
worked out their strange destinies in a manner
incredible to us of to-day. Of one thing only
are we sure— they lived I

"

Early History of California.





It was when coming back to the mines, after a trip
to Monterey, that the Girl first met him. It hap-
pened, too, just at a time when her mind was ripe to
receive a lasting impression. But of aU this the boys
of Cloudy Mountain Camp heard not a word, need-
less to say, until long afterwards.

Lolling back on the rear seat of the stage, her
eyes half closed,— the sole passenger now, and with
the seat in front piled high with boxes and baskets
containing rebozos, silken souvenirs, and other finery
purchased in the shops of the old town,— the Girl
was mentally reviewing and dreaming of the delights
of her week's visit there,- a visit that had been a
revelation to one whose sole experience of the world
had until now been derived from life in a rough min-
ing camp. Before her halfnrlosed eyes stiU shim-
mered a vista of strange, exotic scenes and people,
the thronging crowds of carnivals and fetes; the
Mexican girls swaying through the movements of the
fandango to the music of guitars and castanets; the
great rodeo with its hundreds of vaqueros, which
was held at one of the ranchos just outside the town;
and, lastly, and most vividly of all, the never-to-be-
forgotten thrill of her first bull-fight.

Still ringing in her ears was the piercing note of the
I
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bugle which instantiy silenced the expectant throng;

the hoarse roar that greeted the entrance of the bull,

and the thunder of his hoofs when he made his first

mad charge. She saw again, with marvellous fidel-

ity, the whole colour-scheme just before the death
of the big, brave beast: the huge arena in its un-

rivalled setting of mountain, sea and sky; the eager

multitude, tense with expectancy; the silver-mounted

bridles and trappings of the horses; the many-hued
capes of the capadors; the gaily-dressed banderiU

leros, poising their beribboned barbs; the red flag and
long, slender, flashing sword of the cool and ever

watchful matador; and, most prominent of all to her
eyes, the brilliant, gold-laced packets of the gentle-

mtn-picadors, who, after the Mexican fashion,— so

she had been told,— deemed it in nowise beneath

them to enter the arena in person.

And so it happened that now, as the stage swung
round a corner, and a horseman suddenly appeared

at a point where two roads converged, and was evi-

dently spurring his horse with the intent of coming
up with the stage, it was only natural that, even be-

fore he was near enough to be identified, the cabaU
lero should already have become a part of the pag-

eant of her mental picture.

Up to the moment of the stranger's appearance,

nothing had happened to break the monotony of her
long return journey towards Cloudy A^ountain



GIRL OF THE GOLDEN .WEST 3

Camp. Far back in the distance now lay the Mis-
sion where the passengers of the stage had been
hospitably entertained the night before; still further
back the red-tiled roofs and whitewashed walls of
the little pueblo of San Jose,— a veritable bower of
roses; and remotest of all, the crosses of San Carlos
and the great pines, oaks and cypresses, which bor-
dered her dream-memory of the white-beach crescent
formed by the waves of Monterey Bay.
The dawn of each day that swept her further from

her week in wonderland had ushered in the match-
less spring weadier of California,— the brilliant sun-
shme, die fleecy clouds, the gentle wind with just a
tang in it from the distant mountains; and as the
stage rolled slowly nordiward through beautiful
valleys, bright with yellow poppies and silver-white
lupines, every turn of the road varied her view of the
hiUs lying under an enchantment unlike that of any
other land. Yet strange and full of interest as every
mile of die river country should have been to a girl
accustomed to the great forest of the Sierras, she had
gazed upon it for the most part with unseeing eyes,
while her thoughts turned, maguet-like, backward to
the delights and the bewilderment of the old Mexi-
can town. So now, as the pursuing horseman swept
rapidly nearer, each swinging stride of the powerful
horse, each rhythmic movement of the graceful rider
brought nearer and more vivid the vision of a hand-



4 GIRL OF THE GOLDEN WEST
some picador holding off with his lance a thoroughly
maddened bull until the crowd roared forth its ap-
preciation.

" See, Senorita," said the horseman, at last gal-
loping close to the coach and lifting his sombrero,
" A beautiful bunch of syringa," and then, with his

face bent towards her and his voice full of appeal,
he added in lower tone :

" for you I
"

For a brief second, the Girl was too much taken
back to find the adequate words with which to accept
the stranger's offering. Notwithstanding fhat in his

glance she could read, as plainly as though he had
spoken: " I know I am taking a liberty, but please
don't be angry with me," there was somediing in his

sweeping bow and grace of manner that, coupled
with her vague sense of his social advantage, discon-

certed her. A second more, however, and the em-
barrassment had passed, for on lifting her eyes to his

"

again she saw that her memory had not played her
false

; beyond all chance of a mistake, he was the man
who, ten days earlier, had peered into the stage, as
she was nearing Monterey, and later, at the bull-

fight, had found time to shoot admiring glances at
her between his daring feats of horsemanship.
Therefore, genuine admiration was in her eyes and
extreme cordiality in her voice when, after a word
or two of thanks, she added, with great frankness:

" But it strikes me sort o' forcible that I've seen
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you before." Then, with growing enthusiasm:
" My, but that buU-fight was jest grand I You were
fine I I'm right glad to know you, sir."

The caballero*s face flushed with pleasure at her
free-and-easy reception of him, while an almost in-

audible " Gracias " feU from his lips. At once he
knew that his first surmise, that the Girl was an
American, had been correct. Not that his experi-
ence in life had furnished him with any parallel, for
the Girl constituted a new and unique type. But he
was well aware that no Spanish lady would have re-
ceived die advances of a stranger in like fashion.
It was inevitable, therefore, that for the moment he
should contrast, and not wholly to her advantage, the
Girl's unconventionaKty with the enforced reserve
of the dulcineas who, custom decrees, may not be
courted save in the presence of duennas. But the
next instant he recalled that there were, in Sacra-
mento, young women whose directness it would never
do to mistake for boldne- and,— to his credit be
it said,— he was quick to perceive that, however in-
different the Girl seemed to the customary formality
of introduction, there was no suggestion of indelicacy
about her. All that her frank and easy manner sug-
gested was that she was a child of nature, spontane-
ous and untrammelled by the dictates of society, and
normally and healthily at home in the company of the
opposite sex.
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"And she is even more beautiful than I sup-
posed," was the thought that went through his mind
And yet, the Girl was not beautiful, at least if

judged by Spanish or Califomian standards. Un-
like most of their women, she was fair, and her type
purely American. Her eyes of blue were lightly
but clearly browed and abundantly fringed; her hair
of burnished gold was luxuriant and wavy, and

^

framed a face of singularly frank and happy exprcs-
• sion, even though the features lacked regularity.

But it was a face, so he told himself, that any man
would trust,— a face that would make a man the
better for looking at it,— a face which reflected a
soul that no environment could make other than pure
and spotless. And so there was, perhaps, a shade
more of respect and a little less assurance in his man-
ner when he asked

:

" And you like Monterey? "

" I love it I Ain't it romantic— an*, my, what a
fine time the girls there must have I

"

The man laughed; the Girl's enthusiasm amused
him.

" Have you had a fine trip so far? " he asked, for
want of something better to say.

"Mercy, yes I This 'ere stage is a pokey oP
thing, but we've made not bad time, considerin'."

" I thought you were never going to get here I
"

The Girl shot a coquettish glance at him.
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" How did you know I was comin' on this 'crc

stage?"

" I did not know,"— the stranger broke off and
thought a moment. He may have been asking him-
self whether it were best for him to be as frank as
she had been and admit his admiration for her; at

last, encouraged perhaps by a look in the Girl's blue

eyes, he ventured :
" But I've been riding along this

road every day since I saw you. I felt that I must
see you again."

" You must like me powerful well . . . ? "

This remark, far from being a question, was accom-
panied with all the physiognomical evidences of an
assertion.

The stranger shot a surprised glance at her, out
of the comer of his eye. Then he admitted, in all

truthfulness

:

"Of course I do. Who could help . . .?"
"Have you tried not to?" questioned the Girl,

smiling in his face now, and enjoying in the full this

stolen intimacy.

" Ah, Senorita, why should I . . . ? All I
know is that I do."

The Girl became reflective; presently she ob-
served:

({ How funny it seems, an' yet, p'r'aps not so
strange after all. The boys— all my boys at the
camp like me— I'm glad you do, too."
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dined dnver had turned hi. head «,d wa. «bie4,irthe mw c«,t.ring alongride of W, wage to a^d™p.ct.o„. With hi. knowledge of the «riS,.^ of m«. in C.lifo™ia at Zt tin,e, heZZ
broad-shouldered, young feUow a. . native Califo^man Moreover, it mad. no difference to himwhether h.. pawenger had met an old acquaintanc^or not; .t wa. «,ffici„t for him to ob^rvriarS^e

^iTf tl Tr"" ^ '•""''"'J " bored or

W Iv K^ """ *• P""" "^ *« magnificent

to mention a commendable derire to give hi. onlvP«.enger a bit of plea«nt div.rrio„*L AeWjourney he dowed hi. hor.. down to a wait
^

nearheeT-'l r-r ""' "^^ »'' " '^'>

Myf,d,erha.-Ilivewithhim."
Any.ister.?"

"o,_ no «tter. or brothers My mother wa.

teeling. and then m the next bread, .he added:
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["But Vm pleated you're— you're hilf Ameri-
lean.

"And you, Senorita?"

iJJ'l
" f7!'»°--°'X family are M dead," re-

phed the Girl in « low voice. " But I lave my
boyj. Ae went on more cheerfuHy, " .n' what mo«
do I need? •• And dien before he had time to .&
her to «Tl.m what die meant by 4e boy., Ae cried
out. Oh, jeit look at them wonderful berrie. over

Perhap. you may," the Granger haatened to lay,Und in,ta„tly wid. hi. free hand he made a mov^
ment to «,m her to alight, whUe with the other he
checked hi. hor«i then, wid, hi. eye. rearing appeal-

Curioudy enough, thj. apparently proper reque.twa. revon«ble for changing the whole ..pe^ of

LtT: I"'
""^^ '"'"^ *° •*'«• *in>. though

•he was, A.,, wa. wmething in the ttranger'. ey«" Aey now reated upon her diat made her feel .ud-[denly diy, , flood of new impre»ion, availed her:

the former .mpuUe wa, the stronger, znd for the

'rriir "^'J"
'°"«'<»» °l » growing feeling of

restramt. Indeed, «,me inner voice told her that

inie, Ae belonged to Cloudy Mountain Camp
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««!Sf *J
""^""i"™ "«« unknown .mi w&«

,

rough, If k.nd comndery exi.ted between th,mmer. .nd hcncU; nevertheleM, .he felt th.t A,had gone far enough with a new acquaintance, who,(
.ccent, M weU a. the timbre of hi. voice, gav^H
.v,dej.ce that he belonged to another ;,r^er oHo«ety Am her own and that of the boyt So. hard4o«gh .t wa. not to accede to hi. r^ueu aid. atAe ~me tone, break Ae monotony of her journey

fcM. It "T"'" "' •'"^'-picking with him in theneld^ die made no move to leave the .tage but an-"ered the queMioning look of the obUging driver
J^th a negative one. Whereupon, the llttfr. afierdedanng to the young Californian that the .tag.

totf:,g"rt''-^°"^«--'^««"-'^
jn.e young man', face clouded with diaappoint-m«t For n,o hundred yard, or more he ,pok.

kl ""^ *»""* " '^"^ ''» """^ » order toKeep up with the now fast-moving .tage. Then, all

Ininl"! • " *u
"'"" '"*""" *"» ^bc.pnmng to grow embarrawing. the Girl made out the

figure of a rnan on horseback a Aort distance ahead,and uttered an exclamation of .urprije The
.h-anger foUowed the direction of the Girl', eye,and, ahnost .nstantly, it w„ borne in upon thLthat the horaeman awaited their coming. The Girl

i'::=r
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turned to speak, but the tender, lorrowful expreisioa
that the taw on the young man'a face kept her silent.

" That is one of my father's men," he said, some-
what solemnly. " His presence here may mean that
I must leave you. The road to our ranch begins
there. I fear that something may be wrong."
The Girl shot him a look of sympathetic inquiry,

though she said nothing. To tell the truth, the first
thought that entered her mind at his words was one
of concern that their companionship was likely to
cease abruptly. During the silence that preceded
his outspoken premonition of trouble, she had been
studying him closely. She found herself admiring
his aquiline features, his olive-coloured skin with its
healthful pallor, the lazy, black Spanish eyes behind
which, however tranquil they generaUy were, it was
easy for her to discern, when he smiled, that reck-
less and i*!domitable spirit which appeals to women
all the world over.

As the stage approached the motionless horseman,
the young man cried out to the vaquero, for such he
was, and asked in Spanish whether he had a message
for him; an answer came back in the same language,
the meaning of which the Girl failed to comprehend.A moment later her companion turned to her and
said:

" It is as I feared."

Once more a silence fell upon them. For a half
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" I hate to leave you, Seiioritt," he uid
In .1, ,n.t,„t the light went out of the Girl', eye..

S" "" " •"''^ " •"" "" *•»« *^^

you'^^iiei:;^
'""'•""'""•"'' "«^»«"»-

««te,.d M weU „ e„cou«g.d him to go further „1
"Win you think of me iome time?"
The Girl laughed

you'S*^*T'"'"^*'^»''''y«»' !•«»

„^"fr^r.s:^:Tm^-^*.!

^.n'-l*",."''"''
^"«** >""" ''«*'«'l the young

rmrof*,^'"r''"'°"*"~-"-'^'^

fi«J- L
*• '^*'* *»• handsome stranffcr

glitter ,n her eyes when she cried out:

„ i,
""^^ ^'"^ you're makin» fun o» me I

»

JNo, I mean every word that I «iy," he hastened
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to u^ her, looking «r.i,ht into h„ ey« whcr.

ijint^n:!; ^V'^ •» '«d Something
which the Girl hid not the nbdety to conce.1

».H-r "ll^
J."'»<'« y<w «y th.tl " .he retuwed.mJung , ch.ld.hke e«o« to .ppe.r to diAeli«r;

The ttringer could not tupprcM . milei but thenew moment he wu wriout, and atked:
"And .ml never going to.ee you ,pi„? Won'tyou ten me where I CM find you?"
Once more the Girl wu coMciou. of , feeling of

of bemg The Girl of The Polk. Saloon." for that

that It wa. .ne dimg to converie plea.andy with ayoung m,., on the highway and a„other7irL
»njc to her home on Cloudy Mountain. OMy t^
well could Ac imagine the cool reception, if h

w^ild accord to d,i. .^li* .tranger. A. .%on..

ov ™i; I •
^^ •°" '''' '"""'"'"f «»'<«!<'"»= an

' of C^a "1,''l""
'" '" •"" '^i"- »»» « d^ad

upon Cloudy Mountain with aU hi. fine ain and

landLf? ^'"'.1"«'-"»l« began uncertainlyand then .topped m .udden wrpri«. Too long had•he delayed her anawer. Already the ,tage had left
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him some distance behind. Unpercelved l)y her a

shade of annoyance had passed over the Callfoml-

an's face at her seeming reluctance to tell him where

she lived. The quick of his Spanish pride was

touched; and with a wave of his sombrero he had

pulled his horse down on his haunches. Of no avail

now was her resolution to let him know the where-

abouts of the camp at any cost, for already his

" Adios, Sehorita" was sounding faintly in her ears.

With a little cry of vexation, scarcely audible, the

young woman flung herself back on the seat. She

was only a girl with all a girl's ways, and like most

of her sex, however practical her life thus far, she

was not without dreams of a romance. This meet-

ing with the handsome caballero was the nearest she

had come to having one. True, there was scarcely

a man at Cloudy but what had tried at one time or

another to go beyond the stage of good comrade-

ship; but none of them had approached the idealistic

vision of the hero that was all the time lying dormant

in her mind. Of course, being a girl, and almost a

queen in her own little sphere, she accepted their

rough homage in a manner that was befitting to such

an exalted personage, and gave nothing in return.

But now something was stirring within her of which

rfic knew nothing; a feeling was creeping over her

diat she could not analyse; she was conscious only

of die fact that with the departure of this attractiM
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stranger, who had taken no pains to conceal his ad-
miration for her, her journey had been robbed of all

its joy.

A hundred yards further on, therefore, she could
not resist the temptation to put her head out of the
stage and look back at the place where she had last

seen him.

He was still sitting quietly on his horse at the
place where they had parted so unceremoniously, his

face turned in her direction— horse and rider sil-

houetted against the western sky which showed a
crimson hue below a greenish blue that was sapphire
further from the horizon.
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Not until a turn of the road hid the stage from
sight did the stranger fix his gaze elsewhere. Even
then It was not easy for him, and diere had been a
moment when he was ready to throw everything to
Ac wmds and foUow it. But when on the point of
domg so there suddenly flashed through his mind the
thought of the summons that he had received. And
80, not unlike one who had come to the conclusion
that It was indeed a farewell, he waved his hand re-
signedly in the direction that the stage had taken and,
calling to his vaquero, he gave his horse a thrust of
the long rowel of his spur and galloped off towards
the foothills of the Sierras.

For some miles the riders travelled a road which
wound through beautiful green fields; but master and
man were wholly indiflFerent, seeing neither die wild
flowers lining each side of the road nor the sycamores
and live oaks which were shining overhead from the
recent rains. In the case of the young man every
foot of die way to his father's rancho was familiar.
AU hours of the day and night he had made the trip
to the highway, for with the exception of the few
years Aat had been given to his education in foreign
Unds, his whole life had been passed on the rancho.
Scarcely less acquainted with the road dian his young
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master was the vaquero, so neither gave a glance at
the country through which they were passing, but
side by side took the miles in silence.

An hour passed with the young man still wrapt in
thought. The truth was, though he was scarcely
ready to admit it, he had been hard hit. In more
ways dian one the Girl had made a deep impression
on him. Not only had her appearance awakened his
interest to the point of enthusiasm, but diere was
somediing irresistibly attractive to him in her lack of
affectation and audacious frankness. Over and over
again he thought of her happy face, her straightfor-
ward way of looking at things and, last but not least,

her evident pleasure in meeting him. And when he
reflected on the hopelessness of their ever meeting
again, j; feeling of depression seized him. But his
nature— always a buoyant one— did not permit
him to remain downcast very long.

By this time they were nearing the foothills. A
little while longer and the road that they were trav-
elling became nothing more than a bridle path. In-
deed, so dense did the chaparral presently become
that it would have been utterly impossible for one
unacquainted with the way to keep on it. Animal
life was to be seen everywhere. At the approach of
the riders innumerable rabbits scurried away; quail
whirred from bush to bush; and, occasionally, a deer
broke from the thickets.
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At the end of another hour of hard riding thei

were forced to .lacken their pace. In front of the»
the ground could be seen, in the light of a fa.t disap.
pearmg moon, to be graduaUy rising. Anodier mile

of hem; while great ravines, holding mountain tor-
rents, necessitated their mak:',g a short detour for
the pun,ose .^ Inding a place where the stream could
be safely forocd. Even then it was not an easy taskon account of the boulder-endosing whirlpool, whose

swept through the forest.

At a point of the road where there was a break

Spa^sV
'^''^' » ^0'« suddenly cried out in

"Who comes?"
" FoUow us I » was the quick answer without draw-mg rein; and, instantly, on recognition of the young

masters voice, a mounted sentinel spurred his horse
out from behmd an overhanging rock and closed in
behind them And as they were challenged thus sev-
era! times, it happened that presently there was quite

l^!fu^7t
°^ ""'" P"'^'"« "^^^^ ^" the darkness

that had fallen.

And so another hour passed. Then, suddenly,
there sprung into view the dark outlines of a low
structure which proved to be a corral, and finaUy
they made their way through a gate and came upon
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a long adobe house, situated in a large clearing and
havuig a kind of courtyard in front of it.

In the centre of this courtyard was what evidently
had once been a fountain, though it had long since
dned up. Around it squatted a group of vaqueros,
aU smoking cigarettes and some of them lazily twist-
mg lariats out of horsehair. Close at hand a dozen
or more wiry little mustangs stood saddled and bri-
dled and ready for any emergency. In colour, one
or two were of a peculiar cream and had silver white
manes, but the rest were greys and chestnuts. It was
evident that they had great speed and bottom. Allm all, what with the fierce and savage faces of the
men scattered about the courtyard, the remoteness
of the adobe, and the care taken to guard against sur-
prise, old Bartolini's hacienda was an establishment
not unlike that of the feudal barons or a nest of ban-
ditti according to the point of view.
At Ae sound of the fast galloping horses, every

man on the ground sprang to his feet and ran to his
horse. For a second only they stood still and list-
ened intently; then, satisfied that all was well and
that the persons approaching belonged to the rancho,
they returned to their former position by the foun-
tain— all save an Indian servant, who caught the
bridle thrown to him by the young man as he swung
himself oat of the saddle. And while this one led
bis horse noiselessly away, another of the same race
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preceded him along a corridor until he came to the

Maestro's room.

Old Ramerrez Bartolini, or Ramerrez, as he was

known to his followers, was dying. His hair, pure

white and curly, was still as luxuriant as when he was

a young man. Beneath the curls was a patrician,

Spanish face, straight nose and brilliant, piercing,

black eyes. His gigantic frame lay on a heap of

stretched rawhides which raised him a few inches

from the floor. This simple couch was not necessa-

rily an indication of poverty, though his property

had dwindled to almost nothing, for in most Spanish

adobes of that time, even in some dwellings of the

very rich, there were no beds. Over him, as well as

under him, were blankets. On each siJj of his head,

fixed on the wall, two candles were burning, and al-

most within reach of his hand there stood a roug^

altar, with crucifix and candles, where a padre was

making preparations to administer the Last Sacra-

ments.

In the low-studded room the only evidence remain-

ing of prosperity were some fragments of rich and

costly goods that once had been piled up there. In

former times the old Spaniard had possessed these in

profusion, but little was left now. Indeed, whatever

property he had at the present time was wholly in

cattle and horses, and even these were comparatively

few.
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There had been a period, not so very long ago at
Aat, when old Ramerrez was a power in the land.
In aU matters pertaining to the province of Alta Cal-
ifomia his advice was eagerly sought, and his opin-
ion earned great weight in the councils of the Span-
lards. Later, under the Mexican regime, die re-
spcct m which his name was held was scarcely less;
hvt with the advent of the Americanos all this was
changed. Little by little he lost his influence, and
nothmg could exceed the hatred which he felt for the
race that he deemed to be responsible for his down-
fall.

It was odd, in a way, too, for he had married an
American girl, the daughter of a sea captain who had
visited the coast, and for many years he had held her
memory sacred. And, curiously enough, it was be-
cause of this enmity, if indirectly, that much of his
fortune had been wasted.

Fully resolved diat England— even France or
Russia, so long as Spain was out of the question—
should be given an opportunity to extend a protecto-
rate over his beloved land, he had sent emissaries to
Europe and supplied them with moneys— far more
than he could afford— to give a series of lavish en-
tertainments at which the wonderful richness and fer-
tihty of California could be exploited. At one time
It seemed as if his efforts in that direction would meet
with success. His plan had met with such favour
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from the authpritics in the City of Mexico that Gov-
ernor Pico had been instructed by them to issue a
grant for several million of acres. But the United
States Government was quick to perceive the hidden
meaning m the extravagances of these envoys in Lon-
don, and m the end all diat was accomplished was the
hastening of the inevitable American occupation.
From that time on it is most difficult to imagine

the zeal widi which he endorsed the scheme of the
native Califomians for a republic of their own. He
was a leader when the latter made their attack on the
Americans in Sonoma County and were repulsed with
the loss of several killed. One of these was Ramer-
rez only brother, who was the last, with die excep-
tion of himself and son, of a proud, old, Spanish
family. It was a terrible blow, and increased, if
possible, his hatred for the Americans. Later the
old man took part in the battle of San Pasquale and
the Mesa. In the last engagement he was badly
wounded, but even in that condition he announced his
intention of fighting on and bitterly denounced his
fellow-officers for agreeing to surrender. As a mat-
ter of fact, he escaped that ignominy. For, taking
advantage of his great knowledge of the country, he
contrived to make his way through the American
Imes widi his few foUowers, and from that time
may be said to have taken matters into his own
hand.
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Old Ramerrez was conscious that his end was
merely a matter of hours, if not minutes. Over and
over again he had had himself propped up by his at-

tendants with the expectation that his command to
bring his son had been obeyed. No one knew better
than he how impossible it would be to resist another
spasm like that which had seized him a little while
after his son had ridden oflF the rancho early that
morning. Yet he relied once more on his iron con-
stitution, and absolutely refused to die until he had
laid upon his next of kin what he thoroughly believed
to be a stern duty. Deep down in heart, it is true,
he was vaguely conscious of a feeling of dread lest

his cherished revenge should meet with opposition;
but he refused to harbour the thought, believing, not
unnaturally, that, after having imposed his will upon
others for nearly seventy years, it was extremely un-
likely that his dying command should be disobeyed
by his son. And it was in the midst of these death-
bed reflections that he heard hurried footsteps and
knew that his boy had come at last.

When the latter entered the room his face wore an
agonised expression, for he feared that he had ar-
rived too late. It was a relief, therefore, to see his
father, who had lain still, husbanding his little re-

maining strength, open his eyes and make a sign,

which included the padre ^s well as the attendants,
that he wished to be left alone with his son.
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"Art thou here at last, my ion?" said the old

man the moment they were alone.
" Ay, father, I came as soon as I received youi

message." '

" Come nearer, then, I have much to My to you,
and I have not long to live. Have I been a good
father to you, my lad? "

The young man knelt beside the couch and kissed
his father's hand, while he murmured an assent
At the touch of his son's lips a chill struck the old

man s heart. It tortured him to think how little the
boy guessed of the recent history of the man he was
bending over with loving concern; how little he di-
vined of the revelation that must presently be made
to him. For a moment the dying man felt that, after
all, perhaps it were better to renounce his vengeance,
for It had been suddenly borne in upon him that the
boy might suffer acutely in the life that he intended
him to hve

;
but in another moment he had taken him-

self to task for a weakness that he considered must
have been induced by his dying condition, and he
sternly banished the thought from his mind.

* My lad," he began, " you promise to carry outmy wishes aftc- t -- •» ..

(t

am gone ?

Ay, father, you know that I will What do
wish me to do ?

" you

The old man pointed to the crucifix.

You swear it?"
(C

^
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" I twetr it"

No sooner hid the ton uttered the wbhed-for
wordi than his father feU back on the couch and
closed his eyes. The effort and excitement left him
as white as a sheet. It seemed to the boy as if his
father might be sinking into the last stupor, but after
a while he opened his eyes and caUed for a gUss of
aguardiente.

With difficulty he gulped it down; then he said
feebly:

" My boy, the only American that ever was good
was your modier. She was an angel. All the rest
of these cursed gringos are pigs;" and his voice
growing stronger, he repeated: "Ay, pigs, hogs.

The son made no reply; his fadier went on:
" What have not these devils done to our coun-

tty ever since they came here ? At first we received
them most hospitably; everything they wanted was
gladly supplied to them. And what did dicy do in
return for our kindness? Where now are our ex-
tensive ranches— our large herds of cattle ? They
have managed to rob us of our lands through clever
laws that we of California cannot understand; they
have stolen from our people thousands and thousands
of cattle I There is no infamy that ^"
The young man hastened to interrupt him.
" You must not excite yourself, father," he said

if

I

Hi
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with lolidtudc. "They «re unicnipuloui- many
of them, but all are not lo."

.11" vt^
'

"'[^"^^^l'^
^^ oW man

;
" the gringo, are

M i?t'«*«™«IU-" The old man wa.
unable to finiih. He gasped for breath. But de-
•pite hi. .on . entreatie. to be cahn, he prewntly cried
out: '

"Do you know who you are?" And not wait-
ing for a reply he went on with : « Our name i. one
of the proudct in Spain- none better I The curse
of a long line of ancestor, will be upon you if you
tamely .ubmit- not make thcK American, wffer
for their .eizure of thi., our rightful land -our
beautiful California!"

Met anxiously than ever now the .on regarded
hi. father. Hi. in.pection left no doubt in hi. mind
that the end could not be far off. With great ear-
ne.tnc«, he implored him to lie down; but the dyingman diook hi. head and contmued to grow more and
more excited.

"Do you know who I am?" he demanded.Wo— you think you do, but you don't. There
was a time when I had plenty of money. It pleasedme greatly to pay all your expense.— to see that
you received the best education possible both at home
and abroad. Then the gringos came. Little by lit-
tie these cursed Americanos have taken aU that I had
from me. But as they have sown m diaU they reap.
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ttI htve taken my revenge, and you ihall take more I

He pauMd to get hit breath; then in a terrible voice
he cried: "Yes, I have robbed— robbed! For
the last three years, ahnost, your father has been a
bandit!"

The son sprang to his feet

"A bandit? You, father, a Ramerrez, a ban-
dit?"

" Ay, a bandit, an outlaw, as you also will be when
I am no more, and rob, rob, rob, these Americanos.
It is my command and—you— have— sworn . . ."

The son's eyes were rivetted upon his fadier's face
as the old man fell back, completely exhausted, upon
his couch of rawhides. With a strange conflict of
emotjonp, the young man remained standing in si-

lence for a few brief seconds that seemed like hours,
while the pallor of deadi crept over the face before
him, leaving no doubt that, in the solemnity of the
moment his father had spoken nothing but the literal

truth. It was a hideous avowal to hear from the
dying lips of one whom from earliest childhood he
had been taught to revere as the pattern of Spanish
honour and nobility. And yet the thought now up-
permost in young Ramcrrcz's mind was that oddly
enough he had not been t .ken by surprise. Never
by a single word had any one of his father's follow-
ers given him a hint of the truth. So absolute, so
feudal was the old man's mastery over his men that



»« GIRL OF THE GOLDEN .WEST

n »L
N«ve«hel.«, he now told hi„,elf that

or rather, had refused to know, putting oS the hiur

ness and penl. Three years, h!s fadier had iust said •

well, that explained how it wa, that no suspiChad'

u airfr" """/'"' "' """^ "-Pk^dr, ed-ucation and returned home from hi, travels But>.nce then a child must have noted that s^med.f„

'

7ZZT *'«''":""-" ^«es of theZ, I'stant y on guard, as though the old hacMa were ina state of siege; the altered disposition of hbTaAer

—ermg «re. Vfsolrfin^K^h,s m,nd he had known the whole, shamefultthhad known the purpose of those silent, ,tealthr«

rr rV""."'
"'"' «t"r„s,-a.;d morrth^n

"c ded lo odd," ''k"^
'"' '""''8«' »™' *»' -.ncded so oddly w,th some new tale of a daring hold-

cnanced to nde mto Monterey. For three vears

l°Z heT" ''t
"""^ *" -nertrUrr;

tTlltKu *.""•' ' '"°"«« »» *". "Ued uponto make Ae cho.ce that should make or mar him forI'fe. And now, for die first time he reaUaed why



GIRL OF THE GOLDEN WEST 29

he had never voiced his suspicions, never questioned,
never hastened the time of decision,— it was because
even now he did not know which way he wished to
decide I He knew only that he was torn and racked
by terrible emotions, that on one side was a mighty
impulse to disregard the oath he had blindly taken
and refuse to do his father's bidding; and on the
other, some new and unguessed craving for excite-
ment and danger, some inherited lawlessness in his
blood, something akin to the intoxication of the
arena, when the thunder of the bull's hoofs rang in
his ears. And so, when the old man's lips opened
once more, and shaped, almost inaudibly, the solemn
words

:

" You have sworn,—" the scales were turned and
the son bowed his head in silence.

A moment later and the room was filled with men
who fell on their knees. On every face, save one,
there was an expression of overwhehning grief and
despair; but on that one, ashen grey as it was with
the agony of approaching death, there was a look of
contentment as he made a sign to the padre that he
was now ready for him to administer the last rites of
his church.

M!

\fii:
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The Polka Saloon I

.gi"To„?
""""'"" •""'""^ »<•"- *'-

th.«°r,'' '°l'
" r»«y-Nin« to picture it ,U „ if

h^ted by candle, and .fce warn,, yeUow light ofkerosene lamp,; the fireplace with it, hngflog.
blazing and roanng; the faro table, with the Uttkrmg, of mmer, around them; and the long, pine barbehmd wh.ch a typical barkeeper of the p riod wL
bu,.ly engaged in pacing the bottle to the m»
ofTe Girl "^ " "'"'^ '° *'* *« »"'*

And the spirit of the place I When and wherewa, there ever .„ch a fine feUowAip_ tran,fonn^

. v«-.tabe haven of good cheer for miner, weary

^He"? " "'"" discouraging day i„ .he

In a woriJ, the Polka wa, a marvellous tribute to it,
prl-propnetor-s sense of domesticity. Nothing
that could insure the comfort for her patrons wa,

wo2 ; A°*^J '* '•"'" '«" «>"" •«« ^
But alas I the night was yet young.
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Now the moment for which not a few of that

good-humoured and musically-inclined company were
waiting arrived. Clear above the babel of voices

sounded a chord, and the poor old concertina player

began singing in a voice that was as wheezy as his

instrument

:

" Camp town ladies sing this song

Dooda! Doodal
Camp town race track five miles long

Dooda/ Dooda/ Day/"

Throughout the solo nothing more nerve-racking

or explosive than an occasional hilarious whoop
punctuated the melody. For once, at any rate, it

seemed likely to go the distance; but no sooner did

the diorus, which had been taken up, to a man, by
Ae motley crowd and was rip-roaring along at a
great rate, reach the second line than there sounded

the reports of a fusillade of gun-shots from the di-

rection of the street The effect was magical: every

voice trailed off into uncertainty and then ceased.

Instantly the atmosphere became charged witK

tension; a hush fell upon the room, the joyous light

of"battle in every eye, if nothing else, attesting the

approach of the foe; while all present, after listen-

ing contemptuously to a series of wild and unearthly

yells which announced an immediate arrival, sprang
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Z^L i';lu"'^'"""T"^ *"' 8'«c« on 4,entrance of the «lo<» through which there pr.«„tlybum . par^ of lively boy. from The Ridge
^

A psychological moment followed, during whichAe occupant, of The Polka Saloon gl'ared Jrcdyt*e newcomer,, who, needier to .ay, returned their

past performances, far outnumbered those of peace.Bu as often happen. i„ .ffair. of this kind whenneither ..de is unprepared, the desire for gun-play^v. way to mMJess laughter, and, presen'Sy, 4ehJanous crowd from the rival camp, turning

arn^bal^•

^"°°^ ''-'-' » -«

Mo^lrr'"'"'"'.'* *' '""' "^ *' Cloudy
Mountain boy, a, they gazed upon the receding
figure, of their sworn enemies; but ahnost in as u2toe as It tdce, to teU it there was a tumultuousTnmg up at the bar, the J,t .urface of which ,o»

ofrmt d
* "' "T "'"" '^"" " "^ *« «'"

" Owine to run all night,
Gvnne to run all day,
Set my money on a bob-tail nag,
Somebody bet on the bayI '*
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Among those standing at the bar, and looking out

of bleared eyes at a flashy lithograph tacked upon
the wall which pictured a Spanish woman in short

skirts and advertised "Espaniola Cigaroos," were
two miners: one with curly hair and a pink-and-

white complexion; the other, tall, loose-limbed and
good-natured looking. They were known respect-

ively as Handsome Charlie and Happy Halliday,

and h£- ' een arguing in a maudlin fashion over the

relative merits of Spanish and American beauties.

The moment the song was concluded they banged
their glasses significantly on the bar; but since it was
an unbroken rule of the house that at the close of

the musician's performance he should be rewarded

by a drink, which was always passed up to him, they

needs must wait. The little barkeeper paid no at-

tention to their demands until he had satisfied the

thirst of the old concertina player who, presently,

could be seen drawing aside the bear-pelt curtain and
passing through the small, square opening of the

partition which separated the Polka Saloon from its

dance-hall.

"Not goin*, old Dooda Day, are you?" The
question, almost a bellow, which, needless to say,

was unanswered, came from Sonora Slim who, with

his great pal Trinidad Joe, was playing faro at a

table on one side of the room. Apparently, both

were losmg steadily to the dealer whose chair, placed

'! *>i

#1

r:-^i
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up against the pincboardcd waU, was slightly raisedabove the floor. This last individual was aHltand unctuous looking as his confederate, the ^ok-out was thin and sneaky; moreover, he bore the

"Lose."

"WeU, let the tail go with the hide," returnedSonora, resignedly.
"lurnea

• V^? *.' ««—how many times did it win?"mquired Trinidad.

"Four times," was the case-keeper's ,™wer.

U M u"..
"" ' f««-Wooded Indian with long

blue-black ha,r. very thick and oily, had been watT

Ind«n and part American, and he wore aU kin^ol

flashed from his vivid red tie. Furthermore, he pos-

T'k I ".f^T' •»'«'• fTassyJooking article^!!w^^ he brought out on every possibf. ^^ „.When not engaged m helping himself to the dreg,that remamed m the glasses carelessly left aboutZ
r^'e ;

""
^'"r"^ '" "" ^"-ds» down'

T.«ng. But now he reached over Sonora'. .houl-



GIRL OF THE GOLDEN WEST 35

dcr and put some corns on the tabic in front of the
dealer.

" Give Billy Jackrabbit fer two doUa' Mexican
chip," he demanded in a guttural voice.

The Sidney Duck did as requested. While he
was shuffling the cards for a new deal, the players
beat time with their feet to the music that floated in

from the dance-hall. The tune seemed to have an
unusually exhilarating effect on Happy Halliday, for
letting out a series of whoops he staggered off to-

wards the adjoining room with the evident intention

of getting his fill of the music, not forgetting to yell

back just before he disappeared:
" Root hog or die, boys I

"

Happy's boisterous exit caused a peculiar expres-
sion to appear immediately on Handsome's face,

which might be interpreted as one of envy at his

friend's exuberant condition; at all events, he pro-
ceeded forthwith to order several drinks, gulping
them down in rapid succession.

Meanwhile, at the faro table, the luck was going
decidedly against the boys. In fact, so much so,

that there was a dangerous note in Sonora's voice
when, presently, he blurted out:

" See here, garni jlier Sid, you're too lucky 1

"

" You bet I " approved Trinidad, and then added:
" More chips, Australierl

"

*4



3^ GIRL OF THr GOLDEN WEST
But Trinidad's comment, as wcU as his request,

only brought forth the oily smile that The Sidney
Duck always smiled when any reference was made
to his game. It was his policy to fawn upon ail and
never permit himself to think that an insult was in-
tended. So he gathered in Trinidad's money and
gave him chips in return. For some seconds the men
played on without anything disturbing the game ex-
cept the loud voice of die caller of th* wheel-of-
fortune m the dancc-hall. But the boys were to hear
something more from there besides, "Round goesAe wheell " For, all at once there came to lir
cars the sounds of an altercation in which it was not

Hfmdl^°
recognise the penetrating voice of Happy

"Now. git you loafer I " he was saying in tones
that left no doubt in die minds of his friends thatHappy was hot under die collar over something.A shot followed.

Happy, deeply humiliated at his failure to increase
tfte mortuary record of die camp.
The incident, however, passed unnoticed by die

faro players; not a man widiin sound of the shot, for
that matter, inquired what die trouble was about-and even Nick, picking up his tray filled widi glasses'and a bottle, walked straightway into the dance-haU
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lo^g .. if the nutter were not worth , moment'.

At Nick', going the Indian', face brightened; itgave h.m the opportunity for which he had been».mng. Nob
J, he maintained hi, reputation a, aduef by quietly going behind the bar and lifting

from a box four cigar, which he .towed away in hi,
^.^. Bu, even that, apparently did not .atisfy
him, for when he e,pied the butt of a cigar, Sung
into the ,awd„,t on the Boor by a man who had ju,tcome in, he piclced it up before ,quatting down again
to resume his card playing.

The newcomer, a man of, say. forty years, came
lowly mto the room witliout a word of salutation
to anyone. In common with his fcllow-miners, hewore a flannel shirt and boots. The latter gave
every evidence of age as did his clothes which, never-
theless. were neat. His face wore a mild, gentle

e^ot^ T^' ''".' '"'' '^'' ^' "- compa^iolble
enough

;
yet it was impossible not to see that he was

not willingly seeking the cheer of the saloon but came
tfiere solely because he had no other place to go
In a word, he had every appearance of a man down
on his luck.

Men were continually coming in and going out.
but no one paid the slightest attention to him; even
though a succession of audible sighs escaped his lips.
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At length he went over to the counter and took a
theet or two of the paper,— which was kept there
for the few who desired to write home,— a quiU-
pcn and ink; and picking up a small wooden box he
seated himself upon it before a desk— which had
been built from a rude packing^ase— and began
wearily and laboriously to write.

" The lone star now rises I
"

It was the stentorian voice of the caller of the
wheel-of.fortune. One would have thought that the
sound would have had the effect of a thunder-clap
upon the figure at the desk; but he gave no sign what-
ever of having heard it; nor did he see the suspicious
glance which Nick, entering at that moment, shot at
Billy Jackrabbit who was stealing noiselessly towards
Ae dance-haU where the whoops were becoming so
frequent and evincing such exuberance of spirits that
the ubiquitous, if generally unconcerned, Nick felt it
incumbent to give an explanation of them.

" Boys from The Ridge cuttin' up a bit," he ten-
dered apologetically, and took up a position at the
end of the bar where he could command a view of
both rooms.

As a partial acknowledgment that he had heard
*<ick s communication, Sonora turned round slightlym his seat at the faro table and shot a glance towards
the dance-haU. Contempt showed on his rugged
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features when he turned round again and addressed
the stocky, little man sitting at his elbow.

"Well, I don't dance with men for partners!
When I shassay, Trin, I want a feminine piece of
flesh an' blood "—he sneered, and then went on to
amplify—" with garters on."

" You bet I " agreed his faithful, if laconic pal, on
feeling the other's playful dig in his ribs.

The subject of men dancing together was a never-
ceasing topic of conversation between these two
cronies. But whatever the attitude of others Sonora
knew that Trinidad would never fail him when it

came to nice discriminations of this sort. His refer-
ence to an article of feminine apparel, however, was
responsible for his recalling the fact that he had not
as yet received his daily assurance from the presid-
ing genius of the bar that he stood well in the estima-
tion of the only lady in the camp. Therefore, leav-
ing the table, he went over to Nick and whispered:
"Has the Girl said anythin' about me to-dav.

Nick?"
'

Now die role of confidential adviser to the boys
was not a new one to the barkeeper, nor was any-
one in the camp more familiar than he with their
good qualities as weU as dieir failings. Every
morning before going to work in the placers it was
their custom to stop in at The Polka for their first

4il
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v.n,bly, Nick received them in hi. Alrt^eeve..-

«1. b,I.d Airt" ip d,e c.mp._„d what with hi.red B,„„el under.h.rt th.t extended f.r below the

Ind,! l^u':*'''
'""'«'"*'y-«ol»"red w.i«co.t

.nd ..e, and h.. h^r combed down very low in a cow-
l.ck over h.. forehead, he wa. indeed an odd little
*gure of a man a. he hitened patiently to the boy.'

tte other hand, absolutely devoted to the fair pro.

acter of a good comrade,- he never cea«d trying
to advance her mtere.t,j and .ince one and aU of her
customer, believed d,.m..lve. to be in love wi* herone of h., most .«cce»ful method, wa. to Battel

^elnll*
'"•*"" '"••'' *'"'''"« *" •» "".d made a

f^ t"f ; T™""^ " '""« "»"»» «"<• «P"i-

tylTg
""''• """ '" "^'P' •» l.ighly.«,loured

Nil^'rLr^ *• *"' *'""•" '»«'«"ted
JNick, droppmg hi. voice to a whisper.

Sonora grimied from ear to ear; he expanded hi.

hi. hand m lordly fashion he sung out

:

Cigar, for all hand, and drink., too, Nick! »
me genial prevaricator could warcely retrain
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Wmielf from laughing outright .. he watched theoAer return to h.. pl.ce at the faro table; and when,
in due courae. he .erved the concoction, and passed
.round the h|gh.priced cigar., there wa. a «nile on
h.. face wh,ch .aid a. plainly a. if .poken that So-
nora wa. not the only perwn pre.ent that had reason
to be pleased with himself.

foU^r "^Tl^
°"* °^ ^'^^"^ terpsichorean per-

formances which never failed to shock old Sonora'.
jense of the fitne«, of things. For the next moment
two Ridge boys, dancing together, waltzed through
the opemng between the two room, and, letting out

roZ"'7 ""^Ti
''^^ '^'^y '°^«'°". whirled

round and round the room until they brought upS " **^' ^'"'^^^"'y' "M«d for

..oonJ"^
«^"" ^'" T" "^^ '°°'"' *« "^d game

•topped. However, before anyone seated Aere
could give vent to his resentment at this boisterous
intrusion of the men from the rival camp, the smooth,
oily and my.tmg voice of the unprincipled Sidney
Duck, scenting easy prey because of their inebriated
condition, called out in its cockney accent-

•• m. boys— »ow'8 things at The Ridge? "
Wipes this camp off the earth I" returned a

voice that was provocative in the extreme- a reply
that instantly brought every man at the faro table to
his feet For a time, at least, it seemed as if the

^)

I.
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boys from The Ridge would get the trouble ther
were looking for.

A murmur of angry amazement arose, while
Sonora, his watery blue eyes glinting, foUowed up
his explosive, " What I » with a suggestive movement
towards his hip. But quick as he was Nick was still

quicker and had The Ridge boy, as weU as Sonora,
covered before their hands had even reached their
guns.

"You
. . .1" the little barkeeper's sentence

was bristled out and contained along with the exple-
tivcs some comparatively mild words which gave the
would-be combatants to understand that any such
foolishness would not be tolerated in The Polka
unless he himself " 'lowed it to be ne'ssary."
Not unnaturally The Ridge boys failed to see any-

thing offensive in language that had a gun behind it;
and realising the futility of any further attempt to
get away with a successful disturbance they wisely
yielded to superior quickness at the draw. With a
whoop of resignation they rushed back to the dance-
hall where the voice of the caller was exhorting the
gents— whose partners were mostly big, husky,
hairy.faced men clumsily enacting parts generally
assigned to members of the gentler sex— to
swing:

"With the right-hand gent, first partner swing
with the left-hand gent, first partner swing with the
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right-hand gent; first partner swing with the left-

&n"'r
"' ^'^ ^"'^^^ ^ ^--"' -^ «--

ry^llf
*

• ?i'
^''°

'I"'
""^'- *« ^""<J««t having

passed quicldy ,„to oblivion,- Sonora caUed to thfdealer for "aslug's worth of chips "-a requ^slAat was promptly acceded to. But they had playedonly a few minutes when a thin but somewhat sweet
tenor voice was heard singing

:

" ff^ait for the waggon,
Wait for the waggon,
ff^ait for the waggon,
And we'll all take a ride.

Wait for the waggon "

"Here he is, gentlemen, just back from his tri-umphs of The Ridgel" broke in Nick, whose
province It was to act as master of ceremonies; and
coming forward as the singer emerged from the
dance-haU he introduced him to the assembled com-
pany m the most approved musichaU manner:
Allow me to present to you, Jake Wallace the

WbC""' '
'^ '"' ^"^ *" exaggeratedly

"How-dy, Jake I Hello, Jake, old man I How
be you. Jake I "were some of the greetings that
were hurled at the Minstrel who, robed in a long
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linen duster, his face half-blackcd, and banjo in hand,
acknowledged the words of welcome with a broad
grin as he stood bowing in the centre of die room.
That Jake WaUace was a typical camp minstrel

from die top of his dusty stove-pipe hat to the sole
of his flapping negro shoes, one could see widi half
an eye as he made his way to a mall platform—

a

musidan's stand— at one end of the bar;-nor could
there be any question about his being a prudent one,
for die musician did not seat himself untU he had
carefuUy examined die sheet-iron shield inside the
railing, which was attached in such a way diat it

could be sprung up by working a spring in the floor
and render him fairly safe from a chance shot dur-
ing a fracas.

"My first selection, friends, wiU be *The Lit-
tle—

» announced die Minstrel widi a smUe as he
begun to tune his instrument

" Aw, give us * Old Dog Tray,» " cut in So-ora,
impatiendy from his seat at die card table.

Jake bowed his ready acquiescence to die request
and kept right on tuning up.

"I say, Nick, have you saw the Giri?" asked
Trinidad in a low voice, taking advantage of die
interval to stroll over to the ban

Mysteriously, Nick's eyes wandered about die
room to see if anyone was listening; at lengdi, widi
marvellous insincerity, he said:
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" YouVe got the fint chttce. Trin; I „ve 'eryour metsage." "^ "

Whid^ for everybody, Nick I » he orderedbumptuoudy; and ., before the little barfcZ^r'.

than that of the man whom. pre«ntly. he followed^to Ae faro table with a bottle and four glaJlA, .oor a, Trinidad had «ated hfanaelf the Min-

-01d7 T '^?"' ""• ""^'^ impre^ively:

H. , ?J7' «•""• '

"

^<"> fro" Home- 1"
He deared h.. throat.W the next instant in ,uav«-mg tones he warbled

:

i-'^er

"How of.ten do I pte-ture

The old folks Jomi at home,
And of.,en wonder if the, think of me,
M^onld m.gel mother know me.
If tack there I did roam,
ffottU old dog Tray re^member me."

d^ll'^/" .'^f*
of hi* "ong the man at the

tttj^ " t *" """• ^^ *""• "''•"y obliviousto what was takmg place, arose from hi, seat, put themk-bo^e back on d,e bar. opened a cigar-b;,!*:

Th^ he carried to a mail-bor atuched to the door,then, returning, he threw himself dejectedly down in

'ft'
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a chair and put his head in his hands, where it re-

mained throughout the song.

At the conclusion of his solo, the Minstrel's emo-
tions were seemingly deeply stirred by his own melo-
dious voice and he gasped audibly; whereupon, Nick
came to his relief with a stiff drink which, apparently,

went tc the right spot, for presently the singer's voice

rang out vigorously : " Now, boys I

"

No second invitation was needed, and the chorus
was taken up by all, the singers beating time with
their feet and chips.

All.

" Oh, mother, an-gel mother, are you toc'titf

there beside the lit'tle cottage on .e

lea--"

Jake.

"Onthelea—''

All.

"How of'ten would she bless me in alt them
days so fair—

ff^ould old dog Tray re-member ma—"
SONORA.

" Re-member me.'*

All the while the miners had been singing, die sad
and morose-looking individual had been steadily

growing more and more disconsolate^ and when
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Sonor, rumbled out the last deq, note in hi. k-

'

1>«» voice, he heaved a great Jb ^\J .
''

completely.
"^

° *"° ''"*« doiw

arm. * ^^""^ "P°n t^e other's

wh:tX^;:f:?r^:,i:,'*;2o*'.r"-
«-™. .-thin hi, B:e:^..xt::i!ttit

ing^eLp^^rr •'''" .^''^'' •"' ^»« twitch.*«g perceptibly, the hnes about his #.v*n. a^ -

•trugg'. ^ to control himself. LtsZVZ'"'''?'
the astonished faces about M^TV i

7*^'"« *"

tale of woe.
^' ^* P^""«^^ »°to his

"Say, boys, I'm homesick— I'm brok^ awhat's more. I don't care who knows k " H " '".

his fingers opening »nA ? .^"^ '** ^^ Paused,

for a ime^t Hfem ^ asThV'T*""^'
'^"^

^'.in growln.
;
I ^„t d,e dirtU/J^llVromt
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I want old Pensylvanny; I want my folks; I'm done,
boy^ I'm done, I'm done. . . . I " And with
these words he buried his face in his hands.

" Oh, mother, an-gel mother, are you tvaititi*—."

sang the Minstrel, dolefully.

Men looked at one another and were distressingly

affected; The Polka had never witnessed a more pain-

ful episode. Throwing a coin at the Minstrel,
Sonora stopped him with an impatient gesture; the
latter nodded undcrstandingly at the same time that
Nick, apparently indifferent to Larkin's collapse, be-
gan to dance a jig behind the bar. A look of scowl-
ing reproach instantly appeared on Sonora's face.

It was uncalled-for since, far from being heartless

and indifferent to the man's misfortunes, the little

barkeeper had taken this means to distract the
miner's attention from the pitiful sight.

" Boys, Jim Larkins 'lows he's goin' back East,"
announced Sonora. " Chip in every mother's son
o» you."

Immediately every man at the faro table demanded
cash from The Sidney Duck; a moment later they,

as well as the men who were not playing cards, threw
their money into the hat which Sonora passed around.
It was indeed a well-filled hat that Sonora held out
to die weeping man.

" Here you are, Jim," he said simply.
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The sudden trinsition from poverty to compara-

tive affluence wat too much for Larkins I Looking
Arough tear^mmed eye. at Sonora he struggled
for words mth which to «q,re,s hi. gratitude butAey refused to come; and at last widi a sob he^ u 77' ^' .?' ^°°"' ^^'''^''' ^^ -toppedand choked out: "Thank you, boys, thank "cm-

1 ne next moment he was gone.

Indeed, the mcident was forgotten before the un-
fortunate man had gone ten paces from The Polka,
for then ,t was that Trinidad suddenly rose in his
seat, lunged across the table for The Sidney Duck's
card-box, and cried out angrily:

"You're cheatin'
I That ain't a «,uare deall

You're a cheat I
'»

In a moment the place was in an uproar. Everyman at Ac table sprung to his feet; chairs were kicked

Zlll fr T "" '^''^. ^^"^^°"' «^* «»™« from

WTK Q-!i^^^^°
^^''^ ^'"* *^ "»«» J" watch,mg The Sidney Duck that no one perceived the Look-

out sneak out through the door save Nick, who wa.
rcturmng from the dance-haU with a tray of empty

tZ"r
^"^^'^--^t« was aware that d!l

Australians confederate was bent upon runningaway he made no attempt to stop him, for in com!

TZlf 'l"\T ?'''""'• ^"^"^« Sonora andTrmidad. who had seized die gambler and brought
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him out in front of hit cird-ttble, Nick's eyes were
fastened upon another man whom none had seen
enter, but whose remarkable personaUty, now u
often, made itself felt even though he spoke not a
word.

" Lift his hand I " cried Sonora, looking as if for
sanction at the newcomer, who stood in die centre of
the room, calmly smoking a huge cigar.

Forcing up The Sidney Duck's arms, Trinidad
threw upon the table a deck of cards which he had
found concealed about the other's person, bursting
out with:

"There
I

Look at that, the infernal, good-for-
nothin' cheat I

"

String 'im up I " suggested Sonora, and as be-
fore he shot a questioning look at the man, who was
regarding the scene widi bored interest

"You bet I" shouted Trinidad, puUing at the
Australian's arm.

"For 'eaven's sake, don't, don't, don't I" wailed
The Sidney Duck, terror-stricken.

The SheriflF of Manzaneta County, for such was
the newcomer's office, raised his steely grey eyes in-
quisitoriaUy to Nick's who, with a hostile stare at
the Australian, emitted:

"Chicken lifter I"
" String 'im 1 String 'im I " insisted Trinidad, at

Ae same time dragging die culprit towards die door.
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"No, boy. no I " cried the unfortun.te wretch,tnwW useleMlj, to break .way from hi. captors

toot .t' r**.** ^"^' "' '^"'»»«» cLtytook a h„d m Ae proceeding,, ,„d drawled out:
^

Inatantly. a, wa, their wont whenever the SheriS

L- -^ , ' * """'• «'»"" »* «^» «»>. deliberate

upon *«„. He tall.-(„lly .i, f.« „„,^_A'n. «.d angular; hi, hair and mouttache were

werrhe.vi?"/"".'"'.'^" "" «"' P^^ «»^were heavUy fnnged and arched; hi. no.e WraightMd h» mo»4 hard, determined, but j».t, the hp. ofwhjch were dim ,„d drawn tightly ^er brillirtly

.^ffl ..^ .f
** '"• • "'* •«"" k" with »

»e FriKo foshion ofthe day— gave every evi-dence that ,t, owner paid not a little attention to itFrom Ac bosom of hi, ^ite. puffed Airt an enor-mous diamond, held in place by aide gold chain,
«arf.ed forth; while glittering on hi,lge„ "«

could plainly be .een the highIy.polid.ed boot,; the

''
''lim

!.:*

(ffli!
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heels and initep being higher than thoM generallj in
iMe. In a word, it wa» impotiible not to get the im-
prewion that he was icnipuloutly immaculate and
careful about hit attire. And his voice— the voice
that tells character as nothing else does— was smooth
and drawling, though fearlessness and sincerity could
easily be detected in it. Such was Mr. Jack Ranee,
Gwnbler and Sheriff of Manzaneta County.
"This is a case for you, Jack Ranee," suddenly

spoke up Sonora.

Yes," chimed in Trinidad; and then as he gave
the Australian a rough shake, he added: "Here's
the Sheriff to take charge of you."

But Mr. Jack Ranee, the Sheriff of Manzanete
County, was never known to move otherwise than
slowly, deliberately. Taking from his pocket a
smoothly^rcased handkerchief he proceeded to dust
languidly first one and then the odier of his boots;
and not until he had succeeded in fiicking the last
gram of dust from them did he take up the business in
hand.

" Gentlemen, what's wrong with the cyards? " he
now began in his peculiar drawling voice.

Sonora pointed to the faro table.

"The Sidney Duck's cheated 1
" he said— an ac-

cusation which was responsible for a renewal of out-
cries and caused a number of men to pounce upon
the faro dealer.
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Trinidid rtn • lignifiaint hand around hit coUar.
string im I Come on, you —I » once more he

cned. But on aeeing the Sheriff raiie a reatraining
hand he detirted from puUing the Australian along

Wait a mmutel " commanded the Sheriff.
The miners with the prisoner in their midst stood

itock.stilI. Now the Sheriff's features lost some of
Acir usual inscnitabiUty and for a moment became
hard and stem. Slowly he let his eyes wander com-
prehensively about the saloon: first, they travelled to
« .maU balcony -reached by a ladder drawn down
or up at wiU— decorated with red calico curtains,
garlands of cedar and bittersweet, while the railing
was ornamented widi a wildcat's skin and a stuffed
fawn s head; from the ceiling with its strings of red
peppers, onions and apples they fell on a stuffed griz-
xly bear, which stood at the entrance to the dance-

Ml?? * ^^^^ ^^^^ P*'"°^ ^" »*» P»^ and an
old silk hat upon its head; from it they shifted to the^udy bar with its paraphernalia of fancy glasses,
showcases of coloured Bquors and its pair of scales
for weighing the gold dust; and from that to a keg
the top of which could be wididrawn widiout en-
gendering the slightest suspicion that it represented
other than an ordinary receptacle for liquor. Two
notices tacked upon the waU also caught and held
his glance, his eyes dwelling most affectionately on
the one reading: " A Real Home For The Boys "

liis
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Thtt there wu luch a thing at lentimeiit in the
make-up of the Sheriff of Mansaneta County few
people, perhaps, would have believed. Neverthe-
lew, at the thought that this placard inspired, he dis-
missed whatever inclination he might have had to
deal leniently with the culprit, and cahnly observed:

" There is no reason, gentlemen, of being in a
hurry. I've got something to say about diis. I
don't forget, aldiough I am die Sheriff of Manzan-
eta County, that I'm running four games. But it's
men like The Sidney Duck here diat casts reBections
on square-minded, sporting men like myself. And
worse— far worse, gentlemen, he casts reHections
on The Polka, die establishment of the one decent
woman in Cloudy."

*• You bet I " affirmed Nick, indignantly.

"Yes, a lady, d'you hear me?" stormed Sonora,
addressing the prisoner; dien: "You lily-livered
skunk!"

*' Oh, let's string 'im up! " urged Trinidad.
"Yes, come on, you . . .1" was Hand-

•ome's ejaculation, contriving, at last, to get his
hands on the faro dealer.

But again the Sheriff would have none of it.

" Hold on, hold on—" he began and paused to
philosophise: " After all, gents, what's death ? A
kick and you're off;" and dien went on: "I've
thought of a worse punishment Give him his coat."
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rducuntly, Mtuted the culprit into bit co.t.
Pttt him over there," the SheriJ now ordered

Whereupon, obedient to the in.truction. 0/ thatp."on.ge The Sidney Duck w. roughly put doJLmto . ch..r, ,nd while he w„ Srmly held intoT
R«.ce «r„lled „onch.l.n.Iy over to *e ftro .bkMd picked out , „rd from the deck there. Return-2 he <n"'ckly plucked . «ick.pin from the pri.on.r',
•erf ..ymg. while he «ited hi. action to hi. word.:

See, now I pl,ce the deuce of q,«de. over hi.W .. . warning. He can't leave the camp, and

tZ" "
!? '""f*

•««'>—«?" And whilethe men, awed to ..lence, .tood looking at one an-

" Ow, now don't si thati Don't si thati " bawled
out the card sharp.

The sentence met with universal approval. Ranee
craved an authoritative hand towards the door; and
the incident, a few seconds later, passed into its placem the camp records. Albeit, in diose seconds, and
while the men were engrossed in the agreeable task
of ejecting The Sidney Duck, The Polka harboured
another gu t, no less unwelcome, who made his way
unobserved through the saloon to become an unob-
trusive spectator of the doings in the dance-haU.

t
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In the space of six months one can do little or much
harm. The young bandit,— for he had kept his
oath to his father,— flattered himself that he had
done much. In all the mining camps of the Sierras
the mere mention of the name of Ramerrez brought
forth execrations. Not a stage started out wit^ 'ts

precious golden freight without its passengers hav-
ing misgivings that they would be held up before
reaching Sacramento. Messengers armed with shot-
guns were always to be found at their post beside the
drivers; yet, despite all precautions, not a week
passed without a report that the stage out of this or
that camp, had been attacked and the passengers
forced to surrender their money and valuables. Un-
der no circumstances, however, were any of Ramer-
rez's own countrymen molested. If, by any chance,
the road agent made a mistake and stopped a party
of native Califomians or Mexicans, they were at
once permitted to proceed on their way with the ban-
dit-leader*s profuse apologies.

But it was altogether diflferent with Americans.
The men of that race were compelled to surrender
their gold; although so far as he was concerned,
their women were exempt from robbery. As a mat-
ter of fact, he had few chances to show his chivalry,

56
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trivfii *« - -J ' " ^^***» "c had con-trived to avoid any serious bloodshed. Two of

«..« could charge against him.
' "^

So™Tk ?^""*"" *" '«'™ him time to bro,^

,"' P°*" "^ '"I. domination. Youne as hewa. not one of hi. father's seasoned ba7of cut

*;^^«.f™J5iHrof.t^^,.tr.ft!:^-

*u]Jy two-thirda of the Dreseni- han^ »
*mca.

it w#.r#. :« k- r M
present band were vassals, asIt were, in his family, while aU were of Spanish orMe^can descent. I„ truth, Ramerrez himself ^^

doin« Z coif . V"' ' '*'' °^ *^^ °«^»'^'»wings was complete widiout the narrator .•««;-.,•

«P0- it d..t the leader of the ha.^TC^J^^t^
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himself— closely resembled an American. One
and all of his victims agreed that he spoke with an
American accent, while the few who had been able
to see his features on a certain occasion when the red
bandanna, which he wore about his face, had fallen,

never failed to maintain that he looked like an
American.

As a matter of fact, Ramerrez not only bore the
imprint of his mother's race in features and in speech,
but the more he made war upon them, the more he
realised that it was without any real feeling of hos-
tility. In spite of his early training and in spite of
his oath, he could not share his father's bitterness.

True, the gringos had wrecked the fortunes of his
house; it was due to them that his sole inheritance
was an outlaw's name and an outlaw's leadership.
And yet, despite it all, there was another fact that
he could not forget,— the fact that he himself was
one half gringo, one half the same race as that of
the unforgottcn Girl whom he had met on the road
to Sacramento. Indeed, it had been impossible to
forget her, for she had stirred some depth in him,
the existence of which he had never before suspected.
He was haunted by the thought of her attractive

face, her blue eyes and merry, contagious laugh.
For the hundredth time he recalled his feelings on
that glorious day when he had intercepted her on the
great highway. And with this memory would come
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road., watching the vanishing coach uptth^Wniinutc, he was «fni , c« • l
*"* «P to tne last

in hiJelf J! *L"'*
«"""»«».m worthyin nimseif,_ whatever his father had done— to 0/

':!„ rrX^rar„rer7LV~''"'^'"'«-«
.-; hi. hand wrthntbioS/;zT' "

b:rdoto''hi,:i:;S''^ tr-r f ""•

«t hypocrisy, HeSr^:^;2rv*''"*-
«.d race hatred had nothingtltv^rt^aT« was because he loved it lik, . „.

*

foreseen, ungues, ddangL ThTf'
' '^/•"^"^

» hi. Wood, like stronrdriJ-lI^" -i"
""

<^^..dventure..hethir.ffl?;:-toS.""^

-i:^e;=rw::L^:::f-:^«^^^

io
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first been the infonnation which he was able to ob-
tain from the Mexicans, not connected with his band,
concerning the places that the miners used a» tem-
porary depositories for their gold; a id it was infor-
mation of this sort that led Ramerrez and his men
to choose a certain Mexican settlement in the moun-
tains as a base of operations: namely, the tempting
fact that a large amount of gold was stored nightly
in the Polka Saloon, at the neighbouring camp on
Cloudy Mountain.

And there was still another reason.

Despite the fact that his heart had been genuinely
touched by the many and unusual attractions of the
Girl, it is not intended to convey the idea that he was
austere or incapable of passion for anyone else. For
that was not so. Although, to give the bandit his
due, he had remained quite exemplary, when one con-
siders his natural charm as weU as the fascination
which his adventurous life had for his country-
women. Unfortunately, however, in one of his
weak moments, he had foolishly permitted himself to
become entangled with a Mexican woman— Nina
Micheltorena, by name— whose jealous nature now
threatened to prove a serious handicap to him. It
was a particularly awkward situation in which he
found himself placed, inasmuch as this woman had
furnished him with much valuable information. In
fact. It was she who had caUed his attention to the
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where they should meet him the following day, he
sent them off to enjoy themselves for the night with
their friends. For, Ramerrez, although exercising
restraint over his band, never failed to see to it that
they had their pleasures as well as their duties— a
trait in his character that had not a little to do with
his great influence over his men. And so it hap-
pened that he made his way alone up the main street
to the hall where a dan<^e was going on.

The scene that met his eyes on entering the long,
low room was a gay one. It was a motley crowd
gadiered there in which the Mexicans, not unnatu-
rally, predominated. Here and there, however, were
native Californians, Frenchmen, Germans and a few
Americans, the latter conspicuous by the absence of
colour in their dress; for with the exception of an
occasional coatless man in a red or blue shirt, they
wore faded, old, black coats,— frequently frock-
coats, at that,— which certainly contrasted unfavour-
ably, at least so far as heightening the gaiety of the
scene was concerned, widi the green velvet jackets,
brilliant waistcoats widi gold filigree and silver but-
tons and red sashes of the Mexicans. That there
was not a man present but what was togged out in
his best and was armed, it goes without saying, even
if the weapons of the Mexicans were in the form of
murderous knives concealed somewhere about their
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danced. And that the was the undisputed belle of
the evening was made apparent by the number of
men who watched her with eye* that marvelled at
her grace when dancing, and surrounded her when-
ever she stopped, each pleading with her to accept
him as a partner.

Almost every colour of the rainbow had a pUce
in her costume for the occasion : The bodice was of
light blue silk; the skirt orange; encircling her small
waist was a green sash; while her jet-black hair was
fastened with a crimson ribbon. Diamonds flashed

from the earrings in her ears as well as from the
rings on her fingers. All in all, it was scarcely to
be wondered at that her charms stirred to the very
depths the fierce passion of the desperate characters

about her.

That Ramerrez dreaded the interview which he
had determined to have with his confederate can
easily be understood by anyone who has ever tried

to sever his relations with an enamoured woman.
In fact the outlaw dreaded it so much that he de-
cided to postpone it as long as he could. And so,

after sauntering aimlessly about the room, and com-
ing, unexpectedly, across a woman of his acquaint-

ance, he began to converse with her, supposing, all

the time, that Nina Micheltoreiia was too occupied
with the worshippers at her shrine to perceive that

he was in the dance-halL But it was decidedly a case
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attractive and alluring to her admirers, in all of
whom she appeared to excite the fiercest of passions.
In fact, one word whispered in an ear by those
voluptuous lips and marvellously sweet, musical
voice, and the recipient would have done her bidding,
even had she demanded a man's life as the price of
her favour.

It is necessary, however, to single out one man as
proving an exception to this sweeping assertion, al-
though this particular person seemed no less devoted
than the other men present. He was plainly an
American and apparently a stranger to his country-
men as well as to the Mexicans. His hair was white
and closely cropped, the eyebrows heavy and very
black, the lips nervous and thin but denoting great
determination, and the face was tanned to the colour
of old leadier, sufficiently so as to be noticeable even
in a country where aU faces were tanned, swarthy,
and dark. One would have thought that this big,
heavy, but extremely-active man whose dodies, not-
withstanding the wear and tear of the road, were
plainly cut on " 'Frisco " patterns, was precisely the
person calculated to make an impression upon a
woman like Nina Micheltorena ; and, yet, oddly
enough, he was the only man in the room whose at-
tentions seemed distasteful to her. It could not be
accounted for on the ground of his nationality, for
the danced gladly with others of his race. Nor did
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At that the infuriated Nina drew a knife and

cried:

" Swear to me that you'll not lee him to-night,

or—

"

The sentence was never finished. Quick at Pght-
ning Ramerrez stepped in and caught Nina's up-
raised arm. For one instant her eyes flashed fire at
him; another, and submissive to his will, she slipped
the knife somewhere in t^e folds of her dress and
the attention that she had succeeded in attracting waa
diverted elsewhere. Those who had rushed up ex-
pecting a tragedy returned, once more, to their
dancing.

" I have been looking for you, Nina," he said, tak-
ing her to one side. " I want to speak with you."
Nina laughed airily, but only anodier woman

would have been able to detect the danger lurking in
that kugh.

" Have you just come in? " she mquired casually.
" It is generally not difficult to find me when there
is dancing." And then with a significant smile:
" But perhaps there were so many men about me that
I was completely hidden from the view of the Senor."

Ramcrrcz bowed politely his- belief in the truth
of her words; then he said somewhat seriously:

" I see a vacant table over in the comer where
we can talk without danger of being overheard.
Cornel" He led the way, the woman following
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"From whom?"
For a brief space of time the woman looked at

him as if she would ferret out hh innermost
thoughts; at length, she' said widi a shrug of the
shoulders:

" Few here are to be thoroughly trusted. The
woman you were with— she knows you ? "

" I never met her but once before," was his la-
conic rejoinder.

Nina eyed him suspiciously; at last she was satis-
fied that he spoke die truth, but there was still that
cold, abstracted manner of his to be explained.
However, cleverly taking her cue from him she in-
quired in business-like tones:

"And how about The Polka Saloon— the raid
on Cloudy Mountain Camp? "

A shade of annoyance crossed Ramerrez* face.
" I have decided to give that up— at least for a

time."

Again Nina regarded him curiously; when she
spoke there was a suspicious gleam in her eyes,
though she said lightly:

"Perhaps you're right— it will not be an easv
job."

^

" Far from it," quickly agreed the man. " But
the real reason is, that I have planned to go below
for a while."

The woman's eyes narrowed.
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" But to-night," she hazarded, leaning far over

the table and putting her face close to his, her eyes
the while flooded with voluptuousness, "you will
come with me to my room ? "

Ramerrez shook his head.
" No, Nina, all that is over."

The woman bit her lips with vexation.

"Are you made of stone? What is the matter
with you to-night? Is there anything wrong with
my beauty ? Have you seen anyone handsomer than
lam?"
"No . . .»»

" Then why not come ? You don't hate ? "

" I don't hate yoii in the least, but I won't go to
your room."

"Sol"
There was a world of meaning in diat one word.

For a while she seemed to be reflecting; suddenly
with great earnestness she said:

" Once for all, Ramerrez, listen to me. Radier
than give you up to any other woman I will give you
up to death. Now do you still refuse me?

"

^cs. . . ." answered Ramerrez not unkindly
and wholly unmoved by her threat. " We've been
good pals, Nina, but it's best for bodi that we should
part."

In the silence that ensued the woman did some
hard thinking. That a man could ever tire of her
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but know It, she was destined to play no small part

in his life for the next few weeks I

Nina Micheltoreiia had now decided upon her fu-

ture course of action : She would let him think that

his desire to break off all relations with her would
not be opposed. Ever a keen judge of men and
their ways, she was well aware that any effort to re-

claim him to-night would meet with disaster. And
so when Ramerrez, surprised at her long silence,

looked up, he was met with a smiling face and the

words:

" So be it, Ramerrez. But if anything happens,

remember you have only yourself to blame."

Ramerrez was astounded at her cool dismissal of
the subject. To judge by the expression on his face

he had indeed obtained his release far easier than he
had deemed it possible. As a matter of fact, her in-

difference so piqued him that before he was conscious

of his words he had asked somewhat lamely

:

" You wish me well ? We part as friends ?
"

Nina regarded him with well-simulated surprise,

and replied:

"Why, of course— the best of friends. Good
luck, amigo! " And with that she rose and left him.

And so it was that later that evening after assuring

herself that neither Ramerrez nor any of his band
remained in the dance-hall, Nina, her face set and
j^ale, exchanged a few whispered words with that
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however, another horseman appeared, and hughing
boisterously at themselves they slid their guns back
into their belts and reticd their horses, for the man
whom they recognised so quickly, the individual who
saved the situation, as it were, was none other than
Jose Castro, an ex-padrona of the bull-fights and the
second in command to Ramerrez. He was a wiry,
hard-faced and shifty-eyed Mexican, but was as thor-
oughly devoted to Ramerrez as he had been to the
young leader's father. Oil the other hand, the man
who had caused them to fear that a stranger had sur-
prised them, and that they had been trapped, was
Ramerrez or Johnson—-the name that he had as-
sumed for the dangerous work he was about to en-
gage in— and they had faUed to know him, dressed
as he was in the very latest fashion prevailmg among
the Americans in Sacramento in '49. Nor was it to
be wondered at, for on his head was a soft, brown
hat— large, but not nearly the proportions of a
sombrero; a plain, rough tweed coat and a waistcoat
of a darker tan, which showed a blue flannel shirt be-
neath it; and his legs were encased in boots topped
by dark brown leggings. In a word, his get-up re-
sembled closely the type of American referred to
disdainfully by the miners of that time as a Sacra-
mento guy; whereas, the night before he had taken
great pains to attire himself as gaudily as any of the
Mexicans at the dance, and he had worn a short black
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to Mcend. Up tnd up they went, the ptth very hard
on the hones, until finally they came to the top of a

past where it had been arranged that the band should
await further instructions, none going on further save

the two leaden. Here, saddle-girths and guns were
inspected, the last orden given, and with a wave of
the hand in response to the muttered wishes of good
luck, Johnson,— for as such he will be known from
this time on,— followed by Castro, made his way
through the forest towards Cloudy Mountain.

For an hour or so Johnson rode along in that di-

rection, checking the speed of his hone every time
die sun came into view and showed that there was yet

some time before sunset. Presently, he made a sign

to Castro to take the lead, for he had never been in

this locality before, and was relying on his subordi-

nate to find a spot from which he could reconnoitre

the scene of the proposed raid without the slightest

danger o£ meeting any of the minen.
At a very sharp turn of the road to the left Castro

struck off through the forest to the right and, within
a few minates, reached a place where the trees had
tUnned out and were replaced by the few scrubs that

grew in a spot abnost barren. A minute or so more
and the two men, dieir hones tied, were able to get
an uninterrupted view of Cloudy Mountain.
The scene before them was one of grandeur. Day

was giving phwx to night, fall to winter, and yet at
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WM not over three miles u the crow flies, but it ap-
petred much less in the rarefied atmosphere.
As the two bandits stood on the edge of the preci-

pice looking across and beyond die intervening gulchw ravme, here and diere a light twinkled out from
toe cabins and, presently, a much stronger iUumina-
tion shot forth from one of the larger and more pre-
tentious buildings. Castro was quick to call his mas-
ter's attention to it.

"There— that place with the light is The Pal-
metto Hotel I » he exclaimed. " And over there—
Ae one with the larger light is The Polka Saloon I

"
For even as he spoke the powerful kerosene lamp
of The Polka Saloon, flanked by a composition
metal reflector, flashed out its light into the gloom en-
velopmg the desolate, ominous-looking mountains.

Johnson regarded this building long and diought-
tully. Then his eyes made out a steep trail which
Zigzagged from The Polka Saloon up die barren
slopes of die mountain until it reached a cabin
perched on die very top, the steps and porch of
which were held up by poles made of trees. There
also, a light could be seen, but dimly. It was a'

strange place for anyone to erect a dwelling-place,
and he found himself wondering what manner of
person dwelt there. Of one thing he was certain:
whoever it was the mountains were loved for diem-
telves, for no mere digger of gold would think of
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''7-«"'<i Oy it «d. in a^5«»aowy way, he had a tense of bcinir connJ^^A

•r^ow. wi* the little cabin and it.TIT W^A,, f^ng that he had a pr«„onitio„ oflu,S
•ituanon yet to be revealed? For lik. m~.

»? oTh"""j"
•'-•^' "»" • «»^» befrj^

urged him forward or held him back.
Suddenly he became coMciou, that hi. „~ „„

ir irw,:'-r'i,":ir
''"''' '°""-

-nched him^fLtir».^ o7;::::ry;«rd:was stealing away his senses.
^ '**

.
^°^^ ^f ^'«ht in the cabin disappeared anH

-CbalXaZ-^fJ'^C^^
-deHngCtrcandtoSerryTrbrto^

.^cttT, ofthT::r.%tt^^t'"''
"''^'^

^-Behind the Sierra,^ rcLt'hirrr;

f
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«» GIRL OF THE GOLDEN WEST
in the pines, it meant nothing ,o long u it didnot mterfer, with hi, purpose. A, a matter of facthe was already listening intently to the burst, of~ng and shout, of revelry that came every now and
then from the nearby saloon. But his master, un-
accountably under the spell of the moon', myrtery
and romance, watched it until it shed it, silvery andmag.c light upon the lone cabin on the top of Cloudy
Mountain which Fate had chosen for d,e derisive
scene of his dramatic life.



to the banishment TTh^^At^''^' """ P"°^

of Manzaneta Co»l .""'^ ^"'^' '^' Sheriffmanzaneta County waited patiently until the r^turning puppets of his wiU had had til..
themselves. It took thl , T *° '^'"P^^^

periods, but itslr^edlo •

''^' ^^' ^"^^^^^ °^

ash atL end^rKat
' cfgir^1:^^^^^^^^ ^a hawWike glance at Sonorf / ^^ ^^ ^^'^^

game of poker
'"^ ^'^^"^^^ ^ ^^«Ie

" This time, gentlemen—" he said wlfh • -^
cant pause and accent-" iust L • ,

"^'^
What do you say? "

^ ' '°"'^ recreation.

-ng from the Sheril^tom he rw T"'^ °^ "'"•

" That's m. . » ,,
*^ ^^^^^'^ "°"e too well.

« Ch;n ?. •

°J '°"^''^^ Trinidad,
^hips, then, Nick I" ..oiuj ,

quietly taking.,'e,r^L.2u .T c*'
**"»•

Wing over wiA^iZ u'luJ "°"' ''"'^

" / 'hipped aboard of a liner, boys

as

_n
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"Renzo, boys, renzo," finished Trinidad, falling

in place at the table.

At this point the outside door was unexpectedly
pushed open, inward, and die Deputy-Sheriflf came
into their midst.

" Ashby just rode in with his posse," he announced
nuskily to his superior.

The Sheriff flashed a look of annoyance and in-
quired of die gaunt. hoUow^heekcd, muscular Deputy
whose beaver overcoat way thrown open so that his
gun and powder-flask showed plainly in his belt:

Why, what's he doing here? "

" He's after Ramerrez," answered the Deputy,
eyeing him intently.

Rancc received diis Information in silence and went
on with his shuffling of the cards; presently, uncon-
cemedly, he remarked:

who has been visiting the odicr camps ? "

1

"
?l' ^'^ ^"'* *""^** ^*° yo»^ county," dc

dared die Deputy, meaningly.
"What?" Sonora looked dumbfounded.

A„T K^T*^/?^*^'^
*"^ proceeded to the bar.And whUe he dramed die contents of his glass, the

Minstrel played on his banjo, much to die amuse-

W- *?'
"m"'

""^ '^°^^^ **^'^ appreciation bykugh^g heartily, the last bars of, « Pop Goes die
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"Hello. Sheriffl " greeted Adiby, coming !„ W

^e*.:.'nr:" *' "*"*"'' ««>' i'-*
^"^

drive 1 .1^ ''Z
"'"«-»!'*. -harp and de-

»rr.T "' °^ * "»" «««omed to ordering»". but h., ntoimer wa. wave, if a triSe «JMoreover he wa, a m.„ of who^ it could bel^dparadoxical a, it may „e«, that he wa, never k„^^
^

be drunk „or ever known to be sober. lTw«

trolTe^d!"-™'''*^" "«"«'>'•--"

,.!**"" "»« "<» politely extended hi, hand A„dalthough the greeting between the two me„t«"one too cordial, yet in their look, a, d,ey e^e" el*other wa, the re,pect which men have for <^er.T^Bed more or Ic in the .ame bu.ine»tdt^aqr recogniM certain qualitie. which they have b
.~-A.'".'~"'

"' "' ^"y ™»- p^harth"
m?„ . " " "P""""" '"' ""eemed. bothmen w„e accounted nervy and «p,re. Rai^ce

*

Boy^ Mr. Arfiby of Well, Fargo "
The Utterhad a plea«nt word or two for the menthen, turmng to the Deputy, he,aid:

'

^^

And how are you thcM days? "

"Fit Andyour,elf?"
"Same here." Turning now to the barkeeoerAAby, with eaay famUiarity. added: "Say N^I'

g've u, a drink." ^' "*'



96 GIRL OF THE GOLDEN WEST
"Surd" came promptly from the little bar-

keeper.

"Everybody 'U have the same? » inquired Ashby,
turning once more to die men.
"The samel » returned the men in chorus.
Thereupon, Nick briskly slapped down a bottle

and four glasses before the Sheriff, and leaving him
to do the honours, disappeared into the dance-hall.

Well, I trust the Girl who runs The Polka is
well ? mquired Ashby, pushing his glass near the
bottle.

" Fine as silk," vouched Sonora, adding in the
next breath

:
« But, say, Mr. Ashby, how long you

been chasm' up this road agent?"
" ^\!''' °"^^ *°°^ *° ^"^ ^°*^ a ^e^ months ago,"

was Ashby's answer. "Wells Fargo have had me
and a posse busy ever since. He's a wonder I

"

Must be to evade vou," complimented Sonora,
much to the discomfort of the Sheriff.

1

"
I^'; U"""

'"^" * ^^"^ =8^"^ ^" *e wind," de-
clared Ashby somewhat boastfuUy. " But, Ranee
I e^ect to get that fellow right here in your county."'
The Sheriff looked as if he scouted the idea, and

was about to speak, but checked the word on his
tongue. Then followed a short silence in which die
Deputy, smiling a trifle derisively, went out of the
saloon.

"Is this feUow a Spaniard?" questioned the
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ShcrifF, drawling as usual, but at the same time jerk-
ing his thumb over his shoulder towards a placard
on the wall, which read:

" FIVE THOUSAND DOLLARS RE-
WARD FOR THE ROAD AGENT
RAMERREZ, OR INFORMATION

^

LEADING TO HIS CAPTURE.
(SIGNED) WELLS FARGO."

"No— can't prove it. The fact of his leading
a crew of greasers and Spaniards signifies nothing.
His name is assumed, I suppose."
"They say he robs you like a gentleman," re-

marked Ranee with some show of interest.
" Well, look out for the greasers up the road!

"

was Ashby's warning as he emptied his glass and
put It down before him.

" We don't let them pass through here," shrugged
Ranee, likewise putting down his glass on the table.
Ashhy now picked up the whisky bottle and ear-

ned It over to the deserted faro table before which
he settled himself comfortably in a chair.

" Well, boys, I've had a long ride— wake me up
when The Pony Express goes through I

" he called
over his shoulder as he put his coat over him.

But no sooner was he comfortably ensconced for
a snooze than Nick came bustling in with a kettle
of boihng water and several glasses half-filled with
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whisky and lemon. Stopping before Ashby he saidm his best professional manner:
"Re.gards of the Girl -hot whisky straight

with lemming extract."

Ashby took up hi. glass, as did, in turn, the men at
he other table But it was Ranee who. widi arm
uphfted, toasted:

"The Girl, gentlemen, the only Girl in Camp, the
uirl I mean to make Mrs.' Jack Ranee I

"

Confident that neither would catch him in the act.Nick wnked fim at Sonora and then at Trinidad.
That the httle barkeeper was successful in making
the former, at least, believe that he possessed the

neLl:emar"
"" "^"^'^^'^' '' ''^ ^'« --'»

a cZman:"^^'"
^^"^^- ^^^ -^« ^^ ^^ok like

Ranee sprang to his feet, white with rage.

^^

You prove that I " he shouted.
"In what particular spot wiU you have it?"

taunted Sonora, as his hand crept for his gun.
Simultaneously every man in the room made ada^ for cover. Nick ducked behind the bar, for

too old a bird to get anywhere near the line of fire

No^Z% -Tr? ^°' *° "^^^"8 ^«»^ fly «»>°"t.

.Z I T^""^
'^°^ '" ^'"^'"S »' the other endof the bar where he caromed against Jake, who had
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dropped hi, banjo and w„ frantically trying to kick

t.« hm,«W_. f.„ which, at laat, he ,«cceed.5 inp.r/or™„g. But, fortunately, for aU concerned!a. Ae two men Mood eyeing each odier. their hand

h^K^r..
"1""''' '" ''"''• Nick, from hi, po,itio„heh,nd 4e bar. glimpsed through the window t^eOirl on the pomt of entering Ae .aloon.

Here come, the Girl I » he cried excitedly.

qufcT'l""'"
"'" *™" alone -take your drinkl.

For a fr.«io„ of a .econd the men looked dieep-uhly at one another, e«n Nick appearine a triSe
uncomfortable, a, he picked up the^ttleUrf:

" Once more we're friend,, eh, boy, ? » ,a!d Raneewith a forced Uugh, and then a. he lifted hi. gh^high m (he air, he gave the toast:
"The Girl I"
"The Girl I » repeated aU_aU nvt AAbywhoae „„„ by thi. time could be heard throu^

the b,g room- ami drained d.eir glane..

*-

I
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Theie was a general movement towards the bar
when the fair proprietress of The Polka, who had
lingered longer than usual in her little cabin on top
of the mountain, breezily entered the place by themam door. In a coarse, l^lue skirt, and rough, white
flannel blouse, cut away and held in place at the
throat by a crimson ribbon, the Girl made a pretty
picture; ,t was not difficult to see why the boys of
Cloudy Mountain Camp had a feeling which feU lit-
de short of adoration for this sun-browned maid,
with the spirit of the mountain in her eyes. That
each m his own way had given her to understand
that he was desperately smitten with her, goes with-
out saying. But. although she accepted their rough
homage as a matter of course, such a thought as faU-mg in love with anyone of them had never entered
her mind.

As far back, ahnost, as she could remember, the
Oirl had lived among them and had ever been a
true comrade, sharing their disappointments and
thrilling with their successes. Of a nature pure and
jmiple, she was. nevertheless, frank and outspoken.
Moreover, she knew to a dot what was meant when
someone -bolder than his mates- stretched out
his arms to her. One such exhibition on a man's

90
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by their coarwaatterya^dto!;!. °"' ™'P°"«'
and «« fr,. k ,' *" »PPe«f«nce., happy

had made the trin .^ x^ " '^*'" ^^^^rc she

return to see the bov. of A "" ™ ''"'

boi,tero«, Aon* of '^e?!*;
""""

f''
"" ""''

that her home^ominV wa".t. '^"' "knowledge

Pected. It wa. ^(,h^uT.Tl "*" '^^ "-
o»t of a beauZTd^e'^Vtt: I't .'l"

"'"''^

ing to the «,ft music oThZlo. ?"' ''"" """>•

face to face wirre^al^'^^it^'nHhii'-rf««. to .ay the leaM, were very real

' "" '""

tioSi'"o:hi,irr^.'^-'^.7 "t«
»-

Monterey and Sacram^to thTc ruf J^'T"*"-c pertinent thought, °;ht"';? ^t ':^t^
&-^d":&r.ursn'V«^m persuading henelf that - • • " "" °"

' f

would erentually seek
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her out, there wai no question that at first she felt
that the chances of her ever setting eyes on him
•gam were almost negligible. All the more bitterly,
therefore, did she regret her folly in not having told
him where she lived; particularly so since she as-
sured herself that not only was he the handsomest
m; - that she had ever seen, but that he was the only
one who had ever succeeded in chaining her atten-
tion. That he had been making love to her with his
eyes, if not with words, she knew only too well—
« fact that had been anything but displeasing to her.
Indeed, far from having felt sorry that she had en-
couragcd him, she, unblushingly, acknowledged to
herself that, if she had the thing to do over again,
she would encourage him stiU more.
Was she then a flirt? Not at all, in the common

acceptation of the word. All her knowledge of the
ways of the world had been derived from Mother
IVature, who had supplied her with a quick and ready
wit to turn aside, with a smile, the protestations of
the boys; had taught her how to live on intimate
terms widi them and yet not be intimate; but when it
came to playing at love, which every city maid of
the same age is an adept at, she was strangely igno-
rant Of a trudi, then, it was something far
broader and deeper that had entered into her heart— love. Not infrequently love comes as suddenly
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«• thii to young women who live in imiUl mininirc.n,p. or o«,^£.th,.w.y pl.„, ,her. <hcL72
P«c..c.I y of . ,j,pe, it !. their «nf.™ili„i,y w *Zcl.» wh,ch , ..ranger r.pre.ent. when bc\ZZ wl

llZlr t-' °T ^""'^i^' for their bei^g J.

that ,f the G,rl h.d met him in Cloudy,- «. „
'

n,.ner there.- the re.ult would have been preciselyhe .,me. But it i. much more likely ,h.t the at!tendant condition, of their meeting aided him „ a"pealing to her .magination, and in touching a chord

To^d noX" ""*i
.""''" °*" rircumstanc^.would not have responded in a, many month, a, therewere minute, on that eventful day.

Little wonder then, that a. ead, succeeding mileravel ed by the .tag. took her furd.er andXaway from h.m «,mething which, a. yet. ri,e did no

*e tl H "T""* '" °«™"« by listening to*e stage dnver , long-winded reminiscences and an-eodote, concerning the country through which theywere passmg. But, although A. made, brave e0o^to appear mtere,ted, it did not take him Ig to

and. bemg a w»e man, he gradually relapaed into«Ience. wth the re»I, that, before the long^ou^^

\,

!/!
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ended at Cloudy Mountain, she had deceived herself
into believing that she was certain to see her admirer
again.

But as the days grew into weeks, the weeks into

months, and the Girl neither saw nor heard anything
of him, it was inevitable that the picture that he had
left on her mind should begin to grow dim. Never-
theless, it was surprising what a knack his figure had
of appearing before her at various times of the day
and night, when she never failed to compare him
with the miners in the camp, and, needless to say, un-
flatteringly to them. There came a time, it is true,

when she was sorely tempted to tell one of them
something of this new-found friend of hers; but
rightly surmising the effect that her praising of her
paragon would have upon the recipient of her confi-

dences, she wisely resolved to lock up his image in
her heart

Of course, there were moments, too, when the
Girl regretted that there was no other woman—
some friend of her own sex in the camp— to whom
she could confide her little romance. But since that
boon was denied her, she took to seeking out the
most solitary places to dream of him. In such moods
she would climb to a high crag, a few feet from her
cabin, and with a reminiscent and far-away look in
her eyes she would sit for hours gazing at the great
canyons and gorges, the broad forests and wooded
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hillside,, the watcrfaUs flashing silver in the distance,
and. above aU. at the wondcrously-grand and snow-
capped peaks of the main range.
At other times she would take the trail leading

from the camp to the country below, and after
wandenng about aimlessly in the beautiful and mys-
terious forests, she would select some little glen
through which a brook trickled and murmured under-
neath die ferns into a pool, and seating herself on a
clump of velvet moss, the great sugar pines and firs
forming a canopy over her head, she would whisper
her secret thoughts and wild hopes to the gorgeously,
plumed birds and saucy squirrels scampering aU about
iicr. The hours spent thus were as oases in her
otherwise practical existence, and after a while she
would return laden down widi great bunches of fenis
and wild flowers which, eventually, found a place on
the walls of The Polka.

Glancing at the bar to see that everydiing was to
her satisfaction, the Girl greeted the boys warmly,
almost rapturously with:

"HcUo,boysI How's everydiin'? Gettin' taken
care of?"

" HeUo, Girll » sang out Sonora in what he con-
sidered was his most fetching manner. He had been
&e first to reach the coveted position opposite die
Oirl, although Handsome, who had foUowed her in,
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was leaning at the end of the bar nearest to the
dance-halL

"Hello, Sonoral" returned the Girl with an
amused smile, for it was impossible with her keen
sense of humour not to see Sonora's attempts to make
himself irresistible to her. Nor did she fail to ob-
serve that Trinidad, likewise, had spruced himself up
a little more than usual, with the same purpose in

mind.

" Hello, Girl I " he said, strolling up to her with a
ludicrous swagger.

" Hello, TrinI " came from the Girl, smilingly.

There was an awkward pause in which bodi
Sonora and Trinidad floundered about in their minds
for something to say; at length, a brilliant inspiration
came to the former, and he asked:

" Say, Girl, make me a prairie oyster, will you?"
" All, right, Sonora, I'll fix you right up," returned

the Girl, smiling to herself at his eflfort. But at the
moment that she was reaching for a bottle back of
the bar, a terrific whoop came from die dance-hall,
and ever-watchful lest the boys' fun should get beyond
her control, she called to her factotum to quiet things
down in the next room, concluding wamingly:
" They've had about enough."

When the barkeeper had gone to do her bidding,
the Girl picked up an egg, and, poising it over a glass,

she went on

:
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"
^T.^'

^°^ '^'^' ^"°"' ^^^°" I »ack this 'ere
egg, I d like to state that eggs is four bits apiece.
Only two hens left-" She broke oflf short, and
turning upon Handsome, who had been gradually
•idling up until his elbows abiost touched hers, she
repulsed him a trifle impatiently:

" Oh, run away. Handsome I
"

A flush of pleasure at Handsome's evident dis-
comfiture spread over Sonora's countenance, and
comical, indeed, to the Girl, was the majestic air
he took on when he ordered recklessly:

" Oh, crack the egg— I'll stand for it."

But Sonora's fancied advantage over the othew
was of short duration, for the next instant Nick,
stepping quickly forward with a drink, handed it to
the Girl widi the words

:

" Regards of Blonde Harry."
Again Sonora experienced a feeling akin to jeal-

ousy at what he termed Blonde Harry's impudence.
It ahnost immediately gave way to a paroxysm of
chuckling; for, the Girl, quickly taking the glass
from Nick's hand, flung its contents mto a nearby
receptacle.

"

"There— tell 'im that it hit the spot I" She
laughed.

Nick roared with the others, but on the threshold
of the dance-hall he paused, hesitated, and finally
came back, and advised in a low tone:
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"Throw around a few kind words, Girl— good

for the bar."

The Girl surveyed die barkeeper with playful
disapproval in her eye. However advantageous
might be his mediod of working up trade, she dis-
dained to follow his advice, and her laughing answer
was:

"Oh, you Nick I"
The peal of laughter that rung in Nick's ears as he

disappeared through Ae door, awakened Ashby and
brought him instantly to his feet. Despite his size,
he was remarkably quick in his movements, and in no
time at all he was standing before the bar with a
glass, which he had filled from the bottle that had
stood in front of him on the table, and was saying:

" Compliments of Wells Fargo."
"Thank you," returned die Girl; and then while

she shook the prairie oyster: "You see we live
high-shouldered here."

'• That's whatl " put in Sonora widi a broad grin.
"What cigars have you?" asked Ashby, at die

conclusion of his round of drinks.

" Regalias, Auroas and Eurekas," reeled off die
Girl with her eye upon BiUy Jackrabbit, who had
quietly come in and was sneaking about in an en-
deavour to find somediing worth pilfering.

" Oh, any will do," Ashby told her, widi a smile;
and while he was helping himself from a box of
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Re^., Nick ««,d«Jy .pp.„.d. „„^g ^ ^.

fu™I"r '"»•'-*-'"»• 'oAootupth.

.

"Who » it?" calmly i„q„,Ved the Girl retam

^'Id man Watson I"

concern her, however, was the fact that rh. i-j-
was drinking up the dreo. in A u- 1 ,

"*'"
the faro table.

^ *' '''"*5' K'""" on

doil"h";?';™kf"^J!'*?'"•'" What .„ yon

generally unperturbable reddcin to start perceptiblyDid you marry my squaw yet?"
'^ ^"

Billy Jackrabbit's face wore «. ..„im
sion as ever, when he ZZZ: "°'' ^" ^^^^^^

^^

Not so much married squaw- yet."
JNot so much married »» *.« . j .

And when h, K ^ i? '
'""' *""" "^skinl "

^Id f™™ J- t '"' "• *' '""- ""^ *« l-d ex-tracted from h,s pockets a number of cigars whiA
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she knew had been pilfered, she added: " You git

up to my cabin an* marry my squaw before I git

there." And at another emphatic "Gitl" the

Indian, much to the amusement of all, started for the

Girl's cabin.

" Here— here*s your prairie oyster, Sonora," at

last said the Girl; and then turning to the Sheriff and

speaking to him for die first time, she called out

gaily: " Hello, Ranee !
"

" Hello, Girl 1 " replied the Gambler without even

a glance at her or ceasing to shuffle the cards.

Presently, Sonora pulled out a bag of goldrdust

and told the Girl to clear die slate out of it. She was

in the act of taking the sack when Nick, rushing into

the room and jerking his thumb over his shoulder,

said:

" Say, Girl, there's a fellow in there warns to

know if we can help out on provisions."

"Sure; what does he want?" returned the Girl

with a show of willingness to accommodate him.

" Bread."

" Bread? Does he think we're runnin' a

bakery?"
" Then he asked for sardines."

"Sardines? Great Gileadl You tell 'im we
have nothin' but straight provisions here. We got

pickled oysters, smokin' tobacco an' the best whisky
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L^K '*'''" "PP'*^ °"* *' ^'^^ P'°"%. and
turned her attention to the slate.

*-
/» «

"You bet I" vouched Trinidad with a nod, a.Nick departed on his errand.

onl"f.?;'
'^" ^^^^»^'"« "»de her calculation,.,

silver Mexican dollars, saying:
" Sonora, an' Mr. Ashby, your change I

»
Ashby picked up his money, only to throw it in-

rtantly back on the bar, and say gallantly:
Keep the change— buy a ribbon at The Ridge— compliments of Wells Fargo."

rnnJ^^"^
y^u," smiled the Girl, sweeping the

ITlT?.*' ^'"'''^ ^"' ^'' mamier showed
plainly that it was not an unusual thing for die oa-
trons o The Polka to refuse to accept the1^'"
over to die counter where, pointing to his stack of
silver dollars, he said

:

"Girl, buy two ribbons at The Ridge; " and dien

^F,JL''^ f *l'""
'''''"^' A^^^y' ^^ *dded:rawn s my colour."

^d again, as before, die voice that said, « Thank
you, was colourless, while her eyes rested upon the
ubiquitous Nick, who had entered widi an ami^u

warmer
"""" ^''"' "^^^ '"'^^"^ *^ '°°"»

m

1 *
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Ranee snorted disapprovingly at Sonora's prod^

igality. That he considered that both his and
Ashby's attentions to the Girl had gone far enough
was made apparent by the severe manner in which
he envisaged them and drawled out

:

"Play cyards?"

But to that gentleman's surprise the men did not
move. Instead, Ashby raising a warning finger to
the Girl, went on to advise that she should bank with
them oftener, concluding with

:

" And then if this road agent Ramerrez should
drop in, you won't lose so much—

"

" The devil you say 1 " cut in Sonora; while Vrini-
dad broke out into a scornful laugh.

"Oh, go on, Mr. Ashby 1 " smilingly icoffed the
Girl. "I keep the specie in an empty keg now.
But I've took to bankin' personally in my stockin',"

she confided without the slightest trace of em-
barrassment

" But say, we've got an awful pile this mondi,"
observed Nick, anxiously, leaving the fireplace and
joining the little ring of men about her. " It makes
me sort o' nervous— why, Sonora's got ten thou-
sand alone fer safe keepin' m that keg an' "

"— Ramerrez' band's everywhere," completed
Ashby wiA a start, his quick and trained ear having
caught the sound of horses' hoofs.

" But if a road agent did come here, I could offer
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•im a drink «,' he'd treat me like . perfect ladv "contended the Girl, confidently.

^•

a* rGlA'CoriUtr''^ '"•*-"'»

-

alrldv » .1,'

"°''""^'"' " *« in-Juired. her hand,already on the aaortment of tobacco underneath the

"A"'r "' ^'*'' '«<»« "Mwer.
And then it was that the Girl heard for the first«me the sound of the galloping hoofs, starred for

Who's this, I wonder?"

ou«Me"in IhTfr' '^^ '"* '""^ *» « ™«outtide n die darkness sung out sharply.
rleiio I

" Hello I " instantly returned «,other voice, whid,

" Big holdup last night at The Forks I
»

the firstvoice was now saying.
'

to„l"f"^-
" ''^"''^ '^^^'^^ ^^'^^^^'^ outside intones of excitement.

" Ramerrez -" went on the first voice, at which

rr.^f all, including Ashby, begin tl^
change significant glances as they echoed:

* Ramerrez I

"

The name had barely died on their lips, Jiowevcr.

i
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than Nick precipiuted himielf Into their midit and
announced that The Pony Express had arrived, hand-
ing up to the Girl, at the same time, a bundle of le^
ters and one paper.

"You seel" maintained Ashby, stoutly, as he
watched her sort the letters; "I was right when I

told you . . .*

" Look sharp 1 There's a greaser on the trail I

"

rang out wamingly the voice of The Pony Express.

"A greaser I " exclaimed Ranee, for die first time
showing any interest in the proceedings; and then
without looking up and after the manner of a man
speaking to a good dog, he told the Deputy, who
had followed Nick into the room:
"Fmdhim, Dep."

For some time the Girl occupied herself with cash-

ing in the chips which Nick brought to her— a task

which she performed with amazing correctness and
speed considering that her knowledge of the science

of mathematics had been derived solely from the

handling of money at The Polka. Now she went
over to Sonora, who sat at a table reading.

" You got the newspaper, I see," she observed.
" But you, Trin, Fm sorry you ain't got nothin'," she

added, with a sad, little smile.

" So long I " hollered The Pony Express at diat

moment; whereupon, Ashby rushed over to the door
and called after him

:
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command had been heard he retraced hi. fooutep.

•houIde"r

"^"^^ P"""« **«*'Jy o^«' Sonora'.

" So, Sonora. youVe got a newipaper," Hand^Hne
was saymg.

" Yes, but the infernal thing's two months old."
returned the other disgustedly.

Handsome laughed, and wheeling round was justm tmie to see the door flung open and a young fellow
advance towards Ashby.
The Pony Express was a young man of not more

than twenty year, of age. He was smooth-faced
and unshaven and, needless to say, was light of build,
for these riders were selected for their weight as well
as for their nerve. He wore a sombrero, a buck-
skin huntmg-shirt, tight trousers tucked into high
boots with spurs, all of which were weadier-beatcn
and faded by wind, rain, dust and alkali. A pair
of Colt revolvers could be seen in his holsters, and
he carried in his hands, which were covered with
heavy gloves, a mail pouch— it being the company's
orders not to let his muchilo of heavy leather out of
his hands for a second.

"You drop mail at the greaser settlement?" in-
quired Ashby in his peremptory and incisive manner.

Yes, sir," quickly responded the young man ; and
then volunteered: " It's a tough place."

i
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Aihby Krutiniied the newcomer doeely before go-

ing on intfa

:

** Know a girl there named Nina MicheltoreiU? **

But before The Pony Exprest had time to reply

the Girl interputed Komfully:
" Nina Micheltorena ? Why, they all know *erl

She's one o' them Cachuca girls with droopy, Span-

ish eyes! Oh, ask the boys about *er! *' And with

that she started to leave the ro<Mn, stopping on her

wiy to clap both Trinidad and Sonon playfully on

the back. " Yes, ask the boys about *er, they'll tell

> 1
1

" And so saying she fled from the room, fol-

lowed by the men she was poking fun at

"Hold her letters, you understand?" instructed

Ashby who, with the Sheri£F, was alone now with

The Pony Express.

" Yes, sir," he replied earnestly. A moment later

there being no further orders forthcoming he hastily

took his leave.

Ashby now turned his attention to Ranee.
" Sheriff," said he, " to-night I expect to see this

Nina Micheltorena either here or at The Palmetto."

Ranee never raised an eyebrow.

"You do?" he remarked a moment later with

studied carelessness. "Well, the boys had better

look to their watches. I met that lady once."

Ashby shot him a look of inquiry.
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"Whtt? She't after thit?"
"Sure thing. She knows iomething . .

»»

And having delivered himself of thi. A.hby strode
over to the opposite side of the room where his JtMd hat were hanging upon an Jk horn. While put-
ting them on he came face to face with the Girl who.
having merely glanced in at the danceJiall. was re-
.iirning to take up her duties behind the bar. « WeU.
1 11 have a look at that greaser up the road." he said,
"ddressing her, and then went on half-jocularly. half-

!toS»
^* '"»y^*^*^**y«o« the find bdiat

" You be damedl " wu the GirPs parting shot atnun as he went out into the night.

There was a long and impressive pause in which,
apparendy, the Sheriflf was making up his mind to
speak of matter, warcely incident to th. situation
that had gone before; whUe fuUy conscious that she
was to be asked to give him an answer— she whose
answer had been given many times— the Girl stood
at the bar in an attitude of amused expectancy, and
fussing with things there. At lengdi, Ranee, glanc
»ng ahyly over his shoulder to make sure that they

^1

.3-

I'S :
•



168 GIRL OF THE GOLDEN WEST
were alone, became all at once fjave and hit voice

fell soft and almost caressingly.

"Say, Girl I"

The young woman addressed stole a look at him
from under her lashes, all the while smiling a wise,

little smile to herself, but not a word did she vouch-

safe in reply.

Again Ranee called to her over his shoulder:

"I say. Girl I"

The Girl took up a glass and began to polish it.

At last she deigned to favour him with "Hm?"
which, apparently, he did not hear, for again a si-

lence fell upon them. Finally, unable to bear the

suspense any longer, the Sheriff threw down his cards

on the table, and facing hei he said:

" Say, Girl, will you marry me?

"

" Nope," returned the Girl with a saucy toss of

the head.

Ranee rose and strode over to die bar. Looking

fixedly at her with his steely grey eyes he demanded
the reason.

" 'Cause you got a wife in Noo Orleans— or so

the mountain breezes say," was her ready answer.

Ranee gave no sign of having heard her. Throw-
ing away the cigar he was smoking he asked in the

most nonchalant manner

:

" Give me some of them cigars— my kind."

:!!L
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" Them's your kind, Jack."

R,!r"l 'u
'""'^' P""^'' ^^ ^" broadcloth coatRan c took out an elaborate cigar-case. fiUed itslowly eavmg out one cigar which he placed be-ween h.s hps. When he had this one going sati^

factonly he rested both elbows on the edge of the
bar, and said bluntly

:

^
" I'm stuck on you."

The Girl's lips parted a little mockingly.
1 hank you."

and d.en with sudden detennmarion he went on

:

I m going to marry you."
"Think 80?" questioned the Girl, drawing her-«If up proudly. And while Ranee proceeded to re-h^t h.8 agar, .t having gone out, she plumped bothelbow, on the bar and looked him straight in the^e and amiounced: "They ain't a man heregom' to marry me."

„I^"f"'^ *""'*'y *' appearance of a strug-
gle between two powerful wills. How long th«would have remained with elbow, almost touching
andloohng mto each other's eyes it is difficult to d

"

tennme
;
but an interruption came in the person of the

barkeeper, whodarted in, calhng: "One good cigarl"
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Instantly the Girl reached behind her for the box

containing the choicest dgars, and handing one to

Nick, she said:

" Here's your poison— three bits. Why look at

'em," she went on in the neirt breath to Ranee;

" there's Handsome with two wives I know of some-

where East. And

—

** She broke off short and

ended with: " Nick, who's that cigar for?
"

" Tommy," he told her.

"Here, g?ve that bade I" she cried quickly put-

ting out her hand for it " Tommy don't know a

good cigar when he's smokin' it." And so saying

she put the choice cigar back in its place among its

fellows and handed him one from another box widi

the remark: " Same price, Nick."

Nick chuckled and went out.

** An' look at Trin with a widow In Sacramento.

An' you—" The Girl brdce off short and laughed

in his face. " Oh, not one o' you travellin' under

your own name !
"

" One whisky I
" ordered Nick, coming into the

room with a rush. Without a word the Girl took

down a bottle and poured it out for him while he

stood quietly looking on, grinning from ear to ear.

For Ranee's weakness was known to him as it was

to every other man in Manzaneta County, and he be-

lieved that the Sheriff had taken advantage of his

absence to press his hopeless suit.
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"Here you be I " .„g out the Girl, and pawedttef »8 over to him.

•«"<• passed

Jd^ '"" " "'* *""•" "'"""' Nick, with a

tl.r* ^TS."""^'"""
*' «rf- *« bot.

obS"""
''"" ''°"'" "" ^"'^ *'"'» ''«"'

" •>«

sol layf^""
*'" '"" "^« "" ^""' The Cro,,^-,

offt!';.i5T''°''^"""™''"''''«^«'l»»'o«

" He'll take it straight or git."
"But he won't git," contended Nick chuckling

wa, J*T "" °™"°"' '""«• Such behaviour
™! "*°f \P«»«'' !n the annal, of Cloudy.For much less than this, as the little barkeeper ve^

Oirl. So. TOth h.s eyes iixed upon her face, he wasah-eady reveUing in the situation by way of inrici"!
t.on, and rejoicing in the coming requital for his

aTord 1 "t"
*• """«'' had^ecLed toTeave

as ordered. It was merely a question of hi, wait!mg or the words which would, as he put it, "ITeMow down a peg." They were soon forth

m^':.

i
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" You jest send *im to me," commanded the GirL

"rU curl his hair for him I"

Nick's face showed that the message was to his

liking. It was evident, also, that he meant to lose

no time in delivering it. A moment after he disap-

peared, Ranee, who had been toying with a twenty

dollar gold piece which he took from his pocket,

turned to the Girl and said widi great earnestness

:

" Girl, I'll give you a thousand dollars on the spot

for a kiss," which offer met with no response odier

than a nervous little laugh and the words:
" Some men invite bein' played."

The gambler shrugged his shoulders.

"Well, what are men made for?" said he, fling-

ing the gold piece down on the bar in payment for

the cigar.

" That's true," placidly commented the Girl, mak-

ing die change.

Ranee tried another tack.

" You can't keep on running this place alone; it's

getting too big for you; too much money circulating

throujijfi Tht .'olka. You need a man behind you."

All this w»5 said in short, jerky sentences; moreover,

when sbe placed his change in front of him he pushed

it back almost angrily.

" Come now, marry me," again he pleaded.

" Nope."
" My wife won't know it."
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" Nope."
" Now, see here, there's just one—

"

"Nope— take it straight, Jack, nope . . -

Aat he had gone far enough; and firmly grabbing
his hand she slipped his change into it.

^
Without a word the Sheriff dropped the coins into

fa hT VK ^' ^"^ ''^' *^ ^«^°" «"d ^^^ eyes
flashed with anger. The next moment, however,

tte yetf
"' "' " '"' '"' "°" «*"^y ^'- -y

•*No, Jack, I can't marry you. Ah, come along
-rtart your game again-go on. Jack." And
8o saymg she came out from behind the bar andwent over to the faro table with: "Whoop la IMula I Go I Good Lord, look at that faro table I

"

hmiself. There was passion in his steely grey eyeswhen he advanced towards her, but although the
Girl saw the look she did not flinch, and met it in a
dear, straight glance.

"Look here. Jack Ranee," she said, "let's have
It out right now I run The Polka 'cause I like itMy father teught me the business an', well, don't
you worry 'bout me-I can look after m'self. I
carry my Me wepping"-and widi that she
touched significantly the little pocket of her dress.m independent. I'm happy, The Polka's payin',
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an' it's bully! " she wound up, laughing. Then,
with one of her quick changes of mood, she turned
upon him angrily and demanded: " Say, what the
devil do you mean by proposin* to me with a wife in
Noo Orleans? Now, this is a respectable saloon,
an' I don't want no more of it."

A look of gloom came into Ranee's eyes.
" I didn't say anything—" he began.

"Push me that Queen," interrupted the Girl,

sharply, gadiering up the cards at the faro table, and
pointing to one that was just beyond her reach. But
when Ranee handed it to her and was moving silently

away, she added: " Ah, no offence. Jack, but I got
other idees o' married life from what you have."

" Aw, nonsense I " came from the Sheriff in a voice
that was not free from irritation.

The Girl glanced up at him quickly. Her mind
was not the abode of hardened convictions, but was
tender to sentiment, and something in his manner at

once softening her, she said:

"Nonsense? I dunno 'bout that. You see
—

"

and her eyes took on a far away look—" I had a
home once an' I ain't forgot it— a home up over
our little saloon down in Soledad. I ain't forgot my
father an' my mother an' what a happy kepple they
were. Lord, how they loved each other— It was
beautiful I"

Despite his seemingly callous exterior, there was



GIRL OF THE GOLDEN WEST „j

mon,«,t wa, h^iutingly puAed open. .„d kl Sdn^_^ Duck stood with hi, h„d on' til.^^.t
"Oil, Miss, I—»'

The Girl fairly flew over to him.
Say, I've heard about you I You jritl" .h^

r-ei.;tdtor^r:rtht";hn'4
^' me .kid. ., little T.Tin^ l^Z^C'Zl«..^a- chip, for candy. Talk 'bout .arrid,^'

«th ,m that Ae learned to be the best case-keeperyou ever «w. Many a deeper ,he caught I Y.1
^. when ,he played, she was pUyl„. f^the :?

an^Aen?;.?"?!'' " '^ "'""'"" '"* ""otion.and then added with great feeling : "
I „j„ , '

W : . T'" '" """' " *' '"" '>1>1« with herfoot «„ggled up to Dad's, an" d,e light o' lov" h

p ,'
'

.
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her eyes. Ah, the was a lady . . .1" Im.
pulslvely she rose and walked over to the bar.
" No," she went on, when behind it once more, " I

couldn't share that table an' The Polka with any man
*— unless there was a heap o' carin' back of it. No,
I couldn't, Jack, I couldn't . . ,"

By this time the Sheriff's anger had completely

vanished; dejection was plainly written on every line

of his face.

" Well, I guess the boys were right; I am a China-

man," he drawled out

At once the Girl was all sympathy.
" Oh, no you're not. Jack I

" she protested, speak-

ing as tenderly as she dared without encouraging

him.

Ranee was quick to detect the change in her voice.

Now he leaned over the end of the bar and said in

tones that still held hope:
" Once when I rode in here It was nothing but

Jack, Jack, Jack Ranee. By die Eternal, I nearly

got you then I
"

" Did you ? " The Girl was her saucy self agaia.

Ranee ignored her manner, and went on:
" Then you went on that trip to Sacramento and

Monterey and you were different."

In spite of herself the Girl started, whick Raaoa^
quick eye did not fail to note.

" Who's the man? " he blazed.
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For intwer the Girl burst out into a peal of laugh-
ter.^ It was forced, and the man knew it

I wppose he's one o» them high-toned, Sacra-
mento shrimps! " he burst out gruffly; then he added
meamngly: " Do you think he'd have you ? "
At those words a wondering look shone in the

./ir?";
*"*^ "^^ **^*^ '"" *" seriousness:

Whats the matter widi me? Is there anythin'
bout me a high-toned gent would object to ? " AndAcn as the fuU force of the insult was borne in upon
her die stepped out from behind the bar, and de-
manded: "Look here, Jack Ranee, ain't I always
been a perfect lady? '» '

Ranee laughed discordantly.

"Oh, heaven knows your character's all right I

"

And so saying he seated himself again at the table.

«w n J?*""?
?P '*^ ™°'* *' *^»J she retorted:

WeU, that am't your fault, Jack Ranee I" But
the words were hardly out of her mouth than she
regretted having spoken them. She waited a mo-
mcnt, and then as he did not speak she murmured ah
Adios. Jack." and took up her position behind the

bar where, if Ranee had been looking, he would
have seen her start on hearing a voice in the next
room and fix her eyes in a sort of fascinated wonder
on a man who, after parting the pelt curtain, came'
mto the saloon with just a suggestion of swagger in ill



VII

" Where*8 the man who wanted to curl my hair?"
Incisive and harsh, with scarcely a trace of the

musical tone' she recollected so well, as was John-
son's voice, it deceived the Girl not an instant. Even
before she was able to get a glimpse of his face it

did not fail to tell her that the handsome caballero,

with whom she had ridden on that never-to-be-for-

gotten day on the Monterey road, was standing be-

fore her. That his attire now, as might be expected,

was wholly different from what it had been then, it

never occurred to her to note; for, to tell the truth,

she was vainly struggling to suppress the joy that

she felt at seeing him again, and before she was
aware of it there slipped through her lips:

"Why, howdy do, stranger I"

At the sound of her voice Johnson wheeled round
in glad surprise and amazement; but die quick look

of recognition that he flashed upon her wholly es-

caped the Sheriff whose attitude was indicative of
keen resentment at this intrusion, and whose eyes

were taking in the newcomer from head to foot.

" We're not much on strangers here," he blurted

out at last

Johnson turned on his heel and faced the speaker.

An angry retort rose to his lips, but he checked it.

xi8
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Althoujh, p.ri„pj, not fully ,pp„ci,ti„g hi. action,ie WW, neverthclew. not unaware that, from the

^y «r..^t might be regarded a. nothing le„^ incline*?';
"^ "^ *" " '" «''° '«« •>«

tT"J? • '/"T'"" ""* >« """ted «. at.tempt to mterfere m a matter which he believed con-wrned h,m«lf .olely, .0 regret the provocationZ
challenging word, of hi. entrance if only because of
. reah„fon that a quarrel would be likely to up,et
h.. plan^ On the other hand, with every fraction of
. second that p„«d he wa. con«iou, of b^ingmore and more de,irou, of humbling the man .tan*
•ng before h.m «,d .crutini.ing him » insolently
«.oreover, he felt inn,itively that the eye. of die Qr

.Twtl ."
"'"." "" *' °'^" P™°P»' 'o *i.

bemg the case .t wa. obvioudy impossible for him tow didraw from the po,ition he had taken. A. a sonof compromise, therefore, he aid, tentatively:

.. V rlf ""f
."'"' """"J ™'" in hi. whiAy."

n,„ , "^^"^ *' <^'''= "'<' tt" "dded re-provmgly: "Oh, Nick, this gentleman take, hi,
whidcya,helike,itl"

And thi, from the Girl I The little barkeeper hadaU the appearance of a man who thought the worldwa, commg to an end. He did not accept die Girl'
oltm«t»m until he had drawn down hi, face into an
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cxpreMion of mock solemnity tnd ejaculated half-

aloud:

" Motet, what*t come over *erl
"

Johnton took a few ttept nearer the Girl and
bowed low. '

•• In the pretence of a lady I will take nothing,"
he taid impretiively. " But pardon me, you teem
to be almott at home here."

The girl leaned her elbowt on the bar and her
chin in her handt, and antwered with a tantaliting

little laugh:

"Who— me?"
After a loud guffaw Nick took it upon himtelf to

explain mattcrt; turning to Johnton he taid:
" Why, the't the Girl who runt The Polka I

"

Johnson't face wore a look of puzzled conttema-
tion; he taw no reaton for levity.

"You . . .?"
" Yep," nodded the Girl with a merry twinkle in

her cyet.

Johnton't face fell.

" She runt The Polka," he murmured to himtelf.

Of all placet to have choten— thit I So the thing
he had dreaded had happened t

For odd at it unquestionably teemed to him that
the should turn up at the proprietrett of a taloon
after months of searching hig^ and low for her, it

wat not thit reflection that was uppermott in hit
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Mid— he l>eg»n, Md then added pointedlr- "Tdon't remember you."
Fomteoiy. i

Johnson dowly turned from the Girl fn A
•P««ker «,d calmly corrected-

'" **

" I'n. .1,. ri- . I ^' '""' ™" The Polka?

"

I m the G.rl-the girl that runa The Polka "
*e .a,d. and to hi. .«onirfm,ent «emed to rio^ =

ner occupation. * ^ ***

«^rAL":f *: *'" '''"'*'• » opportunity
' "> *em to exchange a word or two with eaA

I

^'•f

M
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other without interruption. For, Ranee, as if re-

volving some plan of action in his mind, had turned
on his heel and walked off a little way. A moment
more, however, and he was back again and more
malevolently aggressive than ever.

" No strangers are allowed in this camp," he said,

glowering at Johnson; and then, his remark having
passed unheeded by the other, he sneered: " Per-

haps you're off the road; men often get mixed up
when they're visiting Nina Michcltoreiia on the back
trail."

" Oh, Ranee 1 " protested the Girl.

But Johnson, though angered, let the insinuation

pass unnoticed, and went on to say that he had
stopped in to rest his horse and, perhaps, if invited,

try his luck at a game of cards. And with this inti-

mation he crossed over to the poker table where he
picked up the deck that Ranee had been using.

Ranee hesitated, and finally followed up the

stranger until he brought up face to face with
him.

" You want a game, eh?" he drawled, coolly im-

pudent. " I haven't heard your name, young man."
" Name," echoed the Girl with a cynical laugh.

" Oh, names out here—

"

" My name's Johnson—^" spoke up the man,
throwing down the cards on the table.

"Is what?" laughed the Girl, saucily, and, itp-
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';- Of Sacramento." he faUhed easily.

from behind the bar Z' '

""""'' """'"« """

outherhand.rying^' ""' "'' *° '^ ""^ P«

melto."*"'"
to Itnow you. Mr. Joh„«,„ ». Sacr.

John«,„ bowed low over her hand.

„ V"^ yo"." he said simply.

havit'"
^'"'- '-" ''"^- «»"«• '"»!»8 « her h.

y
J?^"''" **'• J"'""'"'' '•'' ''»" '"»'' »K»t I think o>

Bi^^arsh?:t;::r:r*'"""
"""« «-''» •^^

Well, I think you staked out a claim in « .^i

cTnpUrir "" " "^•- "^^~*inkyo„

ingiy^*""''
"^ "•"""'""•" J"'""*'" •oM h". -nit

It

-4 '
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" Out o* every fifty men who think they can play

poker one ain't mistaken," was the Girl's caustic ob-

servation. The next instant, however, she jumped
down from the table and was back at her post, where,
fearful lest he should think her wanting in hospi-

tality, she proposed: "Try a cigar, Mr. John-
son?"

" Thank you," he said, rising, and following her
to the bar.

" Best in the house— my compliments."

"You're very kind," said Johnson, taking the

candle that she had lighted for him; then, when his

cigar was going, and in a voice that was intended for

her alone, he went on : " So you remember me ? "

" If you remember me," returned the Girl, like-

wise in a low tone.

"What the devil are Aey talking about any-

way?" muttered Ranee to himself as he stole a
glance at them over his shoulder, though he kept on
shuffling the cards.

" I met you on the road to Monterey," said John-
son with a smile.

" Yes, comin' an' goin'," smiled back the Girl.
" You passed me a bimch o' wild syringa over the

wheel; you also asked me to go a-berryin'
—" and

here she paused long enough to glance up at him
coquettishly before adding: "But I didn't see it,

Mr. Johnson."
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him. ^ ^ "* * ^°^^ «°d glass before

"My compliment.." she whispered, «„ili„^.
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" You're very kind— thanks," returned the road

agent, and proceeded to pour out a drink.

Meanwhile, little of what was taking place had

been lost on Jack Ranee. As the whispered conver-

sation continued, he grew more and more jealous,

and at the moment t' at Johnson was on the point of

putting the glass to his lips. Ranee, rising quickly,

went over to him and deliberately knocked the glass

out of his hand.

With a crash it fell to the floor.

" Look here, Mr. Johnson, your ways are offen-

sive to mel" he cried; "damned offensive I My
name is Ranee— Jack Ranee. Your business here

— your business?" And without waiting for the

other's reply he called out huskily: " Boys! Boys I

Come in here 1

"

At this sudden and unexpected summons in the

Sheriff's well-known voice there was a rush from the

dance-hall; in an instant the good-natured, roistering

crowd, nosing a fig^t, crowded to the bar, where the

two men stood glaring at each other in suppressed

excitement

" Boys," declared the Sheriff, his eye never leav-

ing Johnson's face, " there's a man here who won't

explain his business. He won't tell—"

"Won't he?" cut in Sonora, blusteringly.

"Well, we'll see— we'll make 'imi
"

There was a howl of execration from the bar.
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It moved the Girl to instant action. Quick as

we?lto,r' "' '^°'^ *° where Aeti

icncwher best and ever obeyed her unquestioningly.
Wait a minute I " she cried, holdinir up her hInH

authoritatively. " I know the gent I

"

The men exchanged incredulous glances; from aUsides came the explosive cries

:

''What's that? You know him?"
les,

'
she affirmed dramatically; and tuminir

rhe Shen£F started as if struck.

SJ^^'a
^^"""^^^^.^hr^'n^P by ail that is holy I

» he

J* -^ . ,:
"^ * simple and -unconsciousd-gnuy that did not fail to impre„ .11 p„,cn° " t

vouch to Cloudy for Mr. Johnson I

"

Consternation I

And then the .ituarion vaguely da^g „po„them diere en»ed an outburst of cheering comparedto whch the previou. howl of execration wa, ,iUn"
Johnson smded pleasantly at the Girl in aduiowl-

edffnent of her confirmation of him, then

"
half<unou,, h,lf-,m„«d look at the c^owTlrroundmg him and regarding him with a„mi"
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Apparcndy what he saw was to his liking, for his

manner was most friendly when bowing politely, he
Mid:

" How are you, boys ? "

At once the miners returned his salutation in true

western fashion : every man in the place, save Ranee,
taking off his hat and sweeping it before him in an
arc as they cried out in chorus

:

"Hello, Johnson 1"

"Boys, Ranee ain*t a-runnin* The Polka yet!"
observed Sonora with a mocking smile on his lips,

and gloating over the opportunity to give the Sheriff

a dig.

The men shouted tlieir approval of this jibe. In-

deed, they might have gone just a little too far with
their badgering of the Sheriff, considering the mood
that he was in; so, perhaps, it was fortunate that

Nick should break in upon them at this time widi

:

" Gents, the boys from The Ridge invites you to
dance with them."

No great amount of enthusiasm was evinced at

this. Nevertheless, it was a distinct declaration of
peace; and, taking advantage of it, Johnson ad-

vanced toward the Girl, bowed low, and asked with
elaborate formality:

" May I have the honour of a waltz? "

Flabbergasted and awed to silence by ^at they
termed Johnson's "style," Happy and Handsome
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o- prcumin- like, a-VtHor . f^l. f"'
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-make a holy show of 'im.»
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The Girl laughed.

"Me waltz? Me?" •»,-. ~.' j
•on at last " Oh T • i

'''^' «"»^«"ng John-« «st. Oh, I can't waltz but I can oolkv »
Once more Johnson bent his tall Z.r. u

ground, and said;
" ^^^'^^^ *° t^c

poL?""
"'^ ' '^^^ ^^ P^—e of the next

•^^^i'^^T^-P^HeWu'rtX" ' «"" -^'-
Inat fellow's too flip I"

But the idea had taken hold of the Girl fh«. u8he temporised shyly "' "*°"«^

Johnjon «„,led i„ ,pi,e of him^lf.
'

^"^ "* '"'^8-" -" h" comment a, he .gain

f
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advanced and offered his arm in an impressive and
ceremonious manner.

" Well, I don't like everybody's hand on the back
o my waist," said the Girl, running her hands up
and down her dress skirt. "But, somehow—"
She stopped, and fixing her eyes recklessly on Ranee,
made a movement as if about to accept; but another
look at Johnson's proferred arm so embarrassed her
that she sent a look of appeal to the rough feUows,
who stood watching her with grinning faces.
"Oh, Lord, must I?" she asked; then, hanging

back no longer, she suddenly flung herself into his
arms with the cry ; " Oh, come along I

"

Promptly Johnson put his arm around the Girl's
waist, and breaking into a polka he swung her off
to die dance-haU where dieir appearance was greeted
with a succession of wild whoops from the men there,
as well as from the hilarious boys, who had rushed
pell-mell after them.

Left to himself and in a rage Ranee began to pace
the floor.

" Cleaned out— cleaned out for fair by a high-
toned, fine-haired dog named Johnson 1 Well, I'llbe—" The sentence was never finished, his atten-
tion being caught and held by something which Nick
was carrying in from die dance-hall.

" What's that? " he demanded brusquely.
Nick's eyes were twinkling when he answered:
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by Ashby and others, entered, dragging along with
him the unfortunate Jose Castro. The rough han-
dling that he had received had not improved his ap-
pearance. His clothing, half Mexican, die rest of
odds and ends, had been torn in several places. He
looked oily, greasy and unwashed, while the eyes
that looked around in affright had lost none of their
habitual trickiness and sullenness.

And precisely as Castro appeared wholly different
than when last seen in the company of his master, so,

too, was Ashby metarmorphosed. His hat was on
the back of his head; his coat looked as if he had
been engaged in some kind of a struggle; his hair
was ruffled and long locks straggled down over hh
forehead; while his face wore a brutal, savage, piti-

less, nasty look.

By this time all the regular habitues of the saloon
had come in and were crowding around the greaser
with scowling, angry faces.

" The greaser on the trail 1 " gurgled Ashby in his
glass, having left his prisoner for a moment to fortify
himself with a drink of whisky.

Whereupon, the Sheriff advanced and, with rough
hands, jerked the prisoner's head brutally.

" Here you," he said, " give us a look at your
face."

^

But the Sheriff had never seen him before. And
in obedience to his commands to " Tic him up I

"
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breath. A moment later Nick let down the bear-
akin curtoin, abutting off completely the Mexican*a
view of the dance^alL

" Come, now, tell ui what your name ii? " The
voice waa Aahby's who, together with the others,
now lurrounded the prisoner. "Speak up—-who
are you?"

" My name ees Joae Castro; " and dien he added
with a show of pride: " Ex-padrona of die bull-
fights."

" But die buU-fights are at Monterey I Why do
you come to this place?"

All eyes instantly turned from the prisoner to
Ranee, who had asked the question while seated at
the table, and from him they returned to the pris-
oner, most of the men giving vent to exclamations
of anger in tones that made the greaser squirm,
while Trinidad expressed die prevailing admiration
of the Sheriff's poser by crying out

:

" That's the talk— you bet I Why do you come
here?"

Castro's face wore an air of candour as he replied:
"To tell die Seiior Sheriff I know where ees

Ramerrez."

Ranee turned on the prisoner a grim look.
" You lie I " he vociferated, at the same time rais-

ing his hand to check the angry mutterings of the
men that boded ill for the greaser.
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At this juncture a Ridge boy, who had pushed

aside the bear-skin curtain and was gazing with
mouth wide open at the proceedings, suddenly cried
out:

"Why, hello, boys! What's the—" He got
no further. In a twinkling and with cries of " Shut
up I Git I" the men made for the intruder and
bodily threw him out of the room. When quiet was
restored Ranee motioned to the prisoner to proceed.

" Ramcrrez can be taken— too weU taken," dc
dared the Mexican, gaining confidence as he went
on, " if many men come with me— in forty minutes
there— back."

Ranee turned to Ashby and asked him what he
thought about it.

" I don't know what to think," was the Wells
Fargo Agent's reply. " But it certainly Is curious.
This is the second warning— intimation that we
have had that he is somewhere in this vicinity."
"And this Nina Micheltorena—

. you say she is
coming here to-night? "

Ashby nodded assent.

"All the same, Ranee," he maintained, "I
wouldn't go. Better droi> in to The Pahnetto
later.'*

"What? Risk losin* 'im?" exdaimed Sonora,
who had been listening intently to their conversation.

" We'll take the chance, boys, in spite of Ashby's
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" Come on, you . . . I

" came simultaneously

from the Deputy, now untying the rope which bound
the prisoner.

The greaser*8 teeth were chattering; he begged:
" One dreenk— I freeze . . ."

Turning to Nick the Deputy told him to give the

man a drink, adding as he left the room

:

" Watch him— keep your eye on him a moment
forme, will you?"
Nick nodded ; and then regarding the Mexican with

a contemptuous look, he asked:

"What'U you have?"

The Mexican rose to his feet and began hesita-

tingly:

"Geeve me

—

" He paused; and then, starting

with the thought that had come to hun, he shot a

glance at the dance-hall and called out loudly, roll-

ing his r*s even more pronouncedly than is the custoin

with his race : " Aguardiente ! Aguardiente I
"

" Sit down I " ordered Nick, vaguely conscious

that there was somediing in die greaser's voice that

was not there before.

The greaser obeyed, but not until he knew for a

certainty that his voice had been heard by his master.

" So you did brmg in my saddle, eh, Nick? " asked

die road agent, coming quickly, but unconcernedly

into the room and standing behind his man.

Up to this time, Nick's eyes had not left the
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prisoner, but with the appearance on the scene of
Johnson, he felt that his responsibility ceased in a
measure. He turned and gave his attention to mat-
ters pertaining to the bar. As a consequence, he did
not see the look of recognition that passed between
the two men, nor did he hear the whispered dialogue
in Spanish that followed.

"Maestro! Ramerrezl" came in whispered
tones from Castro.

"Speak quickly— go on," came likewise in
whispered tones from the road agent.

" I let them take me according to your bidding,"
went on Castro.

" Careful, Jose, careful," warned his master while
stooping to pick up his saddle, which he afterwards
laid on the faro table. It was while he was dius en-
gaged that Nick came over to the prisoner widi a
glass of liquor, which he handed to him gruffly with:

" Here I

"

At that moment several voices from the dance-
hall called somewhat impatiently: " Nick, Nickl "

"Oh, The Ridge boys are goin'I " he said, and
seeming intuitively to know what was wanted he
made for the bar. But before acceding to their
wishes, he turned to Johnson, took out his gun and
oflFered it to him with the words : " Say, watch this
greaser for a moment, will you? "

" Certainly," responded Johnson, quickly, dedin-

i

.
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ing the other's pistol by touching his own holster
•ignificantly. " TeU the Girl you pressed me into
service," he concluded with a smile.

"Sure." But on the point of going, the little

barkeeper turned to him and confided: " Say, the
Girl's taken an awful fancy to you."

"No?" deprecated the road agent.
" Yes," affinned Nick. " Drop in often —. great

bar I"

Johnson smiled an assent as the other went out of
the room leaving master and man together.

"Now, then, Jose, go on," he said, when they
were alone.

" Buenol Our men await the signal in die bushes
dose by. I will lead the SheriflF far off— then I will
slip away. You quietly rob the place and fly .^ it

is death for you to linger— Ashby is here."
" Ashby I " The road agent started in alarm.
** Ashby—" reiterated Castro and stopped on

seeing that Nick had returned to see that all was
welL

" AU right, Nick, everything's aU right," Johnson
reassured him.

The outlaw's position remained unchanged until
Nick had withdrawn. From where he stood he now
saw for the first time the preparations diat were be-
ing made for his capture: die red torchlights and
white candle-lighted lanterns which were reflected
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finish: "Antonio awaits for it. Only the woman
and her servant will stay behind here."

" Adiosl " whispered the master.

"AdiosI** returned his man simultaneously with

the approach of the Deputy towards them.

It was then that the Girl's gay, happy voice floated

in on them from the dance-hall; she cried out

:

"Good-night, boys, good-night I Remember me
to The Ridge I" «

"You bet we willl So long I Whoop I

Whooppee I " chorussed the men, while the Deputy,

grabbing the Mexican by the collar, ordered him to,

"Come on I"

The situation was not without its humorous side

to the road agent; he could not resist following the

crowd to the door where he stood and watched his

would-be captors silently mount; listened to the

Sheriff give the word, which was immediately fol-

lowed by the sound of horses grunting as they sprang

forward into the darkness in a desperate effort to

escape the maddening pain of the descending quirts

and cruel spurs. It was a scene to set the blood rac-

ing through the veins, iHiewed in any light; and not

imtil the yells of the men had grown indistinct, and
all that could be heard was ^e ever-decreasing sound

of rushing hoofs, did the outlaw turn back into die

saloon over which there hung a silence which, by
contrast, he found strangely depressing.
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There was a «,btlc change, an obvious lack ofwarmth m Johnson's manner, which the Girl was

"Don't it feel fimny here— kind o' creepy?'*
She gave the words a peculiar emphasis, which made
Johnson flash a quick, inquisitorial look at her; andthe^no comment being fordicoming. she went onto explam: " I s'pose though that's 'cause I don'tremember seem' the bar so empty before "

IcngA was broken by die Girl, who ordered:

M- C;'^V^ r.r^ ^* °"' *^« *^^dle here. too.Nickl" But while the little barkeeper proceeded
to carry out her mstructions she turned to Johnson

•? ^'J.^?'"'
^'^"^ expression on her face, and

•*
« M ^^' y°" *»"'* 8°^"'» «« you?

"

No -not yet-no-" stammered Johnson,
half^urpnsedly, half-wonderingly.

*

swSd-^''^'*
^''^ ''''''''

* ^^'*'''^ ^''''^ " ^^^ »"•

" Oh, I'm so glad o' that I
"

Another embarrassing silence followed. At last
XNick made a movement towards the window, sav-mg: ' '

Ml
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" I'm goin' to put the ihutten up."
"Soeirly? What?" The Girl looked her wr.

prise.

"Well, you tee, the boys are out huntin* Runer-
rez, and there's too much money here . . ,»» laid
Nick in a low tone.

The Girl laughed lightly.

"Oh, all right— cash in— but don't put the
head on the keg— I ain't' cashed in m'sclf yet."

Rolling the keg to one side of the room, Nick
beckoned to the Girl to come close to him, which she
did; and pointing to Johnson, who was strolling about
the room, humming softly to himself, he whispered:

" Say, Girl, know anyAin* about— about him? "

But very significant as was Nick's pantomime,
which included the keg and Johnson, it succeeded only
m bringing forth a laugh from the Girl, and the
words

:

"Oh, sure I"

Nevertheless, the faithful guardian of the Girl's
mtcrcsts sent a startled glance of inquiry about the
room, and again asked:

"AU right, eh?"
The Girl ignored the implication contained in the

other's glance, and answered " Yep," in such a tone
of finality that Nick, reassured at last, began to put
things shipshape for the night. This took but a
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moment or two, however, .„d then he quieUy di.ap.

" WeU, Mr. Johnion, it seems to be us •-keeDin*

Her ob.erv.lion might enityWe been interpreted'M purpojely introductory to «, intimate «ene. not-mthtonding th.t it w,, made in . thoroughly mat-
te«f.fact tone «,d without the riightew^ce of
"q«e«ry. But Joha«m did not mri^e the mUtrfce ofmiKonttrumg her word., purzled though he wa. tofed. due to them. Hi. oiriority .bout her wa. m-

"I»'t it itnnge how thing, come .bout?St»nge th.t I diould hare loolced everywhere foryou Md m the end find you here- .t The Pollu »
Johmjon . emphui. on hi. !.« word. «„t . bright

red n«h,ng over her. colouring her neck, her e«.«id her broad, white forehead.

"Anythin* wrong widi The Polka?"
Johnwn wu conwiou. of m indiKreet remark-

neverdielcB he ventured:

^J
Wen. if. hardly the place for a young ,oman

-jP'^i.^''"','"*''*
"" "P'y '° *"^ ''"««<1 herself

with the clo.mg.up of the «loon. Johnwn i„.
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tciprcted her silence u a difference of opinion.
Ncvertheleii, he repeited with emphaiii:

" It is decidedly no place for you."
"How so?"
" Well, it's rather unprotected, and **

"Oh, pshaw I" interrupted the Girl somewhat
irritably. " I toP Ashby only to-night that I bet if
a rud agent come in here ^ could offer 'im a drink
an' he'd treat me like a perfect lady." She stopped
and turned upon him impulsively with: " Say, diat
reminds me, won't you take somcthin'? '*

Before answering, Johnson shot her a quick look
of inquiry to see whether there was not a hidden
meaning in her words. Of course there was not, the
remark being impcUed by a sudden consciousness
that he might consider her inhospitable. Neverthe-
less, her going behind the bar and picking up a bot-
tle came somewhat as a relief to him.

" No, thank you," at last he said; and then as he
leaned heavily on the bar :

«• But I would very much
like to ask you a question."

Instantly, to his great surprise, the Girl was eye-
ing him with mingled reproach and coquetry. So he
was going to do it I Was it possible that he thought
so hghtly of her, she wondered. With all her heart
she wished that he would not make the same mistake
that others had.

"I know what it is— every stranger asks it—
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but I didn't dunk yog would You w«,t to know if

. drf«, note creeping -^ ^„ ^^ „ '^
the condudinj wordi.

unerea

fo« *: ?'u '!"T """*'
" "» «y« l-ifed be-fore the look that Samed in hen • And that wunot the queition." ™ '^

Inatinctirely wmething told the Girl that the man^ the trud.. but no,with.t«,di„g which, Z ^e"
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. they w„e only fri«,dly, justSld hi^t ^.

t?h^ u'?™^- ^''"°'"' •« "f"'-! to a<tait
.ohu™elfd,atthi,wa.. mere chance meeting. Hehad a comaoumeM, vague, but neverdielea real that

ftce to face wth the one woman in aU die world for

•ort of jealou, proprfetorriiip in his manner towardiner aa he now said:
"'wwos

" What I meant was this: I am sorry to fad youhere abnost at the mercy of the passerby. Tjc,m«, may come, may drink, may rob you if he will _••"d here a flud, of ,h«ne spread over hi. feature.
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in spite of himtelf-" and where, I direwy, more
than one hat laid claim to a kin.**

The Girl turned upon him m good-natured con-
tempt

" There's a good many people dainun* things they
never git I've got my first kiss to give."

Once more a brief silence feU upon them in which
the Girl busied herself with her cash box. She was
not unaware that his eyes were upon her, but she
was by no means sure that he believed her words.
Nor could she teU herself, unfortunately for her
peace of mind, that it made no difference to her.

" Have you been here long? " suddenly he asked.

"Lived in The Polka?"
" Nope."

"Where do you live?"
" Cabin up the mountain a little ways."
" Cabin up the mountain a little ways," echoed

Johnson, reffectively. The next instant the little
figure before him had faded from his sight and in-
stead there appeared a vision of die little hut on the
top of Cloudy Mountain. Only a few hours back
he had stood on the precipice which looked towards
It, and had felt a vague, indefinable something, had
heard a voice speak to him out of the vastness which
he now believed to have been her spirit calling to
mm*
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. luu'u
"""^

•r'*''"« •««« 4«i thi^" after

uZl:^:^r^ '"* *• -•^ -^ '«•

but If keepin dm uloon don't give me wrt of . po.i.tion -round here I danno whMdoe^" "••^'•
But A< next moment diere h.d Jirfied through

ZS^^T"^ *' "" "-^ «»^'"««'' "'•» with

The rotd agent imilcA
"My profession ha. it. fault.," he acknowledged,
but I am not an exhorter." * *

.tefd^ll f "^^ ^''^ ^* "°"P'""«<^ «"d eyed him

.teadily for a moment or two.
"You know I can't figger out jest exactly what

you^ are ? » At admitted «nilingly.
^

|WeU,try
. . ." he .ugge.tcd, .lightly col-ouring under her per.i.tent gaze

" Well, you ain't one o' u.."
"No?"
"Oh, I can tell- 1 can n)ot my man every timeI tell you keepin' .aloon's a great educator." And so"ymg rfie plumped herself down in a chair and went<m very scnously now: " I dunno but what it's a
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good way to bring up girls— they git to know thing*.
Now," and here she looked at him long and ear-
nestly, " I'd trust you."

Johnson was conscious of a guilty feeling, though
he said as he took a seat beside her:

" You would trust me? "

The Girl nodded an assent and observed in a
tone that was intended to b'e thoroughly conclusive;

" Notice I danced with you tonight? "

" Yes," was his brief reply, though the next mo-
ment he wondered that he had not found somediing
more to say.

" I seen from the first that you were die real
article."

"I beg your pardon," he said absently, still lostm thought.

" Why, that was a compliment I handed out to
you," returned die Girl widi a pained look on her
face.

" Oh! " he ejaculated with a faint little smile.
Now die Girl, who had drawn up her chair dose

to his, leaned over and said in a low, confidential
voice

:

" Your kind don't prevail much here. I can tell— I got what you call a quick eye."

As might be expected Johnson flushed guiltily at
this remark. No diflFcrent, for that matter, would
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have acted many a man whose conscience was far
clearer.

" Oh, I'm afraid that men like me prevaU— pre-
vaU, as you say,— abnost everywhere," he said, lay*
ing such stress on the words that it would seem al-
most impossible for anyone not to see that they werp
shot through with selfnlepreciation.

The Girl gave him a playful dig with her elbow.
Coon! What are you givin' mel O' course

they don't
. . J" She laughed outright; but

the next mstant checking herself, went on with abso-
lute ingenuousness

: " Before I went on that trip to
Monterey I tho't Ranee here was the genuine thing
in a gent, but the minute I kind o' glanced over you
on the road I— I ,cen he wasn't" She stopped,
a realisation having suddenly been borne in upon her
Jat perhaps she was laying her heart too bare to him.
To cover up her embarrassment, therefore, she took
reftigc, as before, in hospitality, and rushing over
to die bar she caUed to Nick to come and serve Mr.
Johnson with a drink, only to dismiss him the mo-
ment he put his head through die door with:
Never mind, I'U help Mr. Johnson m'self." Turn-

ing to her visitor again, she said: "Have your
whisky widi water, won't you? "

" But I don't—" began Johnson in protest.
" Say," interrupted die Girl, falling back into her
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favourite position of resting both elbows on the bar,
her face in her hands, " I've got you figgered out.
You re awful good or awful bad." A remark
which seemed to amuse the man, for he lauahed
heartily.

" Now, what do you mean by that? " presently he
asked.

" Well, I mean so good that you*re a teetotaller,
•r so bad that you're tired o' Hfe an' whisky,"

Johnson shook his head.
" On the contrary, although I'm not good, I've

Jived and I've liked life pretty welL It's been
buUy I

"

Surprised and deKghted with his enthusiasm, the
Girl raised her eyes to his, which look he mistook—
not unnaturally after aU diat had been said— for
one of encouragement. A moment more and the re-
•tramt that he had exercised over himself had
vanished completely.

"So have you liked it. Girl," he went on, trying
vainly to get possession of her hand, " only you
haven't lived, you haven't lived— not with your na-
ture. You see I've got a quick eye, too."
To Johnson's amazement she flushed and averted

her face. FoUowing the direction of her eyes he
saw Nick standing in the door with a broad grin on
his face.

"You git, Nick I What do you mean by . . .?"
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cried out the Girl in a tone that left no doubt in the
minds of her hearen diat she was annoyed, if not
angry, at the intrusion.

Nidc disappeared into the dance-hall as though
shot out of a gun; whereupon, the Girl turned to
Johnson with:

" I haven't lived ? That's good !
"

Johnson's next words were insinuating, but his
voice was cold in comparison widi the fervent tones
of a moment previous.

" Oh, you know I " was what he said, seating him-
self at die poker table.

"No, I don't," contradicted the Girl, taking a
seat opposite him.

" Yes, you do," he insisted.

" Well, say it's an even chance I do an' an even
chance I don't," she parried.

Once more the passion in the man was stirring.
" I mean," he explained in a voice that barely

reached her, " life for all it's wordi, to die uttermost,
to the last drop in die cup, so that it atones for what's
gone before, or may come after."

The Girl's face wore a puzzled look as she an-
swered:

" No, I don't believe I know what you mean by
diem words. Is it a—" She cut her sentence
short, and springing up, cried out: " Oh, Lord—
Oh, excuse me, I sat on my gun! "

II

w
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"I*ok here," „id the Girl, .uddenly peidiin.hmelf upon the uMe, " r„ goi„. ,„ JJyJ^
"A, offer?" Johmon fairly matched the word,

o-t^of her mouth. " YWre going to „„ke me „

on
3%*""" f^"^ *• ®'' '^* » P'-'^d lookon her face. " If ever you need to be .bJ«d-»
i°^f? '"^ ''*' mcomprehendingly.

•A) " M
"' "*~ J"*" *»''•" *« »«««>«d to

•^ Name your price. If. your. je« for 4eBtyle I git from you an' the deportment"
Deportment? Me?" A half-grin fonned

Z'I-a"^^ .^*" " •" •*«> ** <!"»'!«»! thenhe ...d: '. WeU, I never heard before that ilnr «^cety wa, .0 de«rable. Apart from the fimmdal
"pect of thi. matter, I—

"

"""o"

" &y^' broke in the Girl, gazing at him in help-U« admiration, • ain't that great? Ain't that great^Oh, you got to let me ttand treat I

»

" No, really I would prefer not to take wiything,"
responded John«M, putting , reWraining hand «
lier a, At wa. about to leap from the table.
At that moment Nidc'. hurried footrtep. mched

theu-eari Turmng, the Girl, with a nrift gertuie.
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waved him back. There was a brief silcice, then
Johnson spoke:

" Say, Girl, youVe like finding some new kind of
flower."

A slight laugh of confusion was his answer. The
next moment, however, she went on, speaking very
slowly and seriously: "WeU, we're kind o' rough
up here, but we're reachin' out."

Johnson noted immediately the change in her
voice. There was no mistaking the genuineness of
her emotion, nor the wistful look in her eyes. It
was plain that she yearned for someone who would
teach her the ways of the outside world; and when
die man looked at die Girl with the bmp-Ught soft-
ening her features, he felt her sincerity and was
pleased by her confidence.

" Now, I take it," continued the Girl widi a vague,
dreamy look on her face, " that's what we're all put
on this eardi for— everyone of us— is to rise our-
selves up in the world— to reach out"

" That's true, that's true," returned Johnson widi
gentle and perfect sympadiy. " I venture to say
that there isn't a man who hasn't thought seriously
about diat. I have. If only one knew how to reach
out for something one hardly dares even hope for.

Why, it's like trying to catch the star shining just
aheadt"
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The Girl could not restrain her enthusiami.
Inat s the cheese I You've struck it I

"

At this juncture Nick appeared and refused to be
ordered away. At lengdi, the Girl inquired some-
what impatiently:

"WeU, what is It, Nick?"
"IVe been tryin» to, say," announced the bar-

keeper, whose face wore an expression of uneasiness
as he pointed to the window, " that I have seen an
ugly-Iookin' greaser hanging around outside."

A greaser I" exclaimed the Girl, uneasily.
Let me look." And with that she made a move-

ment towards the window, but was held back by
Johnson 8 detaining hand. AH too weU did he know
that the Mexican was one of his men waiting impa-
tiently for the signal. So. with an air of concern,
for he did not intend that the Girl should run any
risk, however remote, he said authoritatively:

Don't go I

"

" Why not?" demanded the Girl.
Johnson sat strangely silent.

"I'll bolt the windows I" cried Nick. Hardly
had he disappeared into the dance-hall when a low
whistle came to their ears.

"The signal -they're waiting," said Johnson
under his breath, and shot a quick look of inquiry at
the Girl to see whether she had heard the sound.A look told him that she had, and was uneasy over it
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inlHTu
*•*' "™"' '"'"''''" -^ *« Girl, rwh-mg Ae bar m , «,te of perturbarion. " S.v. I'm•wful gl.d you're here. Nick'. «> „erv.«' h"W. what a lot o- money I got Why, A^reW

little fortune in that keg."
John«,n ttarted, then'riaing dowly he went o^erto the keg «,d examined it with interest.

hi.i^ti'::!"'""''''''*'"*""^"-'"^

Johnson looked at her curioudy.
"But when they're gone -^ isn't that rather a

careless place to leave it?
"

Quietly the Girl came from behind the bar andwent over and stood beside the keg; when she spoke
i»cr eyes flashed dangerously.

" They'd have to kiU me before they got it
" the

said, widi cool deliberation. '
'

" Ob, I see— it's your money."
" No, it's the boys'."

Oh, that s different," he contended; and then
brightenmg up somewhat, he went on: "Now I
wouldn't risk my life for diat"

Ae Girl with feehng. A moment later she wasaown on her knees putting bag after bag of the

rf ^
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precious goI(Mu8t and coins into the keg. When
they were all in she closed the lid, and putting her
foot down hard to make it secure, she repeated:
" Oh, yes, you would, if you seen how hard they
got it. When I think of it, I nearly cry."

Johnson had listened absorbedly, and was
strangely affected by her words. In her rapidly-
filling eyes, in the wave of colour that surged in her
cheeks, in the voice that shook despite her efforts to
control it, he read how intense was her interest in

the welfare of the miners. How the men must
adore herl

Unconsciously the Girl arose, and said:
" There's somcthin* awful pretty m the way the

boys hold out before they strike it, somethin' awful
pretty in the face o* rocks, an* clay an' alkali. Oh,
Lord, what a life it is anyway I They eat dirt, they
sleep in dirt, they breathe dirt 'til their backs are
bent, their hands twisted an' warped. They're all

wind-swept an' blear-eyed I tell you, an' some o'

them jest lie down in their sweat beside the sluices,

an' they don't never rise up again. I've seen 'em
there I" She paused reminiscently; then, pointing
to the keg, she went on haltingly: " I got some
money there of Ol' Brownie's. He was lyin' out
in the sun on a pile o' clay two weeks ago, an' I guess
the only dean thing about him was his soul, an' he
was quittin', quittin', quittin', right there on the day,
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tn' quittin' hard. Oh, to hard! " Once more she
stopped and covered her face widi her hands as if to
shut out the horror of it all Presently she had her-
self under control and resumed: " Yes, he died—
died jest like a dog. You wanted to shoot *im to
help 'im along quicker. Before he went he sez to
me

;
* Girl, give it to my ol' woman.* That was all

he said, an' he went. She'll git it, all right."

With every word that the Girl uttered, die iron
had entered deeper into Johnson's soul. Up to the
present time he had tried to regard his profession,
if he looked at it at all, from die point of view which
he inherited from his father. It was not, in all

truthfukcss, what he would have chosen; it was
something diat, at times, he lamented; but, neverdic-
less, he had practised it and had despoiled the miners
with but few moments of remorse. But now, he was
beginnkg to look upon thmgs diflferently. In a
brief space of time a woman had impelled him to see
his actions in their true light; new ambitions and
desires awakened, and he looked downward as if it

were impossible to meet her honest eye.

" An' that's what aches you," the Girl was now
saying. " There ain't one o' them men workin' for
themselves alone— the Lord never put it into no
man's heart to make a beast or a pack-horse o' him-
self, except for some woman or some child." She
halted a moment, and throwing up her hands impul-
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lively, the cried: "Ain't it woaderful— iin»t it

wonderful that instinct? Ain't it wonderful what a
man»ll do when it comet to a woman— ain't it won-
derful ? " Once more ihe waited as if expecting him
to corroborate her words; but he remained strangely
•ilent. A moment Uter when he raised his troubled
eyw, he saw that hers were dry and twinkling.

" Well, the boys use me as a— a sort of lady
bank," presently she said; and then added with an-
other quick change of expression, and in a voice that
showed great determination: "You bet FlI drop
down dead before anyone'll get a doUar o' theirs
outer The Polka !

"

Impulsively the road agent's hand went out to her,
and with it went a mental resolution that so far as
he was concerned no hard-working miner of Cloudy
Mountain need fear for his goldl

" That's right," was what he said. " I'm with
you— I'd like to see anyone get that." He dropped
her hand and laid his on the keg; then with a voice
charged with much feeling, he added: "Girl, I
wish to Heaven I could talk more with you, but I
can't By daybreak I must be a long ways off.

I'm sorry— I should have liked to have caUcd at
your cabin."

The Girl shot him a furtive glance.

II

Must you be a-movin' so soon? " she asked.
"Yes; I'm only waiting till the posse gets back
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•ndyouVeitfe/* And even i» he ipoke hit trtined
eir ctught die tound of hones hooft. "Why,
they're coming nowl " he exclaimed with tupprcMed
excitement, tnd hi* eyes immediately fattened them-
•elvet on his saddle.

The Girl looked her disappointment when she
said:

"Pm awfully sorry youVe got to go. I was
goin* to say—" She stopped, and began to roll die
keg back to its place. Now she took the lantern
from the bar and placed it on the keg; then turning
to him once more she went on in a voice that was dis-

tinctly persuasive: "If you didn't have to go so
sooo, I would like to have you come up to die cabin
to-night an' we would talk o' reachin' out up diere.
You see, the boys will be back here— we close The
Polka at one— any time after . . .

Hesitatingly, helplessly, Johnson stared at the
Girl before, him. His acceptance, he realised only
too well, meant a pleasant hour or two for him, of
which diere were only too few in the mad career that
he was following, and he wanted to take advantage
of it; on the odier hand, his better judgment told
him that ah-eady he should be on his way.
"Why, I— I should ride on now." He began

and then stopped, die next moment, however, he
threw down his hat on die table In resignation and an-
nounced: " I'll come."

r ^

m
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" Oh, good! " cried the Girl, mtking no ittempt

to conceal her delight. " You ctnuM thit," Ae went
on, handing him the huitem. " It»s the itraight traU
up; you cin't miM it But I lay, don't expect too
muA o' me— I've only had thirty-two doUan'
worA o' education." Detpite her struggle to con-
trol herwlf, her voice broke and her eyes fiUed with
tear.. "Fr'ap. if Vd had more," .he kept on,
regretfuUy, " why, you can't teU what I might have
been. Say, that', a terrible tho't, ain't it? What
we might a been— an' I know it when I look at you."
Johnwn wa. deeply touched at the Girl'. diMreM,

ind hi. voice broke, too, as he Mid:
"Ye., what we might have been is a terrible

thought, and I know it, Girl, when I look at you -.
when I look at you."

"You bet I" ejaculated the Girl. And then to
Johnson's consternation she broke down completely,
burying her face in her hands and sobbing out:
" Oh, 'tain't no use, I'm rotten, I'm ignorant, I don't
know nothin' an' I never knowed it 'till to-night 1

The boys always tol' me I knowed so much, but
they're such damn liars I

"

In an instant Johnson was beside her, patting her
hand caressingly; she felt the sympathy in his touch
and was quick to respond to it

Don't you care, Girl, you're aU right" he told
her, choking back with difficulty the tears in his own
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A^ And» for your loob? Well, to me yoaV^got ^e face olnmd-tbt f.ce -" He bn*!

way Z"^r" '"d he itood /,.„.d i„ the door-

Ae othor. torn by two «notio„. which grappled wiA

^l,°t" "'!•>:«»<».. "Johnwn. wh« 4e

Jo«d Aen «ddenly p„Ui„g him«If together he
J*«bW „,her th«. walked out of The Pollc, into

Motionleje and trying to check her lob., the Giri

n.e^'l:!'"^
*•• •" -^'' ""'• ""» over toTie Rdmetto r.«,«„„t «,' teU 'em to ^nd me uptwo chylotte n»k. .„. , ,e„^i„ turnover-^

ITt A*
'•!?"«-'«•* " 1»ick .. they can- right

»p to the cabm for lupper."

"He say. I have the f«» of an angel," i, what

t^l «P»ted over and over again to herwlf when
perched up again on the poker table after d.e won-^nng bark^per had departed on her en«,d. Zfor a bnef .pace of time her counten«,ce rejected
«fce joy that Johnwn'. parting word, had imprinted

u r».I

if.
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on her heart But in the Girl's character there was
an element too prosaic, and too practical, to permit her
thoughts to dwell long in a region lifted far above
the earth. It was inevitable, therefore, that the no-
tion should presently strike her as supremely comic
and, quickly leaping to the floor, she let out the one
word which, however adequately it may have ex-

pressed her conflicting emotions, is never by any
chance to be found in the vocabulary of angels in

good standings



IX

NoTWiTHSTANMNO that The Pahnetto was the most
pretentious building in Cloudy, and was the only
rooming and eating house that outwardly asserted its

right to be caUed an hotel, its saloon contrasted un-
favourably with its rival, The Polka. There was not
the individuality of the Girl there to charm away the
impress of coarseness settled upon it by die loafers,
the habitual drunkards and die riflfraff of die camp,
who were not tolerated elsewhere. In short, it did
not have diat certain indefinable somediing which
give to The Polka Saloon an ahnost homelike ap-
pearance, but was a drab, squalid, souUess place widi
nothing to recommend it but its size.

In a smaU parlour pungent at aU times with the
odour of liquor,— but used only on rare occasions,
most of The Pkhnetto's patrons preferring the even
more stifling atmosphere of the bar-room,— the
Wells Fargo Agent had been watching and waiting
ever since he had left The Polka Saloon. On a
tabic in front of him was a bottle, for it was a part
of Ashby's scheme of things to solace dius all such
weary hours.

Although a shrewd judge of women of die Nina
Micheltoreiia type and by no means unmindful of
their mercurial temperament, Ashby, nevertheless,

!!«J i
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had felt that she would keep her appointment wkh
him. In the Mexican Camp he had read the wild
jealousy in her eyes, and had aMwned, not unnatu-
rally, that there had been scarcely time /or anything
to occur which would cause a revulsion of fueling on
her part. But as the moments went by, and acill she
did not put in an appearance, an expression of keen
disappointment showed itself on his face and, widi
mechanical regularity, he carried out the liquid pro-
gramme, shutting his eyes' after each drink for mo-
ments at a time yet, apparently, in perfect control of
his mmd when he opened them again; and it was in
one of these moments diat he heard a step oiitside
which he correctly surmised to be that of the Sheriff.

Without a word Ranee walked into the room anu
over to the table and helped himself to a drink from
the bottle diere, which action the WeUs Fargo Agent
rightly interpreted as meaning that the posse had
failed to catch their quarry. At first a glint of satis-
faction shone in Ashby's eyes: not that he disliked
Ranee, but rather that he resented his egotistical
manner and evident desire to overawe all who came
in contact with him; and it required, therefore, no
little effort on his part to banish this look from his
face and make up his mind not to mention the sub-
ject in any manner.

For some time, therefore, the two officers sat op-
posite to each other inhaling die stale odour of to-
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bacco and spirits pccuUar to this room, with little or
no ventilation. It was enough to sicken anyone, but
both men, accustomed to such places in the pursuit
of their calling, apparently thought nothing of it,

the Sheriff seemingly absorbed in contemplating the
long ash at the end of his cigar, but. In reality, turn-
mg over in his mind whether he should leave the
room or not. At length, he inaugurated a little con-
test of opinion.

" This woman isn't coming, that's certain," he de-
clared, impatiently.

"I rather think she will; she promised not to fail

^^

!," was the other's quiet answer; and he added:
" In ten minutes you'll see her."

It was a rash remark and expressive of a confi-
dence that he by no means felt. As a matter of fact,
it was induced solely by the cynical smile which he
perceived on the Sheriff's face.

" You, evidently, take no account of the fact that
the lady may have changed her mind," observed
Ranee, lighting a fresh cigar. " The Nina Michel-
torenas are fuUy as privileged as others of their
sex."

As he drained his glass Ashby gave the speaker
a sharp glance; another side of Ranee's character
had cropped out. Moreover, Ashby's quick intui-

tion told him that the other's failure to catch the out-
law was not troubling him nearly as much as was the

i

l"fc!
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blow which his coKeit had probably ncevnd at dte
hands of the Giri. It was, therefore, in an iadulKnt
tone that he said

:

^^
"No, Ranee, not thb one nor this time. Too

mark my words, die woman is tiirough widi Ramcr-
rez. At least, she is so jealoos that she diinks she
IS. She'U turn up here, never fear; she lannt
bosmess."

The shoul&rs of Mr. Jack Raoee strongly sng-
g^tcd a shmg, but the maa himself said nodiing.
They were anydiing but sympathetic companion.,
^csc two officers, and m the silence that ensued
Ranee formulated mentaUy more dian one dispar-
aging remark about die big man sitting opposite to
him. It is possible, of course, diat die Sherirs
rebuff by die Girl, togedier widi die wild goose chase
which he had recendy taken agamst his better judg-
ment, had somediing to do widi diis bitterness; but
It was none the less true diat he found himself won-
dering how Ashby had succeeded in acquiring his
great reputation. Among die diings diat he held
against him was his everlasting propensity to boast
of his achievements, to say nothing of die pedestal
upon whi^ die boys insisted upon placing him.
Was this Wells Fargo's most famous agent? Was
diis the man whose warnings were given such cre-
dence diat diey sdrred even die largest of die gold



Glia, (W THE GOLDEN WEST 169

S^?*^ of in.e«ri.y? And .t 4i. R,„ce"^taed^m m , ft of menul merriment .t theOther t apame.

Uttet^: "^;
«"'"""• "^ ' "^f* «"«. the

n.ted women, moreover, he w,. known to be .

^^tZ"^ 'r *' *"« Pinched-with theG«rL True, the demwd. of hi. profe»!on were

Nevertheles., ,t seemed to Rmce that he contriv^

irrrdiS;-'^'''^'"^'"'"'*"'"^
JLfter AAby', ob«rv.tion the con«r«tion by

ZS T**"' "^'' "" ""'bed into othe^d«»^ But ,t may be truthfuUy «id that Ranee

« door was heard to open noiselessly and some whis-pered words in Spanish feU upon Jir e.^^

tJhT- .• ^f»' r ''" " Ad,by, had the de-

t^r „
""""^

l^
*" '•"«"''8« ""^ had an ex-

tremecur.os.ty to hear the conversation going onbe««en a man and a woman, who were standing justo»».de m a sort of haUway. As a result, d.erefore,
both officer, .yrang to the door with the hope- if
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indeed It wu Nina Micfadtorent as they tunnised—
that they might catch a word or two which would
give them a clue to what was likely to take place at

the coming interview. It came sooner than they ex-

pected.

". . . Ramerrez-^Five thousand dollars I"
reached their ears in a soft, Spanish voice.

Ashby needed nothing more than this. In an in^

stant, much to the Sheriff's astonishment, and moving
marvellously quick for a man of his heavy build, he

was out of the room, leaving Ranee to face a woman
widi a black mantilla thrown over her head who,
presently, entered by another door.

- Nina MIcheltorena, for It was she, did not favour

faun with as much as an icy look. Nor did the Sher-

iff give any sign of knowing her; a wise proceedmg
as it turned out, for a quick turn of the head and a

subtle movement of the woman's shoulders told him
that she was in anything but a quiet state of mind.

One gknce towarck the door behind him, however,

tfnd the reason of her anger was all too plain: A
Mexican was vainly struggling In the dutches of

Ashby.

"Why are you dragging him in?** Far from

quailing before him as did her ccmfederate, die con-

fromed Ashby with eyes that flashed fire. "He
came with me—**
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Aihby cut her thort.

"Wc don't allow greaiert in tfait camp and—"
he began in a throaty voice. .

" But he is waiting to take me back I " she ob-
jected, and then added: " I wish him to wait for
me outside, and unless you allow him to I'll go at

once." And with these words she made a movement
towards the door.

Ashby laid one restraining hand upon her, while
widi the other he held on to the Mexican. Of a sud-
den there had dawned upon hun the conviction that
for once in his life he had made a grievous mistake.
He had thought, by the detention of her confederate,
to have two strings to his bow, but one glance at the
sneeringly censorious expression on the Sheriff's face
convinced him that no information would be forth-

coming from the woman while in her present rebel-

lious mood.
" All right, my lady," he said, for die time being

yielding to her will, " have your way." And tum-
mg now to the Mexican, he added none too gently:

"Here you, get outl"

Whereupon the Mexican slunk out of the room,
" There's no use of your getting into a rage,"

went on Ashby, turning to the woman in a sli^tly

conciliatory manner. " I calculated that tkc greaser
would be in on the job, too."
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AU througk this scene Ranee had been sitting back

in his diair chewing his cigar in contemptuous silence,
while h,s face wore a look of languid insolence, a
fact which, apparently, did not disturb the woman in
the least, for she ignored him completely.

" It was weU for you, Seiior Ashby, diat you let
him go. I teU you frankly that in another moment
I should have gone." And now throwing back her
mantilla she took out a cigarette from a dainty, little
««e and lit it and cooUy blew a cloud of smoke in
Ranee's face, saying: "It depends on how you

Tti
°**"~y°"» ^^- J«* R««»» as well as Senor

Ashby— whether we come to terms or »ot Per-
haps I had better go away anyway," she concluded
with a shrug of admirably simukted indifference.

This time Ashby sat perfectly stilL It was aot
difficult to perceive that her anger was decreasing
with every word that she uttered; nor did he faU to
note how fluently she spoke English, a slight Spanish
accent giving added charm to her wonderfuUy soft
and musical voice. How gloriously beautiful, he
told himself, she looked as she stood there, voluptu-
ous, compelling, alluring, the expression that had
been ahnost diabolical, graduafly fading from her
face. Was it possible, he asked himself, that all this
loveliness was soiled forever? He felt that there
was something pitiful in the fact that the woman
standing before him represented negotiable property
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m» little more con«der.tion into the voicedi,t

What have you to My tout?"
"""new.

f.n.e„tt™^:iot;::eathrtrii^;:-

•nanner at their Ian i„,^^^^ fo«*^'
»*««'««

^^ in her heart other ZrJ^'^V:^^

» M^ico or Spai.^^ tZe'^I^aTwZd" rZ'

I

h^If a fr^
** "'*™^'» *« "«!£» to make

tTZ^ Tf "!''"''' ""'"« " dexteroady withher white delicate Snger., .„d not untU her ta*^accomplished and her foil ~j
""°">er task waa

forth tiny doudTof^r'diri'''" '"* •"*»«
" p-«, .

°'° "** announce:
Kamcrrcz wa. m Cloudy Mountain to^gfet."

I
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But ^wever mudi of a surprise diis assertion was

to both men, neither gave vent to an exclamation.

Instead Ranee regarded his elegantly booted feet;

Ashby looked hard at the woman as if he would read

the trudi in her eyes; nHiile as for Nina, she con-

tinued to puff away at her little cigarette after the

manner of one diat has appealed not in vain to the

mapc power which can paint out the past and fill die

blank with the most beautiful of dreams.

The Wells Fargo man was the first to make any

comment; he asked:

"You know this?" And then as she surveyed

them throu^ a scented ,cloud and bowed her head,

he added: " How do you know it?
"

" That I shall not tell you," replied the woman,

firmly.

Ashby made an impadent movement towards her

with the question

:

"Where was he?"
" Oh, come, Ashby I

" put in Ranee, speaking for

the first time. " She's putting up a game on us."

In a flash Nina wheeled around and with eyes ^ii

blazed advanced to the table where the Sheriff was

sitting. Indeed, there was something so tigerish

about die woman tiiat the %eri£F, in alarm, quickly

pushed back his chair.

" I am not lying, Jack Ranee." There was an

evil glitter in her eye as she watched a sarcastic smile
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pliying tround his Mp.. "Oh, y«, I know yoo— you are the Sheriff," and so Mying a peal of
contemptuous merriment burst from her, "and
Ramerrez was in the camp not less than two hours
ago/*

Ashby could hardly restrain his excitement

^^

And you saw him ? " came from him.
Yes," was her answer.

Both men sprang to their feet; it was impossible to
doubt any longer that she spoke die truth.

"What's his game?" demanded Ranee.
The woman answered his question with a question.

I

How about the reward, Seiior Ashby? "

"You needn't worry about diat— I'll see diat
you get what's coming to you," replied the WeUs
Fargo Agent akeady getting into his coat.

" But how are we to know? " inquired Ranee, like-
wise getting ready to leave. " Is he an American or
a Mexican ?

"

" To^night h*'s an American, that is, he's dressed
and looks like one. But the reward— you swear
you're playing fair?"

" On my honour," Ashby assured her.
The woman's face stood clear— cruelly clear in

the light of the kerosene lamp above her head.
About her mouth and eyes there was a repellent ex-
pression. Her mind, still woricing vividly, was re-
viewing the past; and a bitter memory prompted the

'I
V
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words which were said however with a smile that

was still seductive:

" Try to recall, Seiior Ashby, what strangers were
in The Polka to-night?"

At these ominous words the men started and re-

garded each other questioningly. Their keen and
trained intelligences were greatly distressed at being
so utterly in the dark. For an instant, it is true, the

thought of the greaser that Ashby had brought in

rose uppermost in their minds, but only to be dis-

missed quickly when they recalled the woman's words
concerning the way that the road agent was dressed.

A moment more, however, and a strange thought
had fastened itself on one of their active minds— a
thought which, although persisting in forcing itself

upon the Sheriff's consideration, was in the end re-

jected as wholly improbable. But who was it then?
In his intensity Ranee let his cigar go out.

"Ah I" at last he cried "Johnson, by the

eternal 1"

"Johnson?" echoed Ashby, wholly at sea and
surprised at the look of corroboration in Nina's eyes.

"Yes, Johns(m," went (tn Ranee, insistently.

Why had he not seen at once that it was Johnson
who was the road agent! There could be no mis-

take I "You weren't there," he explained hur-

riedly, " when he came in and began flirting with the

Girl and—

"
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Kamernz making love to the RiVl > " i,._i. •

AAby. " Ye Gods 1"
^'

*° ^ ^"" broke in

nowr!"* V-'", \ *"'' ** "»"»» he'5 after

I^ed toT '"'f^«>
"«"'y- "Well. Ae-, not

A^d wth that Ae reached oat for the botUe on thetable «,d poired herself a small glass of whisky Md•wallowed it. When ^ turned her l^'w^re
ftghtly shut over her briUiant teeth, a thonldAought, came r«rf,ing into her brain. TT.ere wasno longer atqr compunction -she would strike nowand deep. Through her effort, alone the manwZb« captured, and she gloried in the thought.

vouI^XTm" if
'^"'"""« *" »>" "'"*«you I she said J and putting her hand in her bosomdrew out , soiled, faded photograph. "TT,erT-

that W.11 settle hi™ for good and ,111 Never again^ he boast of triJing with Nina Michelto/enT-
7"4 me. a M,cheItoreiia in whose vein, run, thebest and proudest blood of California I

"

i>.^\^*"^ """1""' *' photograph out of her

aeriff
"^^ " ''• P*""* " °^" '» *«

seelfntl
** »°'

•''™'J"L'*
" ' " """^ N-m»

'
»<> *«

ur.r?'' V'?-''
"' '"'^ ^*^«"«"" '0 !">?«»

r^ K? **.""P<>»i''ility of hi, ever being ,n^a-ng bu an epsode in her life, die addedf "^

M
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The picture was indeed an excellent one. It rep-

resented Ramerrez in the gorgeous dress of a cabal-

lero— and the outlaw was a fine specimen of that

spectacular class of men. But Ranee studied the

photograph only long enough to be sure that no mis-

take was possible. With a quick movement he put

it away in his pocket and looked long and hard at the

figure of the degraded woman standing before him
and revelling in her treachery. In that time he for-

got that anyone had ever entertained a kind thought

about her; he forgot that she once was respected as

well as admired; he was conscious only of regarding

her with a far deeper disgust and repugnance than he

held towards others much her inferior in birth and

education. But, presently, his face grew 9 shade

whiter, if that were possible, and he cursed himself

for not having thought of the danger to which the

Girl might even now be exposed. In less than a

minute, therefore, both men stood ready for the work
before them. But on the threshold just before go<

ing out into the fierce storm that had burst during

the last few minutes, he paused and called bade:
" You Mexican devil I If any harm comes to the

Girl, I'll strangle you with my own hands 1 " And
not waiting to hear the woman's mocking laughter he

passed out, followed by Ashby, into the storm.
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In the still black night and with no guide other than
the dimly-lighted lantern which she carried, the Girl

had started for home— a bit of shelter in the

middle of a great silence, a little fortress in the

wilderness, as '.t were, with its barred doors and
windows— on the top of Cloudy Mountain. To
be sure, it was not the first time that she had fol-

lowed the trail alone: Day and night, night and
day, for as long, ahnost, as she could remember, she

had been doing it; indeed, she had watched the

alders, oaks and dwarf pines, that bordered the trail,

grow year by year as she herself had grown, until

now the whispering of the mountain's night winds
spoke a language as familiar as her own; but never

beforr had she climbed up into the clean, wide, free

sweep of this unbounded horizon, the very air un-

tainted and limitless as the sky itself, with so keen
and undoymg a pleasure. But there was a new
significance attached to her home-coming to-night:

was she not to entertain there her first real visitor?

At the threshold of her cabin the Girl, her cheeks

aglow and eyes as bright, almost, as the red cape

that enveloped her lithe, girlish figure, paused, and
swinging her lantern high above her head so that its

light was reflected in the room, she endeavoured to

179
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imagine what would be the impression that a
stranger would receive coming suddenly upon these
surroundings.

And well might she have paused, for no eye ever
rested upon a more conglomerate ensemble I Yet,
withal, there was a certain attractiveness about this
log.built, low, square room, half-papered with gaudy
paper— the supply, evidently, having fallen short,— that was as unexpected as it was unusual
Upon the floor, wLich had a covering of corn

sacks, were many beautiful bear and wolf skins,
Indian rugs and Navajo blankets; while overhead—
screening some old trunks and boxes neatly piled up
high in the loft, which was reached by a ladder,
gcneraUy swung out of the way— hung a faded,'
woollen blanket; from the opposite comer there
fell an old, patchwork, silk quilt. Dainty white
curtains in all their crispness were at the windows,
and upon the walls were many rare and weird tro-
phies of the chase, not to mention die innumerable
pictures that had been taken from " Godey's Lady
Book " and other periodicals of that time. A little

book-shelf, that had been fashioned out of a box,
was filled with old and well-read books; while the
mantel that guarded the fireplace was ornamented
with various small articles, conspicuous among which
were a clock diat beat loud, automatic time widi a
brassy resonance, a china dog and cat of most gaudy
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There were two pieces of furniture in the roomhowever, which were placed with an eTe fo at^
one was a homemade rocking<hair that h.H k

kmtted tidy w.th a large, upsUnding, satin bow th!other was a homemade, pine wardrobe that halietrude y decorated by one of the boy, of thrcamo»d m which the Girl kept her dresj, and wasS
•tage on that memorable journey.

thaf^I'Zr^tt^^t'l r'
'"'""™ '^"«'

„.i
ef^test attempt at decoration had been"ad'i Pa«.t.omng off the room, a, it were, and

"
Ae Mme ^e forming a canopy .bout the b d. were

ings of which there wa, to be had a gLpse of adamtily-mad^up bed, whose pillow, wefe made conpi^ou, by the h«d.made lace that trimm dtl^^

^LiW ' '"'"^'^'"'^' »d "Pon which, indiami^ disarray, were various articles gener Uyincluded m a woman's toUet, not to mention the
"wnberless string, of coloured bead, and oA™ bt

m
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of feminine adornment. A table standing in the

centre of the room was covered with a small, white

cloth, while falling in folds from beneath this was

a faded, red cotton cover. The table was laid for

one, the charlotte "rusks" and "lemming" turn-

over— each on a separate plate— which Nick had

been commissioned to procure, earlier in the even-

ing, from the Palmetto restaurant, looming up prom-

inently In the centre; and on another plate were some

chipped beef and biscuits. A large lamp was sus-

pended from the ceiling in the centre of the room

and was quaintly, if not grotesquely, shaded; while

other lamps flanked by composition metal reflectors

concentrated light upon the Girl's bureau, the book-

shelf and mantel, leaving the remainder of the room

in variant shadow.

All in all, what with the fire that was burning

cheerily in the grate and the strong odour of steam-

ing coffee, the room had a soft glow and home-

like air that was most inviting.

In that brief moment that the Girl stood in the

doorway reviewing her possessions, a multitude of

expressions drifted across her countenance, a multi-

tude of possibilities thrilled within her bosom. But

however much she would have liked to analyse these

strange feelings, she resisted the inclination and gave

all her attention to the amusing scene that was being

enacted before her eyes.
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For some time Billy Jackrabbit had been standing
by the table looking greedily down upon the char-
lotte russes there. He was on the point of putting
his finger through the centre of one of them when
Wowkle— the Indian woman-of-all-work of the
cabin, who sat upon the floor before the fire sing-
ing a lullaby to the papoose strapped to its cradle
on her back— turning suddenly her gaze in his
direction, was just in time to prevent him.

" Charlotte rusk— Palmetto rest'rant— not
take," were her warning words.

Jackrabbit drew himself up quickly, but he was
furious at interference from a source where it was
wholly unexpected.

"Hm— m/; honest," he growled fiercely, flash-

ing her a malignant look.

" Huh? " was Wowkle's monosyllabic observation
delivered in a guttural tone.

All of a sudden, Jackrabbit's gaze was arrested by
a piece of paper which lay upon the floor and in
which had been wrapped the charlotte russes; he went
over to it quickly, picked it up, opened it and pro-
ceeded to collect on his finger the cream that had
adhered to it.

" Huhl " he growled delightedly, holding up his
finger for Wowkle's inspection. The next instant,

however, he slumped down beside her upon the floor,

where both the man and the woman sat in silence

''I J
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gazing into the fire. The man was the first to
speak.

"^j'uT..?""^^"''-
Say, p'haps me marry

you— huh? he said, coming to the point bluntly.
Wowkle 8 eyes were glued to the fire; she answered

dully:

" Me don't know."
There was a silence, and then:
" Me don't know," observed Jackrabbit thought-

fully. A moment later, however, he added : " Me
marry you— how much me get give fatha— huh ? "
Wowkle raised her narrowing eyes to his and

told him with absolute indifference:
" Huh— me don't know."
Jackrabbit's face darkened. He pondered for a

long time.

" Me don't know—" suddenly he began and then
stopped. They had been silent for some moments,
when at last he ventured: "Me give fatha four
doUa "— and here he indicated the number with his
two hands, the finger with the cream locking those
of the other hand—" and one blanket."
Wowkle's eyes dilated.

"Better keep blanket— baby cold," was her
ambiguous answer.

Whereupon Jackrabbit emitted a low growl
Presently he handed her his pipe, and whUe she
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of bead, which she wore around her neck.
'

You «.ng for get those? "he asked.

in.ta!fl'
•'"^' '*'' "P^''^ ^""y' »>^«»n«ing «hno.tinstantly m soft, nasal tones:

"My days are as um grass "—

.

Jackrabbit's face cleared.
" Huh I » he growled in rejoicement.

JT r^^ ^°^^' '^^'^^ "P ^«« to him andtogether they continued in chorusi

ft Or as um faded flo\
wintry winds

f^e pe^tsh tn um ho*r,"

"But Gar," said the man when the song was

^^et^TsTj^r
''^ ^' missionary-sing like heU

But as Wowkle n,ade no answer, once more asilence feU upon them.

7^^1\ t?'^^''"^'}^^^''^'^^''^ *^« words, andrismg quickly started for the door. At the table
however, he halted and inquired: "All rUVl^go missionary to-morrow- get marry- huh ? "

*

if'
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Wowkle hciitatcd, then rote, and finally itartcd

slowly towards him. Half-way over she stopped

and reminded him in a most apathetic manner:
" Fhaps me not stay marry to you for long."

"Huh— seven monse?" queried Jackrabbit in

the same tone.

" Six monse," came laconically from the woman.
In nowise disconcerted by her answer, the Indian

noM "vsked:

"You come soon?"

Wowkle thought a moment; then suddenly edg-

ing up close to him she promised to come to him
after the Girl had had her supper.

" Huh !
" fairly roared the Indian, his coal-black

eyes glowing as he looked at her.

It was at this juncture that the Girl, after hang-

ing up her lantern on a peg on the outer door, broke

in unexpectedly upon the strange pair of lovers.

Dumbfounded, the woman and the man stood gap-

ing at her. Wowkle was the first to regain her com-

posure, and bending over the table she turned up

the light.

"HcUo, Billy Jackrabbit I" greeted the Girl,

breezily. "Fixed it?"

" Me fix," he grunted.

" That's good I Now gitl " ordered the Girl in

the same happy tone that had characterised her greet-

ing.
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Slowly, stealthily. Jackrabbit left the cabin, the
two women though for different reawn., watching
him go until the door had closed behind him
"Now. Wowkle," said the Girl, turning to her

with a smile. " it's for two to-night."

^Huh?'"
^'^^'^^* ^'"^^"^ "** inquisitorially.

" Yep."

Wowklc's eyes narrowed to pin-points.
"Come anotha? Never before come anothi,"

was her significant comment.
" Nevef you mind." The Girl voiced the repri-

mand without the twitching of an eyelid; and then
as she hung up her cape upon the wardrobe, she
added

: Pick up the room, Wowklc I
"

The big-hipped, full-bosomed woman did not move
but stood in aU her stolidness gazing at her mistress
like one m a dream; whereupon the Girl, exasperated
beyond measure at the other's placidity, rushed over
to her and shook her so violently that she finally
awakened to the importance of her mistress' request.

He's comin' now, now; he's comin'I " the Girl
was saying, when suddenly her eyes were attracted
to a pair of stockings hanging upon the wall; quickly
she released her hold on the woman and with a hop,
skip and a jump they were down and hid away in her
bureau drawer.

"My roses -^ what did you do wkh Aem.

1^.
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Wowkle?" she asked a trifle impatiently as she
fumbled in the drawer.

" Ugh I " grunted Wowkle, and pointed to a cor-

ner of the bureau top.

" Good I " cried the Girl, delightedly, as she spied
them. The next instant she was busily engaged in

arranging them in her hair, pausing only to take a
pistol out of her pocket, which she laid on the edge
of the bureau. " No offence, Wowkle," she went
on thoughtfully, a moment later, " but I want you to
put your best foot forward when you're waitin* on
table to-night. This here company o* mine's a man
o' idees. Oh, he knows everythin'I Sort of a
dumme style."

Wowkle gave no sign of having heard her mis-
tress' words, but kept right on tidying the room.
Now she went over to the cupboard and took down
two cups, which she placed on the fireplace base.

It was while she was in the act of laying down the

last one that the Girl broke in suddenly upon her
thoughts with:

" Say, Wowkle, did BiUy Jackrabbit really pro-

pose to you?"

"Yep— get marry," spoke up Jackrabbit's

promised wife without looking up.

For some moments the Girl continued to fumble
among her possessions in the bureau drawer ; at last

she brought forth an orange-coloured satin ribbcm,



GIRL OF THE GOLDEN WEST 189

I^tl?!"'-,
'" *' '"*'" "'»"»»•• """d. withner prettiest smile, saying*

^H^M^fT «'"'"'' "'* appreciation.

,h, ,^K u 'Jf™'"«* and proceeded to windthe nbbon about the bead, around her neck.

„,7r"""^,°"" T" *° '^' ''»"»" «»«' Girl tookout a ™aU parcel done up in ti„ue paper and b

^

gan to unwrap it.

.hl'lZ
«^:"' '".P"' <»• *"". if I can git -em on,"she sa,4 d.,playmg a pair of white „ti„ .lipp,;.The next .nttant rfie had plmnped her«If down uponAe floor and wa, trying to encase her feet in a pair

Remember what fun I made o' you when you tookup w.th Bdly Jack„bbit? " »ddenly Ac aied Z^
a happy httle smile.- "What for? uz 1. WeU
P r ap, you was right PVap, if, nice to have «,me!

P r aps they am't 30 much in the saloon business fora woman after aU, and you don't know what livin'
reaUy ,, until-" She stopped abrupdy and threw
upon the floor the ,Iipp„ that refused to give toW
foot. Oh. Wowkle." d.e went on. takSg up Z
other slipper, "if, nice to have .omeone yoi can
talk to. K»„eone you am turn your heart inside out
to.
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At last she had succeeded in getting into one

slipper and, rising, tried to stand in it; but it hurt
her so frightfully that she immediately sank down
upon the floor and proceeded to pat and rub and

.

coddle her foot to ease the pain. It was while she
was thus engaged that a knock came upon her cabin
door.

"Oh, Lord, here he is!" she cried, panic
stricken, and began to drag herself hurriedly across
the rooni with the intention of concealing herself
behind the curtain at the foot of the bed; whUe
Wowkle, with unusual celerity, made for the fire-
place, where she stood with her back to the door,
gazing into the fire.

The Girl had only gotten half-way across the
room, however, when a voice assailed her ears

"Miss, Miss, kin I-" came in low, subdued
tones.

,

"What? The Sidney Duck?" she cried, turn,
ing and seeing his head poked through the window.

Beg pardon. Miss; I know men ain't lowed up
here nohow," humbly apologised that individual;
"but, but—

"

y«ed and flustered, the Girl turned upon him
a trifle irritably with:

*|Git! Git, IteUyouI''
"But Fm in grite trouble, Miss," began The

Sidney Duck, tearfully. "The boys are back--
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tZr'fri^
that road agent Ramcrrcz and now

they re uking ,t out of me. If-if you'd only
speak a word for me, Miss."
"No—" began the Girl, and stopped. The

next insunt she ordered Wowkle to shut thewindow. *

" Oh, don»t be 'ard on me, Miss," whimpered dic^man. ^
The Girl flashed him a scornful look.

^

"Now, look here, Sidney Duck, diere's one kindo man I cant stand, an» that's a cheat an» a thief,
an you're it,' said die Girl, laying great stress upon

« J"5'
Miss -," interrupted the man.

Miss nodiin'I " snapped back the Girl, tugginira^y at the slippers; in desperation once ^o^ she
ordered:

"Wowkle, dose the winder I Close the winder I"The Sidney Duck glowered at her. He had oc-
pccted her intercession on his behalf and could not
understand this new attitude of hers toward-him.

Public 'ouse jidel " he retorted furiously, and
slammed the window.

full' S^fire"

'""^'"^ ^'''^^'* resentfuUy, her eyes

Now at any other time. The Sidney Duck would
have been made to pay dearly for his words, but
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either the Girl did not hear him, or if At did shewas too engrossed to heed them; at any rate, theremark passed unnoticed.

"I got it on I" presenUy exclaimed the Girl in
great joy Nevertheless, it was not without several
mu^es and moans Aat, finally, she stood upon her
teet Say, Wowklc, how do you think he'll likeem? How do they look? They feel awful I

" she
rattled on with a pained look on her face

But whatever would have been the Indian woman's

and Aose of her mistress in particular, she was not
permitted to make it, for the Girl, now hobbling over
towards the bureau, went on to amiounce with sudden
oetermination

:

"Say, Wowkle, Vm a-goiV the whole hog I
Yes, Im a-gom' the whole hog," she repeated amoment later, as she drew forth various bits of finery
from z chest of drawers, with which she prci
ceeded to adorn herself before the mirror. Tak-mg out first a lace shawl of bold design, she drew
It over her shoulders with the grace and ease of onewho makes it an everyday aflFair rather than an
occasional undertaking; then she took from a sweet-
grass basket a vividly-embroidered handkerchief and
saturated It with cologne, impregnating die wholeroom with Its strong odour; finally she brought forth
• pair of long, white gloves and began to stretch
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^uSk^. !» l<x* like « effort. Wowkle? "

Ughl WM the M„ woman', comma,, ,t

Me«.whae d,e Girl contimied with her primping

autonawn from her waiM-Iine to her .tockininSuddenly mother knock, thi. time moreX^more m.„tent, came upon the rough board, of Ae-brndoor. which, finafly, ^„^^^^^^
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"Hello I" ,ang out Johnson, genially as he .n
tercd the Girrs cabin.

K«n«"y. " he en-

her^'anTt
*^'

^'f'
*"^*^^ '^"^ »P»"t deserted

"Hello I"

"Are you— you going out? "

in 5y?"'
"" '"•'"'^ "nb.,„„ed; rf.. «.™„.„d

'•^,ir"''~M°'''''"°^-OI'. come on inl
"

Th«A you," «ud Johnson in hi, be,t manner•nd put down hi, !„,.„ ^ a^ ^ye. tSnow with a look of admiration in hi. »eJHe«nc^e trying to embrace her, he went »? "OnGiri, I'm «> glad yo„ let n,e come. . » ^
H., glance, hi, tone, hi, famiUarity «nt the colourflyng to the Girl', chedc; d,e dared upl^^T

her blue eye, mapping with ,„„^^^^
P '^"^r'

" TTu T^ '*'*" 5"^ "*• ^*'- Johnson."

,J„ • *i ^
""* ^"^ W"""'- « that momentclosmg the door which Joh„«« had left ajar

At the «™nd of the woman', voice John«,n wheeledround qmckly. And then, to hi, great £uq,ri«, he
I9«
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wJuIe upon Wowkl*^ «k« l f ?{' *"* «y«» the

"ig uiere, went on Tohnann in *,i^i- J
looking into your WeW« 17^. "''™' "<"

to take vouin n» ^ ^ '
^'"' "" t"npt»tion

I tX!^ """J' ""^ '^ •<> great that I, weU.

Joi:S"^k^^rr;S'''::r^:*'•--M'•

G.rl, ton.^ o„ ,f 8^- The

w m a sense of having committed an indiscrehon

anyway, presendy rf,e went on, watching the tin.

tow^S;"''' '"^" "'" - -»p-'
M at that moment a log dropped, turning up it.

I ,
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glowing underside. Wheeling round with t imile,

Johnson said:

" I sec how wrong I was."

And then, seeing that the Girl made no move in
his direction, he asked, still smiling:

" May I take off my coat? "

The Girl remained silent, which silence he in-

terpreted as an assent, and went on to make himself
at home.

" Thank you," he said simply. " What a bully

little place you have here I It's awfully snugl " he
continued delightedly, as his eyes wandered about the
room. " And to think that I've found you again
when I— Oh, the luck of it I

"

He went over to her and held out his hands,
a broad, yet kindly smile lighting up his strong
features, making him appear handsomer, even,
than he really was, to the Girl taking in the
olive-coloured skin glowing with healthful pal-
lor.

"Friends? "he asked.

Nevertheless the girl did not give him her hand,
but quickly drew it away; she answered his question
with a question:

"Arc you sorry?"
" No, I'm not so ry."

To this she made no reply but quietly, disappoint-

edly returned to the fireplace, where she stood in
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contemplative .ilence, waiting for hi. next words.

But he did not .peak; he contented himself withgtrmg at the tender girIi.hneM of her, the blue-Wack ey«. and fled, that wa. .0 bright and pure

^tnt'^h::
^^
" '^ -^^^ ""^ ^' "^^"« ^-

JT\"^*"u!^'*'
*"™'^ *^'* ^'™' «"d she

saw that m hi. face which caused her eye. to drop
and her breath to come more quickly.
"That damae .tyle ju8t catche. a woman I

"
.he

ejaculated with a little tremour in her voice.
Then her mood underwent a .udden change in

marked contra.t to that of the moment before.
Look here, Mr. Johnwn," she .aid, « down at

the .aloon to-night you .aid you always got what you
wanted. O' course I've got to admire you for that.
1 reckon women always do admire men for gettin'
what they want But if huggin' me', mdudcd. jest
count It out"

Fw a breathing .pace there was a dead .ilence.
That wa. a lovely day. Girl, on the road to

Monterey, wa.n't it?" of a sudden Johnson ob-
served dreamily.

The Girl's eye. opened upon him wonderinelv
"Wa.it?" ^'

"WeU, wa.n'tlt?"

The Girl thought it was and she laughed.
" Say, take a chair and set down for a while, won't

>i

i
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you?" wu her next remark, she herself takins t
chair at the table.

"Thanki,** he said, coining ilowly towards her
while his eyes wandered about the room for a chair.

" Say, look »erel " she shot out, scrutinising him
closely; "I ben thinkin* you didn»t come to the
saloon to see me to-night. What brought you ? "

" It was Fate," he told her, leaning over the table
and looking down upon her admiringly.

She pondered his answer for a moment, then
blurted out:

"You're a bluff! It may have been Fate, but
I tho't you looked kind o' funny when Ranee asked
you if you hadn't missed the trail an' wa'n't on the
road to see Nina Micheltorena— she that lives in
the greaser settlement an' has the name o' shelterin*
thieves."

At the mention of thieves, Johnson paled fright-
fully and the knife which he had been toying with
dropped to the floor.

" Was it Fate or the back traU? " again queried
the GirL

" It was Fate,'* cahnly reiterated the man, and
looked her fairly in the eye.

The cloud disappeared from the Girl's face.

"Serve the coffee, Wowklel" she called zhnott
instantly. And then it was that she saw that no chair
had been placed at the table for hun. She spraiy
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•"her feet, otcWmiagi "Oh, Urdy. you .»•»«ot no chair yet to—"

«n"«'!Ii!'*
Plj*^ ««fol." quickly wwned John.

hT;:„%""*" *•"^ -^ *« ««'"« -P- -«>ich

Batf.„w.,notoneoftheGirl',«„otion.. At*e d..pl.y of ffm. th.t met her gaze Ac merely•hrngged Md inquired placidly;

"« '""•'y

"Oh, how many gunt do you carry? "
Not unnaturaUy Ac waited for hi. an«r.r before^«mg m .peat of a chair for him; but i».«id

JoIm.on,u.etIy went over to the chair near the doorwhere h.. coat lay. hung it up on the peg with hi.hat. «,d returnmg now with a chair, he an,wered:

^ Oh, Kveral when travdling through the coun.

^^r^l ,

*° '*r "• '^"'- B« "h' *<» »otr^m to her place at the uble; i„,t.,d. ,bc took the
barrel rocker near the fireplace and beg«, to rock
nervou.ly to and fra In .ilence Jah««.„ „t »^.
"^'21"::' ''" *^'"'^ "^ *""8''- " '•» were
It must be ttr«,ge living ,n ,lo„e way up he«m the mount,™." he r«„.rked. breaking'^tf.e ,peU

of.Uence. "Isn't it lonely?"
'

"Lonely? Mountain, lonely?" The Girl',
laugh rang out dearly. "Bcide,." Ac w«,t on,her eye. fairly dancing with excitement. "

I got a

' J f

t—

T
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*iin.little pinto tn* I'm til over the country on
Finest little hone you ever mw! If I want to I

c«n ride right down into the tununer at the foothtllt

with miles o' Injun pinks jest a-laffin' an* tiger lilies

as mad as blazes. There's a river there, too— the

Injuns call it a water-road— an' I can git on that an'

drift an' drift an' smell the wild syringa on the banks.

An if I git tired o' that I can turn my horse up-grade

an' gallop right into the winter an' the lonely pines

an' firs a-whisperin' an' a-sighin.* Lonely? Moun-
tains lonely, d'd you say? Oh, my mountains, my
b«..utiful peaks, my Sierras I God's in the air here,

sure! You can see Him layin* peaceful hands on
the mountain tops. He seems so near you want to

let your soul go right on up."

Johnson was touched at the depth of meaning tn

her words; he nodded his head in appreciation.

" I see, when you die you won't have far to go,"

he quietly observed.

Minutes passed before either spoke. Then all at

once the Girl rose and took the chair facing his, the

table between them as at first.

" Wowkle, serve the coffee I " again she called.

Immediately, Wowkle emerged from the cup-

board, took the coffee-pot from the fire and filled the

cups that had been kept warm on the fireplace base,

and after placing a cup beside each plate she squatted

down before the fire in watchful siledee.
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"But when it*i yery cold up here, cold, tnd it

•nowi?" queried Johnson, hit admiration for the
plucky, quaint little figure before him growing by
leapt and bounds.

" Oh, the boyi come up an* digs me out o* my front
door like—.like—" She paused, her sunny laugh
rippling out at the recollection of it all, and John-
son noted the two delightful dimples in her rounded
cheeks. Indeed, she had never appeared prettier to
him than when dispkying I r two rows of perfect,

dazzling teeth, which was the case every time that
she laughed.

"—like a little rabbit, eh?»» he supplemented,
joining in the laugh.

She nodded eagerly.

" I get digged out near every day when the mine's
shet down an* Academy opens,** went on the Girl in

the same happy strain, her big blue eyes dancing
with merriment

Johnson looked at her wopderingly; he questioned.

"Academy? Here? Why, who teaches in your
Academy?**

"Me— I'm her— Fm teacher,*' she told him
with not a little show of pride.

With difficulty JoHnson suppressed a smile; never-

theless he observed soberly:

" Oh, so you're the teacher? **

" Yep— I kam m'sclf an' the boys at the same

I
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time," she hastened to explain, and dropped a heap-
ing teaspoon of coarse brown sugar into his cup.
" But o' course Academy's suspended when ther's a
blizzard on 'cause no girl could git down the moun-
tain then."

" Is it so very severe here when there's a blizzard
on?" Johnson was saying, when there came to his
cars a strange sound— the sound of the wind rising
in the canyon below.

The Girl looked at him in blank astonishment—
a look that might easily have been interpreted as
saying, " Where do you hail from ? " She answered

:

"Is it . . .? Oh, Lordy, they come in a
minute I All of a sudden you don't know where
you are— it's awful I"

"Not many women—'* digressed the man,
glancing apprehensively towards the door, but she
cut him short swiftly with the ejaculation:

Boshl " And picking up a plate she raised ie

high in the air the better to show off its contents.

"Charlotte rusks an' lemming turnover I" she an-
nounced, searching his face for some sign of joy, her
own face lighting up perceptibly.

" Well, this is a treat I " cried out Johnson between
sips of coffee.

"Have one?"

"You bet I" he returned with unmistakable
pleasure in his voice.
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He thanked her she beamed with happinew.
1^ me send you some little souvenir of to-nieht "

when the hght fell upon it-" something tl«t you'd

Academy. He paused to search his mind for some-

^IV"^ M *° """"" *° •"" « '"Sth he quel.cn^ed=_"Now. what have y„„ Uen realg

The Girl's face broke into smile, a, she answered:
Oh, ,t s an awful fumjy book about a kepple.He was a classic an' his name was Dent

"

Johnson knitted his brows and thought a moment.He was a classic, you say, and his name was—
»hv'^f

"".O'-D^nte," he declared, with diffi-cu ty cOTtroUing the laughter that weU-nigh con-v^sedhim. "And you found Dante f„n^y.drd

"Fumiy? I roaredl" acknowledged the Girlwith a frankness that was so genuine that Johnsoncould not help but admire her aU the more. " Yo"
see, he Wed a lady-" resumed the Girl, toying
idly with her spoon.

*

;„."* "'"''"'".'T''"'"'*'' J""""""' Prenounc-m the name with the Italian accent which, by theway, was not lost on the Girl.



I I

ao4 GIRL OF tHE GOLDEN WEST
" How? " she asked quickly, with eyes wide open.
Johnson ignored the question. Anxious to hear

her interpretation of the story, he requested her to
continue.

" He loved a lady—" began the Girl, and broke
off short. And going over to the book-shelf she
took down a volume and began to finger the leaves
absently. Presently she came back, and fixing her
eyes upon him, she went on : " It made me think of
it, what you said down to the saloon to-night about
livin' so you didn't care what come after. Well, he
made up his min', this Dent— Dantes— that one
hour o' happiness with her was worth the whole
da—" She checked the word on her tongue, and
concluded; " outfit that come after. He was willin'

to sell out his chances for sixty minutes with 'er.

Well, I jest put the book down an' hollered." And
once more she broke into a hearty laugh.

" Of course you did," agreed Johnson, joining in

the laugh. "All the same," he presently added,
" you knew he was right."

"I didn't I" she contradicted with spirit, and
slowly went back to the book-shelf with the book.

" You did."

" Didn't 1

"

" You did."

" Didn't 1 Didn't!"

"I don't—"
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tabic.
^*^ *^^ ^^ seated at the

*Do you mean to sav » T«i.
further, for the Girl Z.u Jo^"'" got no

fool over you I
• Ai„v ;. t ^ ° ' " <»—<lara

And then, bTfL V^k
""'' *° ^*'' '*« *«? "

to think of it, don't 1°?'. P '"'' ''"" "»««"?»

love this conversation with voul 1

1

f'
^"^

«"k' Yo»gi„™eid^,r' I'»«">i>e«ryo«

John««'. heart was too MI for utterance, he
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could only think of his own happiness. The next
instant the Girl called to Wowkle to bring the candle
while she, stiU eager and animated, her eyes bright,
her lips curving in a smile, took up a cigar and
handed it to him, saying:

" One o' your real HavanasI "

" But I "—. began Johnson, protestingly.
Nevertheless the Girl lit a match for him from

the candle which Wowkle held up to her, and, while
the latter returned the candle to the mantel, Johnson
lighted his cigar from the burning match between
her nngers.

" Oh, Girl, how Pd love to know you! " he sud-
denly cried with the fire of love in his eyes.

" But you do know me," was her answer, as she
watched the smoke from his cigar curl upwards to-
ward the ceiling.

" Not well enough," he sighed.

For a brief second only she was silent. Whether
she read his thoughts it would be difficult to say;
but there came a moment soon when she could not
mistake t'. ,m.

* What's your drift, anyway?" she asked, look-
ing hun full in the face.

"To know you as Dante knew the lady—* One
hour for me, one hour worth the worid,' "

h'e told her,
all the while watching and loving her beauty.



GIRL OF THE GOLDEN WEST 207
At the thought she trembled a little thm.^ .1.

"T"*'',
-'A characteristic bluntn^/ '"'* "'"

He didn't git it, Mr. Johmon."

(or ••TJ^^IT ^"^ '" "»"" "« '""Jd dieL """^ Johnson, dreamily.

Jonwrd, rte mquired somewhat sneeringly:
Mr. Johnson, how many times have you died? "

swermg. W.th wide, truthful eyes he said:

A..
'' ™ "" "*<' *" Monterey I said just

.tl:*
"**"« ''" '•"'' " '""• And. Lang "

„.ay, die was not angry, „ot ^.willing, but sweetlv

kisses that A^l"'?"'
""' """ *'* »° »"* o'

7^^« V"^' r*"' * «"»"> «« from theS ' "*• "" *^' ®" »'*" » "«•»«>'•» re.

" Doesn't that depend on whether they We her

man m all trjthfubiess.

"No, but they all have die same aim- to git 'er

4 h^r 'han'I

""'"'''' *^*°''''«»''^-'^^-

Silence filled the room.
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iJlt*' I Tr l°"
''"''' """^ "•>»* l°v« ii." «t

J™ r* ?*'^«',"«<' «° "y.
'
If» . tickling ,«,.

Jr' ?»i ^'t"""'"
''""'''

" '«"«hed the m.„, ri,-
»g. Md nwkmg „ .ttempt to embrace her. But

W.7 5 ,""! " ^ '•"PP"' "><• "~>d "^th a be.wJdered look upon hi, face: a fierce gale wa, aweep-
«g the mountain It filtered in through the crericUof the waUs and doors; the lights fiickered; the cur-^ns swayed: and the cabin itself rocked ^.certainly
until It seemed as if it would be uprooted. It w«M over m a minute. In fact, the wind had died

^T^W"IV """''»"«°«"'y »ith the Girl's loud cryof Wowkle, hist the winder!"
It is not to be wondered at. however, that John-•on looked apprehensively about him widi every

fresh mipulse of the gale. The Girl's description
of the storms on the mountain was fresh in his mind,
and there was aUo good and suflident reasonwhy he should not be caught in a blizzard on the
top of Cloudy Mounuini Nevertheless, as before,
the cabi look which he saw on the Girl's face re-
assured him. Advancing once more towards her,
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he stretched out his arms as if to gather her in
them.

"Look out. you'll muss my roses I" she cried,
waving him back and dodging Wowkle who, Uv-mg cleared the table, was now making her last trip
to the cupboard.

"Well, hadn't you better take them off then?"
suggested Johnson, still following her up.

" Give a man an inch an' he'll be at Sank Hosey
before you know it I" she flung at him over her
shoulder, and made straightway for the bureau.

But although Johnson desisted, he kept his eyes
upon her as she took the roses from her hair, 1( -.

mg none of the picture that she made with the light
beating and playing upon her glimmering eyes, her
rosy cheeks and her parted lips.

"Is there— is there anyone else?" he inquired
faltenngly, half-fearful lest there was.
"A man always says, 'who was the first one?'

but the girl says, 'who'll be the next one?'" she
returned, as she carefully laid the roses in her bureau
drawer.

" But the time comes when there never will be
a next one."

"No?"
" No."

" I'd hate to stake my pile on that," observed the
Girl, drily. She blew up each glove as it came off
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and likewise carefully laid them away in the bureau
drawer.

By this time Wowkle's soft tread had ceased, her
duties for the night were over, and she stood at
the table waiting to be dismissed.

"Wowkle, git to your wigwam I" suddenly or-
dered her mistress, watching her until she disap-
peared into the cupboard; but she did not see the
Indian woman's lips draw back in a half-grin as she
closed the door behind her.

"Oh, you're sending her away! Must I go,
too?" asked Johnson, dismally.

" No— not jest yet; you can stay a— a hour or
two longer," the Girl informed him widi a smile; and
turning once more to the bureau she busied herself
there for a few minutes longer.

Johnson's joy knew no bounds; he burst out de-
lightedly:

" Why, I'm like Dante I I want the world in that
hour, because, you see, I'm afraid the door of this
little paradise might be shut o me after Let's
say this is my one hour— the hour that gave me—
that kiss I want."

" Go long I You go to grass I
" returned the Girl

with a nervous little laugh.

Johnson made one more effort and won out; that
if, he succeeded, at last, in getting her in his grasp.



GIRL OF THE GOLDEN WEST an

flakw into the room, fairly taking her breath awayBut her words fell on deaf ears For «Kr • ^*

P.«- ofW continued to concentrate AeirSJ
b^t. th r, ?" ."' "«"« '^'*'» «k«ir own

C. '
*' "" "«'<' "•" •» " o,Jy he knew

"Why, if I let you take one you'd take two " H,

.w^:'i'ite«i."rj~''^''-"--

m„^^le!f^~^7
"">'" "» *< Indian woman's

muffled ejaculation a. d,. peered out into the nightBut .he had promised her lover to come to himX„jupper was oyer, and she would not break faith withbm even if it were at the peril of her life. The

4<

fe.T»
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next moment the went out, ai did the red light in the
Uirlt lantern hanging on a peg of the outer door.

Oh. p,ea«e, pleate," Mid the Girl, half-pro-
tettingly, half-willingly.

^

But the man waa no longer to be denied ; he kept
onurgiT': * *«fs

" One kiM, only one."

Here was an appeal which could no longer be
resLted, and though half-frightened by the tone of
hi. voice and the look in hi. eye, the Girl let herwlf

., ,
*^ T^ ^' *""• • •**« wunnured:

A T*^**'*
"° "**' ' ^"^ *^°^ ^y ^»nd« to you."

And w It was that, unconscioun of the great havoc
that wa. being wrought by the .torm, unconwiou.
of the danger that momentarily threatened their Uve^
they remained locked in each other', arm.. The
Oirl made no attempt to .ilence him now or widi-
draw her hand, from hi.. Why diould .he? Had
he not come to Cloudy Mountain to woo her?
Wa. she not awaiting hi. coming? To her it
•eemcd but natural that the convention, rfiould be
a. nothing in the face of love. Hi. voice, low and
musical, charged with passion, thrilled through her.

I love you," said the man, with a note of
possession that frightened her while it filled her with
strange, sweet joy. For months she had dreamed of i

him and loved him ; no wonder that she looked upon

ll
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Wm M her hero and yielded henelf entirely to her

She lifted her eyes and he law the love in then.
She freed her handi from hi. graap, and then gave
them back to him in a little gesture of surrender.

Yes, youVe mine, an' I'm yours," she said widi
tremblmg lips.

" I have lived but for this from the moment that
1 first saw you," he told her, softly.

"Me, too— secin' that I've prayed for' it day
an night," she acknowledged, her eyes seeking his.

Our destmies have brought us together; what-
ever happens now I am content," he said, pressing
his hp. once more to hers. A little while later he
added

:
" My darkest hour wiU be lightened by the

memory of you, to-night"



XII

The clock, itriking the hour of two, filled in i luU
that might otherwiie have seemed to require con-
vcrsation. For some minutes, Johnson, raised to a
higher level of exaltation, even, than was the Girl,
had been secretly rejoicing in the Fate that had
brought them together.

" It's wonderful that I should have found her at
last and won her love," he soliloquised. " We must
be Fortune's children— she and I."

The minutes ticked away and stiU they were silent.
Then, of a sudden, with infinite tenderness in his
voice, Johnson asked:

*' What is your name, Girl— your real name?"
" Min— Minnie; my father's name was Smith,"

•he told him, her eyes cast down under delicately
tremulous lids.

" Oh, Minnie Sm—'»

" But 'twa'n't his right name," quickly corrected
the Girl, and unconsciously both rose to their feet.
" His right name was Falconer."

" Minnie Falconer— well, that is a pretty name,"
commented Johnson; and raising her hand to his
Jips he pressed them against it.

" I ain't sure that's what he said it was— I ain't
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•lire o' «nythin» only jeit you." the Mid coyly, bury,
ing her Uct in hit neck.

^
" You may weU be lure of me since IVe loved—»»

Johnwn't sentence wu cut short, a wave of remorse
sweeping oyer him. " Turn your head away, Girl,
«nd don t listen to me," he went on. gently putting
her away from him. " Fm not worthy of youDon t hsten but just say no. no. no, no."
The Girl, puzzled, wu even more so when John-

son began to pace the floor.

" Oh, I know— I ain't good enough for you! "
•he cried with a little tremour in her voice. " But
111 try hard, b.^d

. . . If you see anythiV
better m me, why don't you bring it out, 'cause I've
loved you ever since I saw you first, 'cause I knowed
that you— that you were the right man."

" The right man," repeated Johnson, dismally, for
his consaence was beginning to smite him hard.

"Don't laugh I"
" I'm not laughing," as indeed he was not.
• O' course every girl kind o' looks ahead," weat

on the Girl in explanation.
** Yes, I suppose," he observed seriously.
"An' figgers about bcin'— well. Oh, you know— about bcin' settled. An' when the right man

wmcs, why, she knows 'im, you bet! Jest as we
both knowed each other standin' on the road to
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Monterey. I said that day, he's good, he's gran' an'
ne can have me."

;'
I could have you," murmured Johnson, medi-

tatively.

The Girl nodded eagerly.

There was a long silence in which Johnson was
trymg to make up his mind to tear himself away
trom her,— the one woman whom he loved in the
world,- for it had been slowly borne in upon him
that he was not a fit mate for this pure young girlWor was his unhappiness lessened when he recalledhow she had struggled against yielding to him. At
last difficult though it was, he took his courage in
both hands, and said:

" Girl, I have looked into your heart and my own
and now I realise what this means for us both—
for you. Girl -and knowing that, it seems hard
to say good-bye as I should, must and will.
At those clear words spoken by lips which failed

so utterly to hide his misery, the Girl's face turned
pale.

" What do you mean ? " she asked.
Johnson coloured, hesitated, and finally with a

swift glance at the clock, he briefly explained:
I mean it's hard to go and leave you here.

The dock reminded me that long before this I
should have been on my way. I shouldn't have
come up here at aU. God bless you, dear,"
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Md here their ^e, a„ne together and seemed un-'

2T-
" ^'*"^'' ^'" '<»'' »•« hMtened to in-

" But it ain't for long you're goin' ? "
For long I Then she had not undentood that

Tmt to? '"•"'"''««' over the situati™, there«me to h.m w,th great suddenness the thought

stln "?'
"^'^ ""• ^'^' "«• i»'"d'<i that fhe

most a, mddenly; and seized with a desire to hold on

to i^tr "^u' T'"* ^"'^"'^ " if to takeh«r m h,s arms, but before he reached her, hestopped short '

Jl?"!? ^T"* " ""* ^"^ "*'" I" """tteredunder h,s breath
; and then aloud he added : • No

Tn ;„H ^l t ?" " ™'''^'"'y " >•« had be-gun^ an^takmg her face in his h«,ds he kissed h„

Now, acoastomed as was the Girl to the strangecommgs and going, of the men at the c«„p, it dM

ZaTT^ '° '^'^°" ^^ ^'^^ when hetold her that he iaould have be«, away before nowMoreom, she trusted and loved him' And soT;was without the slightest feeling of misgiving that
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she watched her lover quickly take down his coa,
and hat from the peg on the waU and start for th<
door. On the other hand, it must have required
not a httle courage on the man's part to have torn
himself away from this lovely, if unconventional,
creature, just as he was begimiing to love truly and
appreciate her. But, then, Johnson was a man of
no mean determination I

Not daring to trust himself to words, Johnson
paused to look back over his shoulder at the Girl
before plunging forth into the night. But on open-
ing the door aU the multitudinous wild noises of the
forests reached his ears : Sounds of whispering and
rocking storm-tossed pines, sounds of the wind mak-
ing the rounds of the deep canyon below them,
sounds that would have made the blood run cold of
a man more daring, even, than himself. Like one
pctnfied he stood blinded, ahnost, by the great drifts
of snow that were being driven into the room,
while the cabin rocked and shook and the roof
cracked and snapped, the lights flickered, smoked,
or sent their tongues of fire upward towards the ceil-
mg, the curtains swayed like pendants in the air,
and while baskets, boxes, and other smaU furnish-
in^ of the cabin were blown in every direction.

But It was the Girl's quick presence of mind that
saved them from being buried, literally, under the
snow. In an instant she had rushed past him and
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dl«ed both the outer and im,.r door, of the cabin-then, going over to the window she tri,^ fTi i*

A~„gh the h«.vity frosted pal^f „r*etSo^^Ae sleet and snow, striking the window lik &f
tUtalr"'* '"'""-« »-'<>-

" Why, it', the first time I knew that it
_" Shecu her sentence short and ended with: ••Ti«?.

thewaywegititupherel
Loofc, Lookl"

"hereupon, Johnson went over tn tk. -• j
and put his face close to hers ^tl^; ,^t d ;:^-a great sea of white snow met his gazel

'^ "'
This means—" he said, turning away from thewmdow and meeting her glance -"surety it"" „-

mean that I can't leave Cloudy to-night '"
'

niJ" «?^?
'"'" "".''.*'' "* *« """"t*™ to.nignt, calmly answered the Girl

•'Good l.,rd|"feU from the man's lips,
rou can't leave this room to-night " we„f „»

t'^^L'T''/- "Why.youcol\fiX™

You^dont know the trail anyway unless you^ca.

"Itot I can't stay here?" inaedulouriy.
Why not? Why, that's ,11 right I Tiebo^-a come up an' dig „. out to-morrow or ^y

^" I!r^P'"*y°'''~'»"'yo"«nh,vemy"CO. And with no more ado than that, the Girf

If,
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went over to the bed to remove the covers and make

it ready for his occupancy.

" I wouldn't think of taking that," protested the

man, stoutly, while his face clouded over.

The Girl felt a thrill at the note of regard in his

voice and hast :ned to explain

:

"I never :nc it cold nights; I always roll up in

my rug in front of the fire." All of a sudden she

broke out into a merry little laugh. " Jest think of

it stormin' all this time an' we didn't know it I

"

But Johnson wac not in a laughing mood. In^

deed, he looked very grave and serious when pres-

ently he said

:

" But people coming up here and finding me
might—"
The Girl looked up at him in blank amazement.

"Might what?" And then, while she waited

for his answer, two shots in close succession rang

out in the night with great distinctness.

There was no mistaking the nearness of the

sound. Instantly scenting trouble and alert at the

possibility of danger, Johnson inquired:

" What's that? What's that? "

"Wait I Wait! " came back from the Girl, un-

consciously in the same tone, while she strained her

ears for other sounds. She did not have long to

wait, however, before other shots followed, the last
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ones coming from further away, so it «i.««.^ a
at greater intervals.

^ '**"'**' *"*^

ovl?S;'''»
^°' ' '°"^ agent-it's the posse-praps theyVe got Ramerrez or one o' »,;. k ^Tn

•uddenly declared the Girl at th.? •
"""^^

vast stretch of snow met her m7i. t„.-.-
jro^^th. window .he now cir^Jrc:^

Again a shot was fired
*

tt« Oirl almost sunultaneously with the reportJohnson winced
'^

"Poor devU I" he muttered "B.,» «*
« you say, he's only a thieP-

"^ """*•

eff^ 7^ T ^'^ '^^ ®^' ""«•"» words to the.ff«t that she was glad he had be«, caught

aferT shoe's r '"^f "i'
J""^-' '^™8htf„IIy.

I
je^sentr

' r" " «'««™»«"r and in sho^

Cstlo ?• "'",'.""
'

^'™ ''«» *'*'"« that
1 must go- tearmyself away. I have very importantbu-nes. at dawn- imperative business

'^?"'
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The Girl, who now stood by the table folding up

the white cloth cover, watched him out of the corner
of her eye, take down his coat from the peg on the
wall.

"Ever sample one o' our mountain blizzards?"
she asked as he slipped on his coat. " In five min-
utes you wouldn't know where you was. Your im-
portant business would land you at the bottom of
a canyon 'bout twenty feet from here."

Johnson cleared his tnroat as if to speak but said
nothing; whereupon the Girl continued:

" You say you believe in Fate. WeU, Fate has
caught up with you— you got to stay here."
Johnson was strangely silent. He was wonder-

mg how his coming there to-night had reaUy come
about. But he could find no solution to the prob-
lem unless it was in response to that perverse instinct
which prompts us aU at times to do the very thing
which in our hearts we know to be wrong. The
Girl, meanwhile, after a final creasing of the neatly-
folded cover, started for the cupboard, stopping '

on the way to pick up various articles which the wind
had strewn about the room. Flinging them quickly
into the cupboard she now went over to the window
and once more attempted to peer out into the night
But as before, it was of no avail. With a shrug she
straightened the curtains at the windows and started
for the door. Her action seemed to quicken his de-
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dsion. for presently, with a gesture of resignation,
he rfirew down his hat and coat on the table and said
as if speaking to himself:

maZhV- "/^^^-^y Fate that has always
made the thing I shouldn't do so easy." And then
turning to the Girl, he added: «« Come, Girl, a^you say, ,f I can't go, I can't. But I know as I stand
here that I'll never give you up."
The Girl looked puzzled.
" Why, what do you mean? "

" I mean," began Johnson, pacing the Hoor slowly.Now he stopped by a chair and pointed as though
to the falling snow. « Suppose we say that's anomen -that the old trail is blotted out and there
IS a fresh road. Would you take it with me a stran-
ger, who says

: From this day I mean to be all you'd
have me. Would you take it with me far away
irom here and forever? '*

It did not take the Girl long to frame an answer.

«w ,1

^'°"' ^'"^ '^^ '^^^ ^^ g'^at feeling:
Well, show me the girl that would want to go

to Heaven alone I I'll sell out the saloon- I'll L
anywhere with you, you bet I"

'

Johnson bent low over her hand and kissed it.
ihe Cirl s straightforward answer had filled his heart
to overflowing with joy.

" You know what that means, don't toh? " a jb#.
ment later he asked.

ii

ii

i-.i*
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Sudden joy leapt to her blue eyes.
"Oh, yes,'» the told him with a world of under-

standing m her voice. There was a silence; then
she went on reminiscently : " There»s a little Span-
ish Mission church— I pass it 'most every day. I
can look in an' see the light burnin' before the Virgin
an sec the saints standin' round with glassy eyes an'
faded satin slippers. An' I often tho't what they'd
think if I was to walk right in to be made— well
some man's wife. It makes your blood like pin'
points thmkm' about it. There's somethin' kind o'
noly about love, ain't they? "

Johnson nodded. He had never regarded love
in that hght before, much less known it. For many
moments he stood motionless, a new problem of
right and wrong throbbing in his bosom.
At last, it being settled that Johnson was to pass

the mght m the Girl's cabin, she went over to the bed
and, once more, began to make it ready for his occu-
pancy. Meanwhile, Johnson, seated in the barrel
rocker before the fire, watched her with a new inter-
est. The Girl had not gone very far with her duties,
however, when she suddenly came over to him,
plumping herself down on the floor at his feet.

" Say, did you ever ask any other woman to marry

^°ulr '»' "'^'"^ ** '^' ^'^""^ ^^' ^^^ i" his arms.
No, was the man's truthful answer.

" Oh, how glad I am I Take me— ah, take me
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i*^°"X?" ""^"^ " ^°n« w it is with youl " cried
the Girl in an ecstasy of delight.

" So help mc, God, I'm going to |
"

promised Johnson, his voice strained, 'tense.
rou re worth something better than me. Girl," he

added, a moment later, " but they say love works
miracles every hour, that it weakens the strong and
strengthens the weak. With all my soul I love you,
with all my soul I -" The man let his voice die
out, leaving his sentence unfinished. Suddenly he
caUed; "Why, Min-Minniel"

" I wasn't really asleep," spoke up the Girl, blink-

"Ifu'T}^'
" ^'"^ J"^ «° ^Wy an' let down, that's

ail. The next moment, however, she was forced
to acknowledge that she was awfully sleepy and
would have to say good-night.

" All right," said Johnson, rising, and kissed her
good-night

"That's your bed over there," she told him, point-
ing m the direction of the curtains.

" But hadn't you better take the bed and let me
sleep over here?"

"Not muchl"
" You're sure you would be more comfortable by

the fire— sure, now ? "

"Yes, you bet I"
And so it was that Johnson decided to pass the

mght in the Girl's canopied bed while she herself,

luM

i

§
-i
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m m
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«U.d«p in , bUricw ,«g before the fire, dept o.

•nl^* *""*.* "^ '"^ '^••" '"»«*«d the Girl..pr«dmg out Ae rug .moothly; .„d ,he„, reaching
»p for the old patchwork. ,ilk quilt d,.t hungtZthe loft, rf,e added: "There", one thing-Cdon t have to make it up in the mominV

You re vkndid. Girl I" laughed Tohnwrn

^otfh'"
': "' '"' "^''"^ closet herself TZ

forr •f^ '°^""'«' • ''" ™"«" '"« dressedfor the night. Over her white cambric gowr. rtA
.» coarse lace trimming lowing at the Lat. ,h.wore a red woollen blanket robe held in at the taU^a heavy, ^^^ „j ^^^ ^^^^^ ^^ ^^

'^"^

^ . glunpse of her as she crossed the room. mad.W pr.tt.er. even, than she had ,e«ned at anyZ!

order. AU the hghts. save the quaintly.,had.d lamp

^t
1'°'^'"' '"" *^' '"'"'• '"' «tinguid.ed'

^ZT^' "'""' u-Succ^sful attempt,, wa,turned down ,o a, to give the right minimum of lightwh,ch would not interfere with her lover's sljThra A. w«t over to the door to make sure that it

and moaned, but m„de the cabin it had never seemedm<we cosey and secure and peaceful to her.
Wow you can talk to m. from your bunk an'
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ra talk to yo» from mm.." d.. „id ;„ , ^.^^ ^^^

a.fcTJ'" • '"^*°" y"" 'l^* ""•« fromthe Girl there wu m ominoui quiet hanging o«r dwPl.ce tiat chiUed the man. Sudden «,L,I^td^m. and he found it impo..iM. to make anj pTo^r«» with h., preparations for the night. He wa,about to malce some remark, however' whe^to h !well^ttuned ear. there came the sound of app",d^^

" What's that? " he whispered,

witllt'tli! 7Z "'*"'" "" °''' '"^""""l «"

treatS^h t°". T'
°'''''" *« """""«<' ""d re-

lated back of the curtains. It was only an instant
before he was back again with: "Why, C't
ri^Hptr """'^''' **' ^"'"« """«•"

" That's only the wind," she said, adding as diedrew W robe tightly about her: '"Gettin' cot

But, notwithst«,ding her assurances, Johnson didnot feel secure, and it wa, wid, many misgivings

oeliind the curtains.

" Good-nightl " he said uneasily.

m

i
I

I
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" Good-night I " unconidouily returned the Girl in

the same tone.

Taking off her slippers the Girl now put on a pair
of moccasins and quietly went over to her bed, where
she knelt down and made a silent prayer.

•• Good-nightl " presently came from a little voice
in the rug.

" Good-nightl " answered the man now settled in
the centre of the much-befrilled bed.

There was a silence; then the little voice in the rug
called out:

" Say, what's your name? "

" Dick," whispered the man behind the curtains.
"So long, Dickl" drowsily.

"So long. Girl I "dreamily.

There was a brief silence; then, of a sudden, the
Girl bolted upright in bed, and asked:

" Say, Dick, are you sure you don't know that
Nina Micheltorciia ?

"

" Sure," prevaricated the man, not without some
compunction.

Whereupon the Girl feU back on her pillows and
'called out contentedly a final " Good-nightl "

'^s^
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Them wm no mistiking then— no need to con-
trtit her feeing of anxiety of a few moments ago
leit some other woman had preceded her in his af-
fections, with her indifference on former occasions
when her admirers had proved faithless, to make the
Girl reahse that she was experiencing love and was
dominated by a passion for this man.
So that, with no reason whatever in her mind to

question the sincerity of Johnson's love for her, it
would seem as if nothing were wanting to make the
Girl perfectly happy; that there could be no room
in her heart for any feeling other than elation,^d yet, curiously enough, the Girl could not doze
off to sleep. Some mysterious force— a vague
foreboding of something about to happen— im-
peUed her to open her eyes again and again.

It was an odd and wholly new sensation, this con-
juring up of distressing spectres, for no girl was
given less to that sort of thing; all the same, it was
with difficulty that she checked an impulse to cry out
to her lover— whom she believed to bfc asleep—
and make him dissipate, by renewed assurances, the
mysterious barrier which she felt was hemming her in.
As for Johnson, the moment that his head had

touched the pillows, he fell to thinking of the awk-
aa9
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ward situation in which he was placed, the many
comphcattons in which his heart had involved him
and, finally, he found himself wondering whether
the woman whom he loved so dearly was also lying
sleepless m her rug on the floor.

And so it was not surprising that he should spring
«p the moment that he heard cries from outside.

Who's that knockin', I wonder?"
Although her voice showed no signs of distress

•r amioyance, the question coming from her in
« cahn tone, the Girl was upon her feet abiost be-
fore she knew it. In a trice she removed all evi-
dences that she had been lying upon the floor, fling-mg the pillows and silk coverlet to the wardrobe
top.

In that same moment Johnson was standing in
the parting of the curtains, his hand raised warn-
mgly. In another moment he was over to the door
where, after taking his pistols from his overcoat
pockets, he stood in a cool, determined attitude, fin-
gering his weapons.

"But some one's ben callin'," the Girl was saying,
at the very moment when above the loud roaring of
Acwind another knock was heard on the cabin door.Who can It be?" she asked as if to herself, and
cahnly went over to the table, where she took up the
candle and lit it.

Springing to her side, Johnson whispered tensely:
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" Don't answer— you can't let anyone in— they
wouldn't understand."

The Girl eyed him quizzically.

" Understand what? " And before he had time
to explam, much less to check her, she was standing
at the window, candle in hand, peering out into the
night.

" Why, it's the posse I
" she cried, wheeling round

suddenly. "How did they ever risk it in this
storm?"

At these words a crushed expression appeared on
Johnson's countenance; an uncanny sense of insecurity
seized him. Once more die loud, insistent pound-
mg was repeated, and as before, the outlaw, his hands
on his guns, commanded her not to answer.

" But what on eardi do the boys want? " inquired
the Girl, seemingly oblivious to what he was saying.
Indeed, so much so that as the voice of Nick rose
high above the other sounds of the night, calling,
" Min-Minnie-Girl, let us in I

" she hurriedly brushed
I)ast him and yelled through the door:
"What do you want?"
Again Johnson's hand went up imperatively.
" Don't let him come in 1 " he whispered.
But even then she heard not his warning, but si-

lently, tremulously listened to Sonora, who shouted
through the door: "Say, Girl, you all right?"
And not until her answering voice had called back

1^:
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her assurance that she was safe did she turn to the'
man at her side and whisper in a voice that showed
plainly her agitation and fear:

"Jack Ranee is there I If he was to see you here
-- he s that jealous I'd be afraid~" She checked
her words and quickly put her ear close to the door,
the voices outside havmg become louder and more dis-
tmct. Presently she spun round on her heel and an-
nounced excitedly: "Ashby's there, tool" And
again she put her ear to the door.
"Ashbyl" The exclamation feU from Johnson's

hps before he was aware of it. It was impossible to
deceive himself any longer-^ the posse had tracked
niml

" We want to come in, Girl I
'» suddenly rang out

from the well-known voice of Nick.
" But you can't come inl " shouted back the Girl

above the noise of the storm; then, taking advantage
of a particularly loud howl of the blast, she turned to
Johnson and inquired: " What wiUI say? What
reason Willi give?"

Serious as was Johnson's predicament, he could
not suppress a smile. In a surprisedly cahn voice he
told her to say that she had gone to bed.
The Girl's eyes flooded with admiration.
" Why. o' course— that's it," she said, and turned

back to the door and called through it: «
I've eone

tobcd,NickI I'minbednowl"
^



GIRL OF THE GOLDEN WEST 233

The barkeeper's answer was lost in another loud
howl of the blast. Soon afterwards, however, the
Girl made out that Nick was endeavouring to con-
vey^ to her a warning of some kind.

•• You say you've come to warn me? " she cried.
les, Ramerrez . . J"

"What? Say that again?"
" Ramerrez is on the trail "

" Ramerrez's on the trail I
" repeated the Girl in

tones of alarm; and not waiting to hear further she
motioned to Johnson to conceal himself behind the
curtains of the bed, muttering the while:

" I got to let 'em in— I can't keep 'em out there
on such a night.

. . ." He had barely reached
fiis place of conceahnent when the Girl slid back the
bolts and bade the boys to come in.

Headed by Ranee, the men quickly filed in and
deposited their lanterns on the floor. It was evident
that they had found the storm most severe, for their
boots were soaked through and their heavy buffalo
overcoats, caps and ear-muffs were covered with snow,
which all, save Ranee, proceeded to remove by uhak-
ing their shoulders and stamping their feet. The
latter, however, cahnly took off his gloves, pulled
out a beautifully-creased handkerchief from his
pocket, and began slowly to flick off the snow irom
his elegant mink overcoat before hanging it carefully
upon a peg on the wall. After that he went over to

r
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the table and warmed his hands over the lighted can-
die there. MeanwhUe, Sonora, his nose, as well as
his hands which with difficulty he removed from his
heavy fur mittens, showing red and swollen from
the effects of the biting cold, had gone over to the
fire, where he ejaculated:

" Ouf
,
I'm cold I Glad you're safe. Girl I

"

" Yes, Girl, The Polka's had a narrow squeak,"
observed Nick, stamping his feet which, as well as
his legs, were wrapped with pieces of blankets for
added warmth.

Unconsciously, at his words, the Girl's eyes trav-
elled to the bed; then, drawing her robe snugly about
her, and seating herself, she asked with suppressed
excitement:

" Why, Nick, what's the matter? What's—

"

Ranee took it upon himself to do the answering.
Sauntering over to the Girl, he drawled out:

" It takes you a long time to get up, seems to me.
You haven't so much on, either," he went on, pierc-
ing her with his eyes.

Smilingly and not in the least disconcerted by the
Sheriff's remark", the Girl picked up a rug from the
floor and wound it about her knees.

"Well? "she interrogated.

" Well, we was sure that you was in trouble," put
in Sonora. " My breath jest stopped."

" Me ? Me in trouble, Sonora ? " A little laugh
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words'""
''*^^'**^' halMcmive, accompanied her

" See here, that man Ramerrcz—" followed up
Kancc with a grim look.

"—feller you was dancin' with," interposed So-
nora but checked himself instontly lest he wound
the Girrs feehngs.

Whereupon. Ranee, wid, no such compunctions,
became the spokesman, a grmiace of pleasure spread-mg over his countenance as he thought of the un-
pleasant surprise he was about to impart. Stretching
out his stiffened fingers over the blaze, he said in his
most brutal tones

:

" Your polkying friend is none other than ka-
merrez."

.. J^'S'^l'^Zy''''^
""'^'^ ^"*^^ ^'^ not look

at the Sheriff. They looked straight before her.
I warned you, girl," spoke up Ashby, "

that you
should bank widi us oftener."

The Girl gave no sign of having heard him. Her
Slender figure seemed to have shrunken percepribly
as she stared stupidly, uncomprehendingly, into space.

We say that Johnson was—" repeated Ranee,
impatiently.

"— what? " fell from the Girl's lips, her face pale
and set.

'^

"Arc you deaf?" demanded Ranee; and dien,
cmphasismg every word, he rasped out: " The f*l.

!:
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low youVc been polkying with Is the man that haa
been asking people to hold up their hands."
"Oh, go on— you can't hand me out that I"

Nevertheless the Girl looked wildly about the room.
Angrily Rancc strode over to her and sneered

bitmgly:

" You don't believe it yet, eh? "

" No, I don't believe it yet I
" rapped out the Girl,

laymg great stress upon the last word. "
I know he

isn't."

" WeU, he is Ramerrez, and he did come to The
Polka to rob it," retorted the SheriflF.

AU at once the note of resentment in the Girl's
voice became positive; she flared back at him, diough
ahe flushed in spite of herself.

"But he didn't rob it I"
" That's what gits me," fretted Sonora. " He

didn't."

"I should think it would git you," snapped back
Ae Girl, both in her look and voice rebuking him
for his words.

It was left to Ashby to spring another surprise.

^^

We've got his horse," he said pointedly.
" An' I never knowcd one o' these men to separate

from his horse," commented Sonora, still smarting
ndcr the Girl's reprimand.

"Right you are I And now that we've got his
hone and this storm Is on, we've got him," said
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Ranee triumphantly. « But the last seen of John-

Z'r-^ ''T
°° ""^ * ^"^ '"°^«'»*nt toward,

the Girl and eyemg her critically, " he was heading
this way. You seen anything of him ?

"

The Girl struggled hard to appear composed.

« S M^T
*h« way ? » she inquired, reddening.

th..^Z-? 'w '

^'"^""^ ^°"'''*' J°°^*"« towards
that mdividual for proof of his words.

But Nick had caught the Girl's lightning glancemiposmg Silence upon him; in some embarrassment
ne stammered out:

J'l?''^^'
^^ ^*-Sid said he saw 'im take the

trail, too."

" But the trail ends here," pointed out Ranee, at
tile same time looking hard at the Girl. And if she
nasnt seen him, where was he going?"
At this juncture Nick espied a cigar butt on the

floor; unseen by the others, he hurriedly picked it up
and threw it in the fire.

"
J^«

o' our doUar HavanasI Good Lord, he's
here I he muttered to himself.

" Ranee is right. Where was he goin' ? " was the
question with which he was confronted by Sonora
when about to return to the others.

"Well, I tho't I seen him," evaded Nick with
considerable uneasiness. « I couldn't swear to it.
You sec it was dark, an'- Moses but the Sidney
Duck's a liar 1"

^
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At length, A«hby decided that the man had in all

probability been snowed under, ending confidently
with:

" Something scared him off and he lit out without
his horse." Which remark brought temporary re-

lief to the Girl, for Nick, watching her, saw the col-

our return to her face.

Unconsciously, during this discussion, the Girl had
risen to her feet, but only to fall back in her chair
apin almost as suddenly, a sign of nervousness which
did not escape the sharp eye of the Sheriff.

" How do you know the man's a road agent? "

A shade ahnost of contempt was in the Girl's ques-
tion.

Sonora breathed on his badly nipped fingers be-
fore answering:

" Well, two greasers jest now were pretty positive

before they quit."

Instantly the Girl's head went up in the air.

"Greasers I" she ejaculated scornfully, while her
eyes unfalteringly met Ranee's steady gaze.

" But the woman knew him," was the Sheriff's vin-

dictive thrust

The Girl started; her face went white.
" The woman— the woman d'you say?

"

" Why, yes, it was a woman that first tol' them
that Ramerrez was in the camp to rob The Polka,"
Sonora informed her, though his tone showed plainly
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hh surprise at being compeUed to repeat a thing
which, he wrongly believed, she already knew.

•' We saw her at The Pahnetto," leered Ranee.
And we missed die reward," frowned Ashby; at

which Ranee quickly turned upon the speaker with:
But Ramerrez is trapped."

There was a moment's startled pause in which the
Girl struggled with her passions; at last, she ven-
tured:

" Who's diis woman?"
The SheriflF laughed discordantly.

Nma Micheltoreiial Then she does know 'im— it's true— it goes through me I" unwittingly
burst from the Girl's lips.

The SheriflF, evidently, found the situation amus-
ing, for he laughed outright.

" He's the sort of a man who polkas with you first
and then cuts your diroat," was his next stab.
The Girl turned upon him with eyes flashing and

retorted:

" Well, it's my throat, ain't it?
"

"WeU ru bel-" The Sheriff's sentence was
left unfinished, for Nick, quickly puUing him to one
side, whispered:

" Say, Ranee, the Girl's cut up because she vouched
for 'im. Don't rub it in."

Notwithstanding, Ranee, to the Giri's query of

V

m

r-^fc.'
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" How did thii Nina Micheltoreila know it? " totUt

t keen deliglit in telling her:
" She»i his girl"

" Hit girl? " repeated the Girl, mechanically.
" Yes. She gave us his picture," went on Ranee;

and taking the photograph out of his pocket, he
added maliciously, " with love written on the back
of it"

A glance at the photograph, which she fairly

snatched out of his hands, convinced the Girl of the
truthfuhicss of his assertion. With a movement of
pain she threw it upon the floor, crying out bitterly:

"Nina Micheltorcria I Nina Michcltorena I

"

Turning to Ashby with an abrupt change of manner
she said contritely: "I'm sorry, Mr. Ashby, I

vouched for 'im."

The Wells Fargo Agent softened at the note in
the Girl's voice; he was about to utter some comfort-
ing words to her when suddenly she spoke again.

" I s'pose they had one o' them little lovers' quar-
rels an' that made 'er tell you, eh? " She laughed
a forced little laugh, though her heart was beating
strangely as she kept on: " He's the kind o' man
who sort o' polkas with every girl he meets." And
at this she began to laugh almost hysterically.

Ranee, who resented her apologising to anyone
but himself, stood scowling at her.
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•• What are you laughing at? " he questioned.
"Oh, nothin», Jade, nothin'," half^ried, half-

laughed the Girl. "Only it', kind o' funny how
thing! come out, ain't it? Took in I Nina Michel-
torenal Nice company he keept— one o' them
Cachud girla with eyelashes at half-mast I

"

Once more she broke out into a fit of laughter
" Well, well," she resumed, " an' she sold 'im

out for money I Ah, Jack Ranee, you're a better
guesser'n I am! " And with these words she sank
down at the table in an apathy of misery. Horror
and hatred and hopelessness had possession of her.A fierce look was in her eyes when a moment later
she raised her head and abruptly dismissed the boys.
Mying:

"Well, boys, it's gittin' late— good-night I
"

Sonora was the first to make a movement towards
the door.

" Come on, boys," he growled in his deep bass
voice; " don't you intend to let a lady go to bed? "

One by one the men filed through the door which
Nick held open for them; but when all but himself
had left, the devoted little barkeeper turned to the
Girl with a look fiill of meaning, and whispered:

" Do you want me to stay? "

"Me? Oh, no, Nick I" And with a "Good-
nii^t, aUI Good-night, Sonora, an' thank you I
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Good-nigit. Nick I " the Girl doted the door upon
them. The last that the heard from them was the
muffled ejaciUatioii:

"Oh, Lordy, we'U never git down to Cloudy to-
night I

' '

Now the Girl slid the bolts and stood with her
back against the door as if to take extra precautions
to bar out any intrusion, and with eyes that blazed
she yelled out:

"Come out o» that, now! Step out there, Mr.
Johnson I

"

Slowly die road ag^t parted the curtains and
came forward in an attitude of dejection.
"You came here to rob me," at once began the

Girl, but her anger made it impossible for her to
continue.

" I didn't," denied the road agent, quietly, his
countenance reflecting how deeply hurt he was by
her words.

" You lie I " insisted the Girl. b«side herself with
rage.

"I don't—"
"Youdol"
*' I admit that every circumstance points to—"
"Stop

I
Don't you give me any more o' that

Webster Unabridged. You git to cases. If you
didn't come here to steal you came to The Polka to
rob it, didn't you?"
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JohiMon, his eyet lowered, wu forced to admit
thit mich were hit intentions, adding swiftly:

" But when I knew about you—" He broke off
and took a step towards her.

"Wait I Wait I Wait where you are! Don't
you take a step further or FU—" She made a
significant gesture towards her bosom, and then,
laughing harshly, went on denoundngly: " A road
sgenti A road agent I Well, ain't it my luck!
Wouldn't anybody know to look at me that a gentle-
man wouldn't faU my way I A road agent I A
road agent I " And again she laughed bitterly be-
fore going on: " But now you can git— git, you
thief, you imposcr on a decent woman I I ought to
have tol' 'cm all, but I wa'n't goin' to be the joke o'
the world with you behind the curtains an' me
catin' charlotte rusks an' lemming turnovers an'
a-polkyin' with a road agent I But now you can git— git, do you hear me ?

"

Johnson heard her to the end with bowed head;
and so scathing had been her denunciations of his
actions that the fact that pride alone kept her from
breaking down completely escaped his notice. With
his eyes stiU downcast he said in painful fragments:
"One worH only— only a word and I'm not

going to say anything in defence of myself. For
it's all true— everything is true except that I would
have stolen from you. I am called Ramerrez; I

|Wi

.ili^
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have robbed; 1 am z road agent— an outlaw hw
profession. Yes, I'm aU that— and my father wu
that before me. I was brought up, educated,
thrived on thieves' money, I suppose, but until six

,
mondis ago when my father died, I did not know

.
It I lived much in Monterey— I lived there as a
gentleman. When we met that day I wasn't the
thing I am to-day. I only learned the truth when
my father died and left me with a rancho and a
band of thieves— nothing else— nodiing for us
aU, and I— but what's the good of going into it— the circumstances. You wouldn't understand if
I did. I was my father's son; I have no excuse; I
guess, perhaps, it was in me— in the blood. Any-
how, I took to the road, and I didn't mind it
much after the first time. But I drew the line at
kilUng— I wouldn't have that. That's the man
that I am, the blackguard that I am. But—" here
he raised his eyes and said with a voice that was
charged with feeling—" I swear to you that from the
moment I kissed you to-night I meant to change, I
meant to—

"

" The devil you did I " broke from the Girl's lips,
but with a sound that was not unlike a sob.

" I did, believe me, I did," insisted the man. "
I

meant to go straight and take you with me— but
only honestly— when I could honestly. I meant to
work for you. Why, every word you said to me
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to-night about being a thief cut into me like a knife
Over and over again I have said to myself, she must
never know. And now— weU, it's aU over—

I

have finished."

• "An' that's aU?" questioned the Girl with
averted face.

"No— yes— what's the use . . .?»»

The Girl's anger blazed forth again.
*' But there's jest one thing you've overlooked ex-

plainin', Mr. Johnson. It shows exactly what you
arc. It wasn't so much your bcin' a road agen'^
I got against you. It's this:" And here sht
stamped her foot excitedly. " You kissed me— you
got my first kiss.'*

Johnson hung his head.
" You said," kept on the Girl, hotly, " you'd ben

thinkin' o* me ever since you saw me at Monterey,
an' all the time you walked straight oflF an' ben
kissin' that other woman." She shrugged her shoul-
der and laughed grimly. « You've got a girl," she
contmued, growing more and more indignant.
Its that I've got against you. It's my first kiss

I ve got against you. It's that Nina Micheltorcna
that I can't forgive. So now you can git— git 1

"

And with these words she unbolted the door and con-
eluded tensely:

" If they kill you I don't care. Do you hear, I
don't care. .

4P-n

1if
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At those bitter words spoken by lips which failed

so utterly to hide their misery, the Girl's face became
colourless.

With the instinct of a brave man to sell his life
as dearly as possible, Johnson took a couple of guns
from his pocket; but the next moment, as if coming
to the conclusion that death without the Girl would
be preferable, he put them back, saying:

"You're right, Girl."

The next instant he had passed out of the door
which she held wide open for him.

" That's the end o' that— that's the end o' that,"
she wound up, slamming the door after him. But
aU the way from the threshold to the bureau she kept
murmuring to herself: " I don't care, I don't care.

. . .
I'll be like the rest o' the women I've seen.

I'U give that Nina Micheltoreiia cards an' spades.
There'll be another hussy around here. There'll
be—" The threat was never finished. Instead,
with eyes that fairly started out of their sockets, she
listened to the sound of a couple of shots, the last one
exploding so loud and distinct that there was no mis-
taking its nearness to the cabin.

" They've got 'hnl " she cried. " Well, I don't
care— I don't—" But again she did not finish
what she intended to say. For at the sound of a
heavy body falling against the cabin door she flew
to it, opened it and, throwing her arms about the
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sorely-woundcd man, dragged him Into the cabin and
placed him in a chair. Quick as lightning she was
back at the door bolting it.

With his eyes Johnson followed her action.
" Don't lock that door— I'm going out again—

out there. Don't bar that door," he commanded
feebly, struggling to his feet and attempting to walk
towards it; but he lurched forward and would have
fallen to the Boor had she not caught him. Vainly
he strove to break away from her, all the time cry-
ing out: "Don't you see, don't you see, Girl—
open the door." And then again with almost a
sob: " Do you think me a man to hide behind a
woman ? " He would have collapsed except for the
strong arms that held him.

" I love you an' I'm goin' to save you," the Girl
murmured while struggling with him. " You asked
me to go away with you; I will when you git out o'

this. If you can't save your own soul—" She
stopped and quickly went over to the mantel where
she took down a bottle of whisky and a glass; but
m the act of pouring out a drink for him there came
a loud rap on the window, and quickly looking
round she saw Ranee's piercing eyes peering into the
room. For an instant she paled, but then there
flashed through her mind the comforting thought that
the Sheriif could not possibly see Johnson from his

position. So, after giving the latter his drink, she

:;5ft

J;
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wa,t.d quietly nntU . rap m th. door told her that

.be q^ckly r«. ov^ to it «,d let it down, .aying:Go up the ladderl Climb up there to the loft I

Jou re the man thaf, got my first kiw an' I'm goin'to save you. ..." •

boil?!"
""• "°* '""•" ""*'"*«* J'*™'". «"•>

"Do you WMt them to see you in my cabin ? " she
'
okT"'^^'' *n^ to lift hm. to his feet.
vJiii nuny, hurry

, . .|»»

nnT'"^ ^' T"^' ^^"^^"^ J°^»«« '«« to his feetand catchmg the rounds of th« ladder he began toaKcnd. But after going up a few rounds healedand ahnost feU oflF, gasping

:

"Ican'tmakeit— no, Ican't . . »
"Yes, you can," encouraged the'cirl; 'and then.

simultaneously with another loud knock on the door:You re the man I love an' you must -you've got
to show me the man that's in you. Oh. go on, go
on, jest a step an' you'U git there."

M
"
1"k i

"*"V "*"" ^'""y ^^°™ ^^ ^o»« *I>ove.
Nevcrthe^ws, the next instant he fell fuU length on

stretched m which was the handkerchief he had been
.tamichmg the blood from the wo««i in his side.
With a whispered injunction tfcat he was all righc
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•nd was not to move on any account, the Girl put the
ladder back in its place. But no sooner was this done
than on looking up she caught sight of the stained
handkerchief. She called softly un to him to take it
away, explaining that the cracks between the boards
were wide and it could plainly be seen fom below.

"That's itl " she exclaimed on observing that he
had clianged the position of his hand. " Now, don't
moye 1

"

FinaUy, widi the lighted candle in her hand, the
Girl made a quick survey of the room to see that
nothing was in sight that would betray her lover's
presence there, and then throwing open the door she
took up such a position by it that it made it Im-
possible for anyone to get past her without using
force.

*

" You can't come in here, Jack Ranee," she said
m a resolute voice. " You can tell me what you
want from where you are."

Roughly, ahnost brutally. Ranee shoved her to one
side and entered.

"No more Jack Ranee. It's the Sheriff coming
' after Mr. Johnson," he said, emphasizing each word.

The Girl eyed him defiantly.

" Yes, I said Mr. Johnson," reiterated the Sheriff,
cocking the gun that he held in his hand. " I saw
him coming in here."

" It's more 'n I did," returned the Girl, evenly,

•1

* ij
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and bolted the door. « Do you think I'd want to
shield a man who tried to rob me? " Ac aikcd. fa<vmg him.

Ignoring the question, Ranee removed the glove of
h.8 weaponless hand and strode to the curtains that
enclosed the Girl's bed and parted them. When he
turned back he was met by a scornful look and the
words:

"So you doubt me, do you? Well, go on—
rril-. »".!!"• ^""' *" *"* y*"' »«)««int«.ce

Suddenly there came a smothered groan from theman m the loft; Ranee wheeled round quickly and
brought up his gun, demanding:

" What's that? What's that? "

Leaning against the bureau the Girl laughed out-
right and declared that the Sheriff was becoming as
nervous as an old woman. Her ridicule was not
without Its eflFect, and, presently. Ranee uncocked his
gun and replaced it in its holster. Advancing now
to the table where the Girl was standing, he took off
his cap and shook it before laying it down; then,
pointing to the door, his eyes never leaving the Girl's
face, he went on accusingly:

" I saw someone standing out there against the
snow I fired. I could have sworn it was a man."
The Girl winced. But as she stood watching
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him calmly remove his coat and shake it with the air
of one determined to make himself at home, she
cried out tauntingly:

"Why do you stop? Why don't you go on—
.finish your search -only don't ever speak to me
again."

At that, Ranee became conciliatory.

"Say, Min, I don't want to quarrel with you."
Turning her back on him the Girl moved over

to the bureau where she snapped out over her
shoulder:

" Go on with your search, then pVaps you'll leave
a lady to herself to go to bed."

^^

The Sheriff foUowed her up with the declaration:
1 m plumb crazy about you, Min."
The Girl shrugged her shoulder.

"I could have sworn I saw— I— Oh, you know
Its just you for me— just you, and curse the man
you like better. I— I— even yet I can't get over
the queer look in your face when I told you who that
man really was." He stopped and flung his over-
coat down on the floor, and fixing her with a look he
demanded

: " You don't love him, do you ? "

Again the Girl sent over her shoulder a forced
little laugh.

"Who— me?"
The Sheriff's face brightened. Taking a few

steps nearer to her, he hazarded

:

fm
«i

'i' i
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" Say, Girl was your answer final to-night about

marrying me?" itu^ wwt

Without turning round the Girl answered coyly:
I might think it over, Jack."

Instantly the man's passion was aroused. He

"I love you, I love you, Minnie I" he cried
passionately.

In the struggle that followed, the Girl's eyes feU
on the bottle on the mantel. With a cry she seized
It and raised it threateningly over her head. An-
other second, however, she sank down upon a chair
and began to sob, her face buried in her hands.

Ranee regarded her coldly; at last he gave vent
to a mirthless laugh, the nasty laugh of a man whose
vanity is hurt

" So, it's as bad as that," he sneered. " I didn't
quite real«e it I'm much obliged to you. Good-
mght He snatched up his coat, hesitated, then
repeated a little less angrily than before: « Good-
night I"

But- the Girl, with her face still hidden, made no
answer. For a moment he watched the crouching
form, the quivering shoulders, then asked, wi^h
sudden and unwonted gentleness:

" Can't you say good-night to me, Qrll "

Slowly the Girl rose to her feet and faced him,
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.venion and pity wruggHng for mastery. Then, a.A n«.d the .pot where he wa. nowTtandingX

mg, all other feelmg. were «rept away by over-whelmmg fear. With the one thought that ^e

g< r.d of h.m qmckly, d,e forced herself forw^ardw.h tended hand, and «id in . voice thTwdout new promise

:

"Good-night, Jack Rance,_good.nightl

»

mg to read her face. Then, suddenly, he rel«i,ed
her. ch.w.ng back hi, hand with a ^uL sharply

'

he saw
"^ ''

'
"*"•'' Wood M it I

"

.th^~. T J T." '*"»'* *°P of "ood faU

.t came upon her. Only by self-violence could shekeep W gUnce from rising. teU-tale, to the Board.

tritli?'anT T^'l •*' ''"'•'' ""^'f "y'-K 'on-
tritely, aU the time desperately groping to invent
« «a«>„; at length, Ac added fLdyf "iZlb»ye .cratched you."

I ?
,'

f I
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Ranee looked puzzled, suring at the spatter of

red at though hypnotised.

"No, there's no scratch there," he contended,
wiping oflF the blood with his handkerchief.

" Oh, yes, there is," insisted the Girl tremulously;
" that is, there will be in the momin'. You'll see
in the momin' that therc'U be—" She stopped and
stared in frozen terror at the sinister face of the
SheriflP, who was coolly watching his handkerchief
turn from white to red under the slow rain of blood
from the loft above.

"Oho!" he emitted sardonically, stepping back
and pointing his gun towards die loft " So, he's

updiercl"

The Girl's fingers clutched his arm, dragging des-

perately.

" No, he isn't, Jack— no, he isn't I
" she iterated

in blind, mechanical denial.

With an abrupt movement, Ranee flung her
violently from him, made a grab at the suspended
ladder and lowered it into position; then, deaf to the
Girl's pleadings, harshly ordered Johnson to come
down, meanwhile covering the source of the blood-
drops with his gun.

"Oh, wait,— wait a minute I" begged the Girl

helplessly. What would happen if he couldn't obey
the summons? He had spent himself in his climb

to safety. Perhaps he was unconscious, slowly bleed-
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tan, the board, .bov. ereiUced u tho«,h , heavv

of the Udder; but he did not move quicUy 7nouIto suit the Sheriff.
S^'ouy enough

" Come down, or I'M "

in "t^r'^ \
"'"'"'• J»* J"« « ™i"««l " broke" ^ °fl frantically. "Don't .hootl-DM'tyou see he's tryin' to— ? "

'

<il.l«""- ^""^ """ ^'- J""""'™' " "itemed theSheriff, w,d, a face inhuman a, a fi«,d.
The G.rl denched her hands, heedless of the nailscuteng mto her p.b„,.. . Won't you wait \Ztment,— please, wait. Jack I"

. "^•''J
.What for?" the Sheriff «„„g „ fce,

'""if"''' ?"«"8«""tc''i"g<» the trigger.

*

then ,K. I r ?^ "" '*" "» the boots,

A^ ^ J *" "^ ^'^ "»'' "Kent slide uncertainl^

oITIh; °T *7' ''™'''' ''""""^ ^" *e runtof the adder, 4en slip and stumble a, the weight o^

f 'ollowng body came upon them while the weak%er, stramed d«,perately for a hold. TheX

t

heart ,„d , ,„j „i^j ^^ ^^^ g.^j
«ch.ng out .mpotently to give her lover strength, toh.r.y hun down fast enough to forestall a shof^^L

the Sheriff. It kerned hour, until the road agent
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reached the bottom of the lidder, then lurched with
uiueeing eyes to a chair and, finally, fell forward
limply, with his arms and head resting on the table.

Still dumb with dread, the Girl watched Ranee
slowly circle round the wounded man; it was not until

the Sheriff returned his pistol to its holster that she
breathed freely again.

" So, you dropped into The Polka to-night to play
a little game of poker? Funny how things change
about in an hour or two I " Ranee chuckled mirth-
lessly; it seemed to suit his sardonic humour to taunt

his helpless rival. " You think you can play poker,— that's your conviction, is it? Well, you can play
freeze-out as to your chances, Mr. Johnson of Sacra-

mento. Come, speak up,— it's shooting or the
tree,— which shall it be?"
Goaded beyond endurance by Rance*s taunting of

the unconscious man, the Girl, fumbling in her bosom
for her pistol, turned upon him in a sudden, cold

fury:

" You better stop that Liughin', Jack Ranee, or
rU send you to finish it in some place where things

ain't so funny."

Something in the Girl's altered tone so struck the

Sheriff that he obeyed her. He said nothing, but on
his lips were the words, "By Heaven, the Girl

means it! " and his eyes showed a smouldering ad-

miration.
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—me—
I hetr you— I ,in't out of it," the Girlwent on in compelling tonei "You're i «mbler-

'•T^ •»«" "«" •« «m I." She croMed deSlte J» the bure.„, ,„d Uid her pi.tol .w.y in the drrwerW ™.„while eyeing he, wid, pLded inr.!^:

I live on chance money, drink money, crd moner

Wer.1 She paused. «, odd expression coming over
fter face^-an expression that baffled Ranee', power

r? •/T""''**"'™"'^-- "Now.youad^edme to-night if my answer was final,— well, here's

poker. It. two out o' three for me. H.tin' di.

f« m^"'"*'
"""" ***"" 5""'" "" e«

I-
J'
^.J°"u'^TT" •"*" '*'»«• l^' hand. rest.mg on the bible, h.s hawk-like glance burning into her

very thoughts.

"Yc8, with a wife in Noo Orleans all riffht."Ae interrupted him feverishly. " If you're luckk
-you'll git \m an' me. But if you lose,- thUman settm' between us is mine -mine to do withM^ please, an' you shut up an' lose like a gcntle-

" You must be crazy about himi " The words
•cemed wrung from the Sheriff against his will

ti
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'
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"That's my buainpssl " came like a knife^t from

the Girl.

" Do you know you're talkin' to the SheriflF?
"

I'm talkin' to Jack Ranee, the gambler," she
amended evenly.

"You're right,- and he's just fool enough to
take you up," returned Ranee with sudden dceision.He looked around him for a chair; there was one
near the table, and the Girl handed it to him. With
one hand he swung it into place before the table,
while with the other he jerked off the table^over,
and flung it across the room. Johnson nciUier
moved nor groaned, as the edge slid from beneath
nis nerveless arms.

T.,i" ^i°"
^""^ ^^ "^'^^ ^*^« 80* ^nto my blood.

I U take you up," he said, seating himself.

.U
"
Jki"' r'^i '^""'""^'^ *^' ^^'^' ^^»"^« over

the table, but still standing.

"I can lose like a gentleman," returned Ranee
curtly; then, with a swift seizure of her hand, he
continued tensely, in tones that made the Girl shrink
and whiten, « I'm hungry for you, Min, and if I
win, 1 11 take it out on you as long as I have
breath."

A moment later, the Girl had freed her hand from
his clasp, and was saying evenly. " Fix the lamp."
And while the Sheriff was adjusting the wick that
had begun to flare up smokily. she swiftly left the



I"

GIRL OF THE GOLDEN WEST 259
room, saying casuaUy over her shoulder that she was
going to fetch something from the closet
"What you goin' to get?" he caUed after her

.uspaaously. The Girl made no reply. Rancc
made no movement to follow her, but instead drew a
pack of cards from his pocket and began to shuffle
diem with practiced carelessness. But when a minute
had passed and the girl had not returned, he called
once more, widi growing impatience, to know what
Was keeping her.

" I'm jest gettin' the cards an' kind o' steadyin*my nerves, she answered somewhat queerly through
the doorway. The next moment she had returned,
quickly closing the closet door behind her, blew out
her cancUc, and laying a pack of cards upon the
table, said sigmficantly:

" We'll use a fresh deck. There's a good deal
depends on this. Jack." She seated herself opposite
tne Sheriff and so close to the unconscious form of
the man she loved that from time to time her leftarm brushed his shoulder.

Ranee, without protest other than a shrug, took
up his own deck of cards, wrapped diem in a hand-
kerchief, and stowed them away in his pocket. It
was the Girl who spoke first:

*» «• «
"Are you ready?"
"Ready? Yes. I'm ready. Cut for deal."
With unfaltering fingers, die Girl cut. Of the

ui *!^

;!

4?, ,
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man beside her, dead or dying, she must not, dared

not think. For the moment she had becnne one

incarnate purpose : to win, to win at any cost,— noth-

ing else mattered.

Ranee won the deal; and takii^ up the pack he

asked, as he shuffled:

" A case of show-down? "

" Show-down."
" Cut I

" once more peremptorily from Ranee; and

then, when she had cut, one question more :
" Be^

two out of three?"
" Best two out of three." Swift, staccato sen-

tences, like the rapid crossing of swords, the first

preliminary interchange of strokes before the true

duel begins.

Ranee dealt the cards. Before either loc!.ed at

them, he glanced across at the Girl and asked scorn-

fully, perhaps enviously:

" What do you see in him? "

" What do you see in me? " she flashed back in-

stantly, as she picked up her cards; and then:

" What have you got?
"

" King high," declared the gambler.

" King high here," echoed the Girl.

" Jack next," and he showed his hand.

" Queen next," and the Girl showed hers.

"YouVe got it," conceded the gambler, easily.
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^Jn another tone, " but youVc making a mis-

" If I am, it's my mistake I Cut I
"

Ranee cut the cards. The Girl dealt them
tteadily. Then,

" What have you got? " she asked.
" One pair,— aces. What have you ? "

"Nothing," throwing her cards upon the table.
With just a flicker of a smile, the Sheriff once more

gathered up the pack, saying smoothly:
" Even now,— we're even."
" It's the next hand diat tells. Jack, ain't it ?

"

Yes."

"It's the next hand that tells me,— I'm awfuUy
•orry,— the words seemed to come awkwardly; her
glance was troubled, ahnost contrite, " at any rate
I want to say jest now that no matter how it comei
out—

"

II

Cut I " interjected Ranee mechanicaUy.
"—that I'll always think of you the best I can,"

completed the Girl with much feeling. " An' I want
you to do the same for me."

Silently, inscrutably, the gambler dealt the ten
cards, one by one. But as the Girl started to draw
hers toward her, his long, thin fingers reached across
once more and dosed not ungently upon hand and
cards.

'If,m



26a OF THE GOLDEN WEST
" The last hmd, Girl I

" he reminded her. "* Aai
I've a foeling that I win,— that in one minate I'll

hold yoa in my arms.*' And still covering her
fingers with his ownt he stole a glance at his cards.

" I win," he announced, briefly, his eyes alone be-

traying the inward fever. He dropped the cards be-

fore her on the table. "Three kings,— and the

lasthMd/"

Suddenly, as though some inward cord had snapped
under the strain, the Girl colbq)sed. Limply she

slid downward in her chair, one groping hand stray-

ing aimlessly to her forehead, then droppmg of its

own weight. "Quick, Jack,— I'm ill,— git me
somethin' I " TIk voice trailed oflF to nothingness

as the drooping eyelids closed.

In real consternation, the SheriflF sprang to his feet

In one sweeping glamre his alert eye caught the

whisky bottle upon the manteL "All right. Girl,

I'll fix you in no time," he said checringly over his

shoulder. But where the deuce did she keep her

tumblers ? The neict minute he was^oping for them
in the dark of the adjoining closet and softly curs-

ing himself for his own slowness.

Instantaneously, the Girl came to life. The un-

turned cards upon the table vanished with one light-

ning movement; the Girl's hand disappeared beneath

her skirts, raised for the moment knee-high; then

the same, swift reverse motion, and the cards were
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back in place, while tke Girrs eyes trembled shut
again, to hide the light of triumph in them. A smile
iickered on her lips as the SheriflF returned with the
glass and bottle.

"Never mind,— I'm better now," her lips shaped
weakly.

*^

The Sheriff set down the bottle, and put his arm
around the Girl with a rough tenderness.

" Oh, you only fainted because you lost," he told
her.

Averting her gaze, the Girl quietly disengaged
herself, rose to her feet and turned her five cards face
upwards.

"No, Jack, it's because I've won,— three aces
and a pair."

The Sheriff shot one glance at the girl, keen,
searching. Then, without so much as the twitch
of an eyelid, he accepted his defeat, took a cigar
from his pocket and lit it, the flame of the match
revealing no expression other than the nonchalance
for which he was noted; then, picking up his hat and
coat he walked slowly to the door. Here he halted
and wished her a polite good-night— so ceremo-
mously polite that at any other time it would have
compelled her admiration.

Pale as death and ahnost on the point of collapse,
the Giri staggered back to the table where the
wounded road agent was half-sitting, half-lying

*

<
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Thrusting her hand now into the stocking from which
she had obtained the winning, if incriminatbg.
cards, she drew forth those that remained and
scattered them in the air, crying out hystericaUy:

"Three aces an* « pair an' a stockin' full o'
pictures— but his life belongs to me I

"



XIV

CoNsaous^CKEN at the fraud that .he had im-
posed upon the gambler, the Girl lived a lifetime inAe moments that foUowed hi. departure. With her
face buned m her hands die rtood lort in contem-
piation of her shameful secret
A sound— the sound of a man in great pain

died^ed her hysterical sobs. Dazed, she fassed h;;
hand over her face as if to clear away the dark
shades that were obstructing her vision. Another
groan- and like a flash she was down on her knees
lavishmg endearments upon the road agent
Never before, it is true, had the Girl had any

opcnence m gunshot wounds. She had played the
part Qf nurse, however, more than once when the
boys met with accidents at the mines. For thew^en of the California camps at that time had
endlcM calls upon them. It was a period for sacri-
ficcs imiumerable. and help and sympathy were never
a&cd Aat diey were not freely given. So, if the
tiirl did not know the very best thing to do, she
knew, at least, what not to do, and it was only a few
mmutes before she had cut the coat from his

The next thing to be done— the dragging of the
unconscious man to the bed -was hard work, of

Vi.

i
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course, but being strong of arm, as well as stout of

heart, she at last accomplished it.

Now she cut away his shirt in order to find the

wound, which proved to be in his breast Quickly

then she felt with her fingers in an endeavour to find

the ball, but in this she was unsuccessful. So after

a moment's deliberation she made up her mind that

the wound was a flesh one and that the ball was any-

where but in the man's body— a diagnosis that was
largely due to the cheerful optimism of her nature

and which, fortunately, proved to be true.

Presently she went to a corner of the room and

soon returned with a basin of water and some hastily

torn bandages. For a good fifteen minutes after

that she washed the gash and, finally, bandaged it

as well as she knew how. And now, having done

all that her knowledge or instinct prompted, she

drew up a chair and prepared to pass the rett of

the night in watching by his side.

For an hour or so he slept the sleep of unconscious-

ness. In the room not a sound could be heard, iMit

outside the storm still roared and raged. It was any-

thing but an easy or cheerful situation: Here she

was alone with a wounded, if not dying, man; and

she well knew that, unless tha*e came an abatement

in the fury of the storm, it might be days before any-

one could climb the mountain. True, the Indians

were not far o£F, but like as not they would remain

1^
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in their wigwam until the sun came forth again. In
the matter of food there was a scant supply, but
probably enough to tide them over untU communi-
cation could be had with The Polka.
For three days she watched over him, and all the

time the storm continued. On the third day he
became delirious, and that was the night of her tor-
ture. Despite a feeling that she was taking an un-
fair advantage of him, the Girl strained her eartf
to catch a name which, in his delirium, was con-
stantly on his lips; but she could not make it out.
All that she knew was that it was not her name that
he spoke, and it pained her. She had given him
absolute faith and trust and, already, she was over-
whehned with the fierce flames of jealousy. It was
a new sensation, this being jealous of anyone, and
it called forth a passionate resentment In such mo-
ments she would rise and flee to the other end of the
room until the whispered endearments had ceased.
Then she would draw near again with flushes of shame
on her cheeks for havmg heeded the sayings of an
irresponsible person, and she would take his head
in her lap and, caressing him the while, would put
cold towels on his heated brow.
Dawn of the fourth day saw the Girl still pale

and anxious, though despair had entirely left her;
for the storm was over and colour and speech had
come back to the man early that morning. Love

Hi i
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and good nuning, not to speak of wmc excellent

whisky that she happened to have stored away in

her cabin, had pulled him through. With a sigh
of relief she threw herself down on the rug for a
much-needed rest.

The man woke just before the sun rose. His
first thought, that he was home in the foothills, was
dissipated by the sight of the snow ranges. Through
the window of the cabin, as far as the eye could see,

nothing of green was visible. Snow was every-

where; everything was white, save at the eastern

horizon where silver was fast changing into rose and
rose to a fiery red as the fast-rising sun sent its shafts

over the snow-coated mountains.

And now there came to him a full realisation of
what had happened and where he was. To his

amazement, though, he was almost without pain.

That his wound had been dressed he was, of course,

well aware for when he attempted to draw back still

further the curtain at the window the movement
strained the tight bandage, and he was instantly made
conscious of a twinge of pain.

Nevertheless, he persevered, for he wisely de-

cided that it would be well to reconnoitre, to famil-

iarise himself, as much as possible, with the lay of
the land and find out whether the trail that he had fol-

lowed to reach the cabin which, he recalled, was
perched high up above a ravine, was the only means
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of communication with the valley below. It wat a
ujelm precaution, for the mow would have wMt
obliterated any such traU had there been one and
ioon reahsing the fact, he feU back exhausted by hit
effort on the piUowi.

^

A half hour passed and the man began to grow
restlcM. He had, of course, no idea whatever of
the length of time he had been in the cabin, and he
knew that he must be thinking of an immediate es-
«pe. In desperation, he tried to get out of bed,
but the task was beyond his power. At that a ter-
nWe feehng of hopelessness assailed him. His only
chance was to reach the valley where he had little
fear of wpture

; but wounded, as he was, that seemed
out of the question, and he saw himself caught like
« rat m a trap. In an access of rage at the situa-
tion m which he was placed he made another effort
to raise himself up on his elbow and peer through
the window at the Sierras. The noise that he made,
slight though it was, awoke the Girl. In an instant
die was at his bedside drawing the curtain over the
window.

" What you thinkin' of? " she asked. " At any
moment—.jest as soon as the trail can be cleared—
there'll be someone of the boys up here to see how
I vc pulled through. They mustn't see you. . . ."

Forcibly, but with loving tenderness, she put him
back among his pillows and seated herself by the

i'
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bed. An awkward silence followed. For now that

the man was In his right senses it was borne in upon

her that he might remember that she had fed him,

given him drink and fondled him. It was a situa-

tion embarrassing to both. Neither knew just what

to say or how to begin. At length, the voice from

the bed spoke

:

" How long have I been here?
"

" Three days."

" And you have nursed me all that—'*

"You mustn't talk," warned the girl. "It's

dangerous in more ways than one. But if you keep

still no one'U suspect that you're here."

" But I must know what happened,'* he insisted

with increasing excitement. " I remember nothing

after I came down the ladder. The Sheriff—
Ranee— what's become . . .?"

The Girl chided him with gentle authority.

"You keep perfectly still— you mustn't say

nothin' 'til 70u've rested. Everythin's all right an'

you needn't worry a bit." But then seeing that he

chafed at this, she added: "Well, then, I'll tell

you all there is to know." And then followed an

account of the happenings of that night It was not

a thoroughly trutfiful tale, for in her narrative she

told him only what she thought was necessary and

good for him to know, keeping the rest to herself.

And when she had related all that there was to tell
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she insisted upon his going to sleep again, giv-

ing him no opportunity whatsoever to speak, since

she left his bedside after drawing the curtains.

Unwillingly the man lay back and tried to force

himself to be patient; but he fretted at the enforced
quietude and, as a result, sleep refused to come to

him. From time to time he could hear the Girl

moving noiselessly about the room. The knowledge
that she was there gave him a sense of security, and
he began to let his thoughts dwell upon her. No
longer did he doubt but what she was a real in-

fluence now; and the thought had the effect of mak-
ing him keenly alive to what his life had been. It

was not a pleasant picture that he looked back upon,
now that he had caught a glimpse of what life might
mean with the Girl at his side. From the moment
that he had taken her In his arms he realised to the

full that his cherished dream had come true; he
realised, also, that there was now but one answer to

the question of keeping to the oath given to his

father, and that was that gratitude— for he had
guessed rightly, though she had not told him, that

she had saved him from capture by the Sheriff and
his posse— demanded that he should put an end
to his vocation and devote his life henceforth to mak-
ing her happy.

Once or twice while thus communing with him-
self he fancied that he heard voices. It seemed to

V 1

Mis.
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him that he recognised Nick's voice. But whoever
It was, he spoke in whispers, and though the
wounded man strove to hear, he was unsuccessful.

After a while he heard the door close and then
the tension was somewhat relaxed, for he knew that
she was keeping his presence in her cabin a secret
With all the wiles of a clever and loving woman.
And more and more he determined to gain an
honoured place for her in some community— an
honoured place for himself and her. Vague, very
vague, of course, were the new purposes and plans
that had so suddenly sprang up because of her in-
fluence, but the desire to lead a clean life had touched
his heart, and since his old calling had never been
pleasing to him, he did not for a moment doubt his
ability to succeed.

The morning was half gone when the Girl re-
turned to her patient. Then, in tones that did her
best to make her appear free from anxiety, she told
him that it was the barkeeper, as he had surmised,
with whom she had been talking and that she had
been obliged to take him into her confidence. The
man made no comment, for the situation necessarily
was in her hands, and he felt that she could be relied
upon not to make any mistake. Four people, he was
told, knew of his presence in the cabin. So' far as
Ranee was concerned she had absolute faith in his
honour, gambler though he was; there was nothing
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Aat Nick would not do for her; and as for the In-
dians, the secret was sure to be kept by them, un-
less Jackrabbit got hold of some whisky-a con-
tmgency not at all likely, for Nick had promised to
sec to that. In fact, all could be trusted to be as
Siient as the grave.

The invalid had listened intently; nevertheless, he
sighed:

" It's hard to lie here. I don't want to be caught
now" *

The Girl smiled at the emphasis on the last word,
for she knew that it referred to her. Furthermore,
she had divined pretty weU what had been his
thoughts concerning his old life; but, being cssen-
tially a woman of action and not words, she said nodi-
mg.

A moment or so later he asked her to read to him.
1 he Girl looked as she might have looked if he had
asked her to go to the moon. Notwithstanding, she
got up and, presently, returned with a lot of old
school-books, which she solemnly handed over for his
inspection.

The invalid smiled at the look of earnestness on
the Girl's face.

"Not these?" he gently inquired. "Where is
the Dante you were telling me about? "

Once more the Girl went over to the book-shelf

;

when she came back she handed him a volume,

i
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which he glanced over carefully before showing her

At first the Girl was embarrassed and stumbled
badly. But on seemg that he seemed not to notice
It she gamed courage and acquitted herself cred-
itably, at least, so she flattered heraelf, for she could
detect, as she looked up from time to time, no ex-
pression other than pleasure on his face. It may
be surmised, though, that Johnson had not merely
chosen a page at random; on the contrary, when the
book was in his hand he had quickly found the lines
which the Girl had, so to say, paraphrased, and hewas intensely curious to see how they would api:eal to
her. But now, apparently, she saw nothing in the
least amusing in them, nor in other passages fully as
sentimental. In fact, no comment of any kind was
forthcoming from her-though Johnson was look-mg for It and, to teU the truth, was somewhat dis-
appointed -when she read that Dante had prob-
ably neyer spoken more than twice to Beatrice and
his passion had no other food than the mists of his
own dreaming. However, it was different when,—
pausing before each word after the mamier of a
child,— she came to a passage of the poet's, and
read:

" ' In that moment I say most truly that the spirit
of life, which hath its dwelling in the most secret
chambers of the heart, began to tremble so violently
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h A?! '"k,""'"
"^ ""^ '""^J' ''"^ herewith, andm the trembhng .t .aid these words: " Here is ade^ stronger th«, I who. coming shall rule J^er

At that the Girl let the book faU and, going down

rltd't^h" '"f TV""" ''' ''"* '" ^"' 'hera.,ed to h,m a look so fuU of adoring worship thathe felt himself awed before it
" That 'ere Dante ain't so far off after all Iknow , est how he feels. Oh, I ain't ft to read toyou, to talk to you, to kiss you."
Nevertheless, he saw to it that she did.
Afto- this he told her about the Inferno, and she

L' «e ch"'"'' \ '"' '''""''"°" "f *« ""for!toate characters though she declared, when he ex-

*« they "Got only what was rightly comin' tJ

oI^r'T "".""^ '"'*"'' '"PP"" •"» amusement.
Dante was discarded and instead they told each other

rr.TTi' ". *'" '"' " *»' li«l'' «>>» onCloudy Mountain.

.„JVS" *'i
'"""''^ "« »" "»>* 1*« this

one. Food was brought up from The Polka and, by
degrees, the patient's strength came back. And itwas but natural that he became so absorbed in his
newly.fou„d happiness that he gradually was losing
aU sense of danger. Late one night, however, when

f*„
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he was asleep, an Incident happened that warned the
Girl that it was necessary to get her lover away just
as soon as he was able to ride a horse.

Lying on the rug in front of the fire she had been
thinking of him when, suddenly, her quick ear, more
than ever alert in these days, caught the sound of a
stealthy footstep outside the cabin. With no fear
whatever except in relation to the discovery of her
lover, the Girl went noiselessly to the window and
peered out into the darkness. A man was making
signs that he wished to speak with her. For a mo-
ment she stood watching in perplexity, but almost in-

stantly her instinct told her that one of that race,
for she believed the man to be a Mexican, would
never dare to come to her cabin at that time of night
unless it was on a friendly errand. So putting her
face close to the pane to reassure herself that she had
not been mistaken in regard to his nationality, she
then went to the door and held it wide open for the
man to enter, at the same time putting her finger
to her lips as a sign that he should be very still.

"What are you doin' here? What do you
want? " she asked in a low voice, at the same time
leading him to the side of the room further away
from her lover.

Jose Castro's first words were in Spanish, but
immediately perceiving that he failed to make her
understand, he nodded comprehendingly, and said

:
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C .«-o 00 well known eo Ae Ma^s^o. I wan. toce im.

The Girl', intaition told her that a member of theband .tood before her. and rf,e regarded him ,u,!

loyal and had come there with hostile intent, butbecause she felt that she must be absolutely su e ofher ground before she r^^aled the fact that John-

h^rrSef"• ""' '" -'~ -'

!s h7?
"""' '"°"' "°*'''' *''™' '""' ""'"'• Who

An indulgent smile crossed the Mexican's face,

know tl T *!"'' '° ?"* "''" P"P'«= b"' I

AU this was said with many gesture, and an air*at convmced the Girl that he was speaking the

sTouM K t
""? "^^ '^*"""' " •"* *" *« invalid

make the Mexican divulge to her the nature of hi,
important errand.

__

"How do you know he', here ? " she began warily.What do you want 'im for? "

The Mexican's shifty eye, wandered all over theroom a, ,f to make certain that no inimical ear, were
listenmg; then he whispered:
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" I tella you «o»nething— you lika the Maestro? **

Unconsciously the Girl nodded, which evidently

satisfied the Mexican, for he went on:

"You thinka well of him— yees. Now I tella

you something. The man Pedro 'e nr good. 'E
wisha the reward— the money for Ramerrez. 'E
and the woman— woman no good— tell Meester
Ashby they thinka 'im 'erte."

The Girl felt the colour l«av« her cheeks, though
she made a gesture for him to proceed.

" Pedro not 'ere any longer," smiled the Mexi-
can. "Me senda 'im to the devil. Serva 'im

right."

" An' the woman? " gasped the Girl
" She gone— got away— Monterey by this

time," replied Castro with evident disappointment.
" But Meester Ashby 'e know too much— 'ees men
everywhere searched the camp— no safa *crc now.
To-norrow—" Castro stopped short; the next in-

stant with a joyful gleam in his eyes he cried out:

"Maestro!"
" Castro's right. Girl," said Johnson, who had

waked and heard the Mexican's last words; " it is

not safe a moment more here, and I must go."

With a little cry of loving protest the Girl ab-

ruptly left the men to talk over the situation and

sought the opposite side of the room. There, her

eyes half-dosed and her lips pressed tightly together
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she gave herself up to her distressing fen. After
a while It was made plain to her tha' she ..as belnir
brought Into the conversation, for every now and
then Castro would look curiously at her; at length,
as If It had been determined by them that nothing
should be undertaken without her advice, Johnson,
followed by his subordinate, came over to her and
related in detail all the startling Information that
Castro had brought.

Quurtly the Girl listened and. In the end, it was
agreed between them that It would be safer for the
men not to leave the cabin together, but that Castro
should go at once with the understanding that he
should procure horses and wait for the master at a
given point across the ravine. It was decided, too,
that there was not a moment to be lost In putting
their plan into execution. In consequence, Castro
immediately took his departure.
The hour that passed before the time set for

Johnson to leave the cabin was a most trylAg one for
both of them. It was not so hard on the man, of
course, for he was excited over the prospect of es-
^p.ng; but the Girl, whose mind was filled with the
dread of what might happen to him, had nothing to
sustain her. Despite his objection, she had stlpu-
lated that, with Jackrabbit as a companion, she should
accompany him to the outskirts of the camp. And
so, at the moment of departure, throwing about her

t

11
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a cloak of some rough material, the went up to her
lover and laid with a quiver In her voice:

" I'm ready, Dick, but I'm a-figurin' that I can't
let you go alone— you jest got to take me below
with you, an' that's all there is to it"
The man shook his head.
" There's very little risk, believe me. IT! join

Castro and ride all through the night I'll be down
below in no time at all. But wc must be goinir.
dear." • *

The man passed through the door first. But
when it came the Girl's turn she hesitated, for she
had seen a dark shadow flit by the window. It was
as if someone had been stealthily watching there.
In another moment, however, it turned out to be
Jackrabbit and, greatly relieved, the Girl whispered
to Johnson that he was to descend the trail between
the Indian and herself, and that on no account was
he to utter a word until she gave him permission.
For another moment or so they stood in silence;

Johnson, appreciating fully what were the Girl's
feelings, did not dare to whisper even a word of
encouragement to her. At last, she ordered the
Indian to lead the w?y, and they started.

The trail curved and twisted around the moun-
tain, and in places they had to use the greatest care
lest a misstep should carry them over a precipice
with a drop of hundreds of feet It was a perilous
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^Z"''m'""'"* *• ** P'* "" »««<! with•now. Moreover, it wa. nece»ary tliat ,. li«u

rr '"""• •''"*''' •« »">' -"il^^tf-cy wereS
mat Aihby , men were quartered at, or in tlie immed..te vanity of, The Palmetto. FortunaulV"hev

long they came to the edge of the plateau beneathwhich wa. the ravine which Johnson had to <^^,

lorn to
* „" 7 '*"';'" °'" '» *° '"« her'o»w to go on alone, and ,o they halted. A few

»«M±.tr "" '" " ^"'^ » ™- " he-

w.ii.'Mdirg:'ri:7ast"- '—'-"eway

The Girl's lips were quivering; she arfced:An when will you be back? "

seJta^^
""•"'

""J
'""'"°"' '""^ *ough he him-

triyed to say in a most optimistic tone:
In two weeks— not more than two weeks It

l: itt'l" *r
'""

'° """«' *'"«» « '"e ranchiAs It IS. I hardly «e my way clear to dismissing mymen -you see, they belong to me, ahnost, and-
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but I'll do so, never fear. No power on earth could

make me take up the old life again."

The Girl said nothing in reply; instead she put
both her arms around his neck and remained a long
time in his embrace. At last, summoning up all her
fortitude she put him resolutely from her, and whis-

pered:

" When you arc ready, come. You must leave mc
now." And with a curt command to the Indian she

fled back into the darkness.

For an instant the rbad agent's eyes followed the

direction that she had taken; then, his spirits rising

at the thought that his escape was now well-nigh

assured, he turned and plunged down the ravine.



As ha. been «id, it w« a custom of the miners

Pott, ? ,
"""^ *° '"" *« <J"««-'»U of the

jh««^.eLatiSii;rjitcS
with It, wall, of board, naUed acroM in,ide uprieht

4. mom,ng'. acfvitie.; dejectedly, ,dle„ly, he «t

»™r
*' '•""'''''"'•d, Aeet-iron stove in a farcomer of the room, gazing ab,tractedly up toward,th«ove', rusty pipe that ran directly threuTt^

htr;?ed'"'r:;?,'"'' "^' -»- ~a„t
f..eened hi. bo^^tlX^rZZ
Cr. h'e w''

'"'
J*^"" '" "'"" «-"'^'-d

of^H'K!
""' *' immaculate-looking Ranee•f old, but predated a very sad spectacle indeed.
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Outside, through the windows,— over which h«4

been hung curtains of red and yellow cotton,

could be seen the green firs on the mountain, their

branches dazzling under then- burden of snow crys-

tals; and stretching out seemingly interminably un-
til the line of earth and sky met were the great hills

white with snow except in the spots where the wind
had swept it away. But within the little, low dance-
hall, everywhere were evidences of festivity and
good cheer, the walls being literally covered with
pine boughs and wreaths of berries, while here
and there was an eagle's wing or an owl's head,
a hawk or a vulture, a quail or a snow-bird, not
to mention the big, stuflFed game cock that was
mounted on a piece of weather-beaten board,
until it would seem as if every variety of bird

native to the Sierra Mountains was represented

there.

Grouped together on one side of the wall were
twelve buck horns, and these served as a sort of rack
for the miners to hang their hats and coats during
the school session. Several mottoes, likewise upon
the wall, were intended to attract the students' at-

tention, the most conspicuous being: "Live and
Learn" and "God Bless Our School." A great

bear's -kin formed a curtain between the dance-hall

and the saloon, while upon the door-frame was a
large hand rudely painted, the index-finger out-

; !

'
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It was however, upon the teacher', desk_ a whit

*«»..ve, .„ ehe »,«er of to^.'^'car'^both on top and around the side, with nl™ k l

:lra'Srr i-"'''
-'''^'^-X'with red and white berries, it looked not unlike a

"' "/«' '»"? suspended from the ceUinff in A,

"veLk *VT- ^"'«'*" '' was a m„« ft
teacher , eye on this particuhr morning.
For some time Nick had been standing near thewmdow gazing i„ the direction of the cKht

lis.
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" Jc^nson," he muttered, his face ashen white and

a sound in his throat that was something like a groan.

"A week— a week in her cabin— nursed and

kissed . . ." he finished shortly.

Nick had been helping himself to a drink; he

wheeled swiftly round, confronting him.

" Oh, say, Ranee, she—

"

Ranee took the words out of his mouth.

" Never kissed him 1 You bet she kissed him 1

It was all I could do to keep from telling the whole

camp he was up thtre." His eyes blazed and his

hands tightened convulsively.

" But you didn't . . ." Nidc broke in on him

quickly. " If I hadn't been let into the game by

the Girl I'd a thought you were a level Sheriff lookin'

for him. Ranee, you're my ideal of a perfect

gent."

Ranee braced up in his chair.

"What did she see in that Sacramento shrimp,

will you tell me?" presently he questioned, con-

tempt showing on every line of his face.

The little barkeeper did not answer at once, but

filled a glass with whisky which he handed to him.

" Well, you see, I figger it out this way, boss,"

at last he answered, meeting him face to face frankly,

earnestly, his foot the while resting on the other's

chair. " Love's like a drink that gits a hold on you

an' you can't quit. It's a turn of the head or a
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touch of the hand,, or if, a half sort of .mile an'W •'oP'd-.dcjped, doped with a feelin'ZZ^liquor runnm- through your vein^ «,• there ai^?

h^trThr.:e"^'^>-''--ve;t'r

JZf^ %f'
Me b„keep.r', droU philoso-phy the Sheriff dropped hi, head on hi, breast, while^e^^and which held d,e gla» u„con«iously mZ

"w" ^'^yj'"" o" Nick with enthusiasm,

4e whole damn world's got it It's aU the heaven
there „ on e«d.. an' i„ „;„ ease, out of ten i''"

A^"'\°iT^ !!i'J''"
*° 'P""^ •'"' '"dJy drew

StM:"o?t^ /u
""* '"""" Nick touch'^i himhghtly on Ae Aoulder and pointed to the empty

^Zr * *' """'"" """« ™» -' "P-

tuZif!.*,"^.*''"^' " *''* ""p'y 8'"' «"•« '^

waTch ^ n"^
P'«»tly, then, he took out his

watch and teU to studying its face intently, and onlywhen he had finaUy returned the watch to his pockel
did he voice what was in his mind.

byZ!"'
^'"^" ^" "'* "" "«"• •«"''' 8« "«

mereupon, the barkeeper, too, took out hi,
watch and consulted it.

i
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"Left Cloudy at three o'clock this morning—
five hours off . . ." was his brief comment x

Once more a silence fell upon the room. Then,

all of a sudden, the sound of horses* hoofs and the

murmur of rough voices came to their ears,

and abnost instantly a voice was heard to cry out:

"HeUoI"
" Hello 1" came from an answering voice.

"Why, it's The Pony Express got through at

lastl
" announced Nick, incredulously; and so saying

he took up the whisky bottle and glasses which lay

on the teacher's desk and dashed into the saloon.

He had barely left, however, than The Pony Express,

muffled up to his ears and looking fit to brave the

fiercest of storms, entered the room, hailing the boys

with:

"Hello, boys I Letter for Ashby!"

The Deputy— who with Trinidad 'and Sonora

had come running in, the latter carrying a boot-leg

and a stove-polishing brush ii* his hand— tock the

letter and started in search of the Wells Fargo

Agent who, Ranee had told them, had gone to sleep.

" Well, boys, how d'you like bein' snowed in for

a week? " asked The Pony Express, warming himself

by the stove; and then without waiting for an an-

swer he rattle'd on: "There's a rumour at The

Ridge that you all let Ramerrcz freoe an' missed

H hangin'. Say, they're roarin' at you, chaps I"
>»
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And^with . " So Ion,, bo„l •• he .trode out of the

Joaon .tmed in hot p«™Ut .ft« him. hoUering

J'\"^^'.Y""" ^ »•«» The Pony Ex-

The Ridge a. you nde by, die Academy at Cloudy
i» open to^y full blast I

"

^
"Whoopeel Whoop I "chimed in Trinidad andbegan to execute , pas sful in the middle of the roomdipping mto a chair j«.t in time to avoidr^

^dallli:'""'""''^^
«'-«'»-*-«'«'"-

"Help yourMlve.. boy,," he «id; which they did

M«mtime Ranee had relighted the bumt^ut ci.

Z^U^^ ^^^ '•"''^ ^" «»»« time be.twem h- finger., and was sending curls of «noke up-wards towards the ceiling.

" Academy." he sneered.

.tSh'r::^'""
"'"'•"'' '""™""-»'"

"Say, Ranee, what's the matter with you? We
A?^M " Academy gam. together-we boy, an'

m»^h!r"f • t!' *
"^""" P"*^ P''" of «"'!-

t"« a^d "
^'" ' *"'«'" «""« "' "» »" 1"-

Iff?.,

• ' !,•
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ill



290 GIRL OE THE GOLDEN WEST

/ n
^*'* ''"'^' ™°»™»n' because Johnson didn't

faU alive into his hands." interposed Trinidad with
a laugh.

'|I8 that it?" queried Sonort.
"Ain't it enough, Ranee, that h6 must be lyin'

dead down some canyon, with his mouth fuU of•now? A mocking smile was on Trinidad's face
as he asked the question.

" You done aU you could to git 'im," went on So-
nora as if there had been no interruption. " The
boys is all satisfied he's dead."

"D«r/ V ^T* ^f^y ^'^'^ "P *e word.
Dead? Yes, he's dead," he declared tensely, and

unconsciously arose and went over to the window
where he stood motionless, gazing through the parted
curtains at the snow-covered hills. Presently the
boys saw a cynical smile spread over his face, and a
moment later, he adcvJ: "The matter with me is
that I'm a Chink."

This depreciation of himself was so thoroughly
un-Rance like, that it brought forth great bursts of
laughter from the men, but notwithstanding which.
Ranee went on to admit, in the same suUcn tone, that
It was aU up with him and the Giri.

"Throwed 'imi " whispered Trinidad to Sonora
with a pleased look on his face.

Sonora, likewise, was beaming with joy when al-
most instantly he turned to Nick widi:
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"A, tare's you live die's throwed 'in, for me I

"

faoUty for dumbness and said noAing; but , smilewhd, .pprcched . grin formed on hi. face „ he

F^nfTV'"'"'^ *"• °"' """^ *" *« other.FmaUy, p.dong up the empty glasses, he left theroom.

" WiU old dog Tray remember me "-Immcdi-
ately .ung out Trinidad, gleefully. While Sonora.

IL Ak
^"^'" °^ ^'^'^^'^ ^'^^^ to cape;

Inr VT; ^^ * ""^^^" N'^^ P^J^^d his headm through the door to inquire into the cause of their
hUanty, but they ignored him completely. At the
bar-room door however, Sonora halted and, glan-cmg over hi. shoulder in the Sheriff's direction, he
added m a most tantalising manner

:

• • . for me I

"

But while Trinidad and Sonora were going out
through one door the Deputy was entering through
another He was greatly agitated and carried in
his hand the letter which The Pony Express had en-
trusted to his keeping for Ashby.
"Why. Ashby's skippedl" he announced uneas-

and all
"

^"'^ *^" *" morning~ posse

A question was in Nick's eyes as he turned upon
the speaker with the interjection:

" What I " And then as the Deputy made a dash

mm
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for the bar-room, he added with a iwift change of
maimer: "Help yourself, Dep."

But if Nick wat ilow to realise the situation, not
so the Sheriff, who instantly awoke to the fact that

the Wells Fargo Agent was on Johnson's trail His
lips drew quickly back in a half-grin.

" Ashby's after Johnson," presently he said with
a savage little laugh. " Nick, he was watchin' that

greaser. . . . Took him ten minutes to saddle

up— Johnson has ten minutes' stort "— He broke off

abruptly and ended impatiently with: " Oh, Lord,
they'll never get him! He's a wonder on the road
t— you've got to take your hat off to the damn cuss I

"

And with a dig at the other's ribs that was half-

playful, half-serious, he was off in pursuit of
Ashby.

A moment later the miners began to pile in for

school, whooping and yelling, their feet covered
with snow. Sonora lead with an armful of wood,
which he deposited on the floor beside the stove; then
came Handsome Charlie and Happy Halliday, to-

gether with Old Steady and Bill Crow, who imme-
diately dropped on all fours and began to play leap-

frog.

" Boys gatherin' for school," observed Trinidad,

hurriedly opening the door; and while the men pro-

ceeded to flock in, he got into his jacket which lay on
a chair beside the teacher's desk.

^91'
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H."ii^*"'
'^^•}"*'' *« book I

•• cried ogc HappyHattdayi tnd the book, which w.. Mcurely tied h^
. r«J co«o„ h«„Wief. went Syin, Zu^th"

In Awe few word, the .ignj w« given; the fun

Khool-b,^ thjy were. „ genuine w,. their merri-

TvlT^T'l *"»'«•''» for • catch of the book

f"m Sonor. .t traveUed to Old Steady, who .ent iwh«z.„g over to Ha„d«»,e. Now Ae C^made ready to receive it; but i™t.ad it I«,ded oncemore m Sojjor,'. hand. amid« chee» of " Come ZSonoral Whoopee 1 Whoop 1"
^«"« «".

w« about to .end the book on another «cpeditio„^, Ae air, "here come, the noo .cholar from

An ominon. hudi feU upon the room. One could

dom, with anticipatory grins that raid, " What won't
wedotoBuckingBillyl" Therefor; there 47.::.« ej* dut wa. not upon the new pupil when with
dumer-pail .winging on one arm and the other hold-

ZXZ"'

'

'""" """
"' ""'"^ -"-"^

"Did you ever play Lame Soldier, m' friend?"
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wai Sonora't greeting, while the miners crowded

tround them.
^

*'No/' replied the big, raw-boned, gullible-look-

ing fellow with a grin.

" We'll play it after school; you'll be the stirrup,"

promised Sonora; then turning to his mates with a

laugh, which was unobserved by Bucking Billy, he

added: "We'U initiate 'im."

Presently the miners began to move away and
Trinidad, picking up a chip which he espied under

a bench, put it on his shoulder and stood in the cen-

tre of the room, thereby indirectly challenging the

new pupil to a scrimmage.

" Don't do It! " cried Old Steady as he Hung up
his hat upon a buck's horn on the wall.

** Go onl Go on I " encouraged Bill Crow, hang-

ing up his hat beside Old Steady's.

The boys took up his worils in chorus.

"Goon! Goon!"
Whereupon, Sonora made a dash for the chip and

knocked it off of Trinidad's shoulder, blazing huskily

into his face as he did so

:

"You do, do you?"

In the twinkling of an eye Trinidad's jacket was

off and the two men were engaged in a hand-to-hand

scuffle.

" Soak him I " came from a voice s<Mnewhere in

ike crowd.
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" Hit him I " urged another.
" Bat him in the eye I " shrieked Handsome Char-

lie.

Finally Sonora succeeded in dirowing down his
opponent and sent him rolling along die floor, the
contents of his pockets marking his trail
The rafters of The Polka shook to a storm of

cheenng, and there is no telling when the men would
have ceased had not Nick interfered at that moment
byyellmgout:

"Boys, bcvs, here she is I"
"Here comes the Girl I" came simultaneously

from Happy Halliday, who had got a glimpse of her
commg down the trail.

None the worse for his defeat and fall, Trinidad
sprang to his fett; while Sonora made a dash for a
•cat. They had not been placed; whereupon he
cried out excitedly:

" The seats, boys, wherc's the seats? "

For the few minutes that preceded the Giri's en-
trance into the room no men were ever known to
work more rapidly or more harmoniously. They
fairly flew in and out of the room, now bringing in
the great whittlcd-up, weather-beaten benches and
placing them in school-room fashion, and then roll-
ing in boxes and casks which served as a ground-
hold for the planks which were stretched across diem
for desks. It was in the midst of these pilgrimages
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that Trinidad rushed over to Nick to ask whcth^
he did not think to^y a good time to put the ques-
tion to the Girl.

^

Nick's eyes twinkled up with merriment; neverthe.
less, his face took on a dubious look when presently
he answered:

"I wouldn't rush her, Trin— youVe got plenty
of time.

. .
.»' And when he proceeded to put

up the blackboard he almost ran into Sonora, who
stood by the teacher's desk getting into his frock
coat

"Hurry up, boys, hurry up I" urged Trinidad,
though he himself smilingly looked on.
A moment later the Girl, carrying a smaU book

of poems, walked quietly into their midst. She was
paler and not as buoyant as usual, but she managed
to appear cheerful when she said:

"Hello, boys I"
The men were aU smiles and returned her greeting

with: ^
"Hello, Girl I"
Then followed the presentation of their offer-

ings— mere trifles, to be sure, but given out of the
fuhiess of their hearts. Sonora led with a bunch
of berries, which was followed by Trinidad witK
an orange.

" From 'Frisco," he said simply, watching the ef-
feet of his words with pride.
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A bunch of berries was also Happy's contrJhu

" Regards."

dJ^Tv' u'"^
^'''*'"' ^""^ '^^ h^ '"». wentdown on h.. knee, and began to r«„„ve the Girl'.

^^Z^IT °" *^^"'»'' ^"^ ^'•''h wouldpro™ that they »,pected the real truth concerning

was all that At saw; nevertheless, she felt iU-at^se
«nd, unconsaously, repeated-

bra«t"'''..'r'."
'^''.*'" "''^'* » ««'« "<>«oravely: How's everythin' ? "

" BuUy
1

•• spoke up Hand«,me Charhe, who was

T^l d^'"
"'"'**• " '^ "' -- ^--Je on.

" Say, we missed you," acknowledged Sonora with
. world of tenderness in his voice. " NeverlT.^
you to desert The Polka for a whole week bef„e7

rvo, 1 I
, ^ .*' stammered ffuiltilv and

desk lest she should meet their gaze.

« ald^l"""^'"
''^'"''^'" ""'^'^'^^y announced Happy,

"Yes, I see it is," quickly answered the Girl,
brushmg away a tear that persisted in chnging to
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her eyelids; slowly, now, she drew off her gloves and
laid them on the desk.

" I guess I'm kind o* nervous to^lay, boys," s*-
-

began.

" No wonder," observed Sonora. " Road agent's
been in camp an' we missed a hangin*. I can't git
over that."

All a-quiver and not daring to meet the men's
gaze, much less to discuss the road agent with them,
the Girl endeavoured to hide her confusion by asking
Nick to help her off with her cape. Turning pres-
ently she said in a strained voice

:

"Well, come on, boys— come, now I"
Inunediately the boys fell in line for the opening

exercises, which consisted of an examination by the
Girl of their general appearance.

" Let me see your hands," she said to the man
nearest to her; a glance was sufficient, and he was
expelled from her presence. " Let me see yours,
Sonora," she commanded.
Holding his hands behind his back the man ad-

dressed moved towards her slowly, for he was con-
scious of the grime that was on them. Before he

ordered him none too
gently to go and wash them, cndmg with
phatic

an em-

((
Git I

n
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" Ycs'm," was his meek answer, though he calUA

bade « he disappeared: " Be«.bl^^^^^
The G.rl took up the word quiddy.
Boots I Ye,, an- look at them boots I" Anda. ead ma„ c^. up to her, " An' them bootsiTd.«n boots I Get m there the whole lot o' you an'

with her cape on h, arm near the desk she suddenlybe«me conscious that she stiU had her hood on. andat once began to remove it-a proceeding 4*^
brought out dearly the extraordinary pallor oTh^
foce wh.d,, gener^ty, fc^j , bright,Yalthy c^Urmg Now she bedconed to Nidc to draw near. Noneed for her to speak, for he had caught the que,.t.onmg look in her eye,, and it told him plainer *!^»y word, that ,he was am.iou, to hear o'f her overHe was about to teU her the little he knew whenwth hp. that trembled she finally whispered:

Have you heard anythin'? Do you think hegot through safe?

"

' ^^ °*

Nidc nodded in the affirmative.

«l'l'"'
''" °*: ''"" ^°'''" *« »"« on !n tb«•ame low voice; then, before Nidc could speak, she

condudedamdously: " But ..pose he LV ^
" Oh, he'U git through sure I We'U hear he's out

!!ir

Ml

Hi

h
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of this country pretty quick,** consoled the little bar*

keeper just as Ranee, unperceived by them, quietly

entered the room and went over to a chair by the

stove.



XVI

No man had more of a. At-^a ^c ^l
the Sheriff. Hi. D„it!o„ h, ? *' *^'^ *">

Wed d,e GW. di,co^ oTk ; f' ""l*"
''"•

g'cd to .pne,. hi. oid .V He^r't"-
1' "™«-

unconscious of the fact >h» i,.V j .
^ " ""»"»

cordial greeting to her td h /,
?"*"^ ""' ""'

JcrutinislLg hi^/LrS f a't:^e'"wh' "T
"^

fore, he shot a covert glance .Th ^ '
'^"'^

rorprise that h. .,„
''"• " ""^ "'th

ey^
that he saw an appealing loolc i„ her

but's^p^'t-LrdZ^fr r" *« ''"^-

.
.,

' ^\ ^on't thank me that he got awav » h. . -a

held-"
*^'' *'^ «"^ ^<^ pair you

This was the Girl's opportunity; she seized itAbout the three aces, I want to say tha!-»
it was Kance's turn to ;n*-«.r«,««. l« l .

bnitally.
interrupt, which he did

SBC

. ifl

m

ill

• «'
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" He'd better keep out of my country, that's alt."

" Yes, yes."

To the Girl, any reference to her lover was a stab.

Her face was pale with her terrible anxiety; notwith-

standing, the contrast of her pallid cheeks and masses

of golden hair gave her a beauty which Ranee, as he

met her eyes, found so extraordinarily tempting that

he experienced a renewed fury at his utter helpless-

ness. At the point, however, when it would seem

from his attitude that all his self-control was about to

leave him, the Girl picked up the bell on the desk

and rang it vigorously.

Began then the long procession of miners walking

around the room before taking their seats on the

benches. At their head was Happy Halliday, who
carried in his hands a number of slates, the one on

the top having a large sponge attached. These were

all more or less in bad condition, some having no

frames, while others were mere slits of slate, but all

had slate-pencils fastened to them by strings.

" Come alcmg, boys, get your slates
!

" sang out

Happy as he left the line and let the others file past

/him.

" Whoop !
" vociferated Trinidad in a burst of en-

thusiasm.

" Trin, you're out o* step there I
" reprimanded the

teacher a little sharply; and then addressing Happy
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Ae ord«rf him to take hi. pUc once more in the

latt. It wemed to the barkeeper « if the air of theroom had been freed of it, tension. No longer 4dhe expenenw a .e^e of Jertne„, , fedi„g d„e»me.4.ng o« of the ordinary wa. going ,„ hLppenZd
>t wa, with nnmen« relief that he heard the Girl tJ*up her duties and a»k:

^wintaKe

"a
^''" """^ ""* ''^' ^"»» l«»t year? »

tlon on thi. m,port«,t matter; maybe it was because^hp. were too dry to open,- m the end. how!

hIL • 'fT "" """""^S embarrasring,Hap^^ mo..tened hi. lip, ^4 ^i, tongue, a/d

ii« IS— IS— The effort was beyondh» men^ power, and he came to a helples, pau«iweUmg with miportance, and drawing forth the

a™5T4red~'""'"""'""^'''^''--''"P
"— is

' Old Joe MiUer', Joket' "

"That wiU do nicely." declared the Girl and
seated herself on the pine^ecorated box.

Now boys." continued Sonora. ever the most
considerate of pupils. " before we begin I propo« no

I;'
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drawin' of weppingg, drinkin' or iwcarin' in ichool
hours. The conduct of certain members wore on
teacher last term. I don't want to mention no names,
but I want Handsome an' Happy to hear what I'm
saym

.
And after a sweeping glance at his mates,

who, already, had begun to disport themselves and
jeer at the unfortunate pair, be wound up with : "

I,
that straight?"

"You bet it isl" yeUed the others in chorus;
whereupon Sonora droppeJ into his seat.

In time order was restored and now the Girl, look-
ing at Ranee out of her big, frightened, blue eyes,
observed:

" Ranee, last year you led oflF with an opcnin' ad-
dress, an'

—

"

" Yes, yes, go on SheriflFI " cried the boys, hailinir
her suggestion with delight.

Nevertheless, the Sheriff hesitated, seeing which.
Trimdad contributed:

"Let 'ergo. Jack I
'»

At length, fixing a look upon the Girl, Raace rose
and said significantly:

" I pass."

"Oh, then, Sonora," suggested the Girl, covering
up her embarrassment as best she could, " won't you
make a speech?"

^''^^— ^P^^^^'* exploded Sonora; and again:
Me— speak ? Oh, the devil I

"
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^^Sh^hl" came wamingly from .cveral of the

"Why, I didn't mean that. o» course," apoloirised

Go on I Go on I "urged the school.

" Gen^. I look on th!, place «. .omething more 'n
• pUce to «t around an' .pit on -die .tove I

improvised deskt before them.
/ F n tne

"With diew rem«-b," concluded Sonora, "I•* And witing the action to the word hePl».p.d himself down heavily upon the hS bt^to rise again .piicklj, with a cry of p,i„'a„d•tnke Trmidad a fierce blow, who, he rightiv su,

. lodgmg-place in die seat of hi, trousers

ve«M *"r "f ?' ®'''' """"'trance, pre-

?me that the m,tr«ment of torture was being ad-
J'»ted. from givrng vent to roars of laughterfand

f:l

M

^- I

^
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ioT i moment things in the •chool-room were rfe-
adedly boiiteroui.

"Sit down, boy«, lit down I" ordered the Girl
igim and again; but it was some moments before she
could get the school under control. When, finally,
the dcylarkmg had ceased, the Girl said in a voice
which, despite its strange weariness, was music to
their ears:

"Once more we meet together. There's ben a
lot happened o' late that has learned me that pVaps
I don t know as much as I tho't I did, an* I can't
teaA you much more. But if you're wiUin' to take
me for what I am —jest a woman who wants things
better, who wants everybody aU they ought to be,
why Im wiUin' to rise with you an' help reach
out— ' She stopped abruptly, for Handsome was
waving his hand excitedly at her, and asked a trifle
impatiently

: « What is it, Handsome ? »

Handsome rose and hurriedly went over to her.
" Whisky, teacher, whisky I I want it so bad -1"
The school rose to its feet as one man.
" Teacher I Teacher! " came tumultuously from

all, their hands waving frantically in the air. And
then without waiting for permission to speak the cry
went up : " Whisky I Whisky I

"

" No, no whisky," she denied them flatly.

Gradually the commotion subsided, for all knew
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o^non^on judgm«t 00 4. „,!„._, ..bj.« 4,

r T •
.""' '" ** ™*' o^ ">"» *e door w«

P«.l..d .lowty bw.,d „d Tl,e Sidney D„ck. ^^I"d.e deuce of ,p.de. which the Sheriff h.d pimied toh» J.cket when he b«Uri,ed him from their pr.^„tfor cheating « c^d^ .tood on the threAold, Jk!»« «ncert.mly about him. At once M eyei were
/ocuied upon him. " "

»as followed by a general movement toward, him.
which « rniprewed The Sidney Ducit that he turnedon h.. hed and wa. fleeing for hi. life when a ctvfrom the Girl .topped him.

^
" Boj™, boy.," „!d the Girl in a reproving voice.wh.<A „Ienced them ahno.t i„«.ntly; then, beckon:Mg to S.d to approach, she went on in her most

gentle tone.
:

" I wa. je.t gittin' to you. Sid. a. Ipromised. You can stay."

Looking like a whipped dog The Sidney Duck ad-vanced warily towards her.

Sonora's brow grew thunderous
What, here among gentlemen? "

And that his protest met w= h !n.tanta«eou. tf.

(
'

N

Pll
I I"I

i
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provil WM ihown by the way the minen shifted uo-
eatily in their ie«tt tnd shouted threateniiiffly:

"Git! Git I"
^^^

" Why, the fcUow's a—" began Trinidad, but got
no Either, for the Girl stopped him by exclaiming:

f I know, I know, Trin— I've tho't it all over I

"

For the next few minutes the Girl stood strangely
still and her face became very grave. Never before
had the men seen her in a mood like this, and they
exchanged wondering glances. Presently she said:

" Boys, of late a man in trouble has been on my
mind—" She paused, her glance having caught die
peculiar light which her words had caused to appear
in Ranee's eyes, and lest he should misunderstand her
meaning, she hastened to add: " Sid, o' course—
an' I feU to thinkin' o' die Prodigal Son. He done
better, didn't he?"
"But a card sharp," objected Sonora from the

depths of his big voice.

"Yes, diat's what I" interjected Trinidad, bel-
figerently.

The Girl's eyebrows lifted and a shade of resent-
ment was in the answering voice

:

" But s'pose there was a moment in his life when
he was called upon to find a extra ace—-can't we
forgive 'im ? He says he's sorry— ain't you, Sid ? "

AH the while the Girl had been speaking The
Sidney Duck kept his eyes lowered and was swallow-
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«ig nervoudy. Now he niMd them «nd, with t
feeble .ttempt to .imuUte penitence, he .cknowl-

deSlld!**
^"^^ """"**• ^*^*«^«^«»' ^«

I " But if I 'tdn't got ciught thing, would '«• been
different Oh, yee, I'm iorry."

In an in.unt the Girl was at his side removing the
deuce of spades from his coat.

.,y\^ y**" «•* y«»' cfcwce," she said with trem-
bhng hps. " Now go an» sit down."
A broad smile was creeping over The Sidney

Ducks countenance as he moved towards the
other&j but Happy took it upon himself to limit its
spread.

"
'^'i\^^'^

" h« Wazed, striking the man in the
face. And git out of here I

"

"Happy, Happy!" cried the Girl. Her voice
was so charged with reproach that The Sidney Duck
was allowed by the men to pass on without any fur-
ther molwtation. Nevertheless, when he attempted
to sit beside them, they moved as far away as possible
from him and compelled him to take a stool that
stood apart from the benches which held them to-
gcther in friendly proximity.

At this point Trinidad inquired of the Girl
whether she meant to infer that honesty was not the
best policy, and by way of illustration, he went on to
say:

17

t,

I

V,
i
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" S'posin' my watch had no works an* I waa to

•ell it to the Sheriff for one hundred dollars. Would
you have much respect for me?

"

For the briefest part of a second the Girl seemed
to be reflecting.

"I'd have more respect for you than for the
Sheriff," she answered succinctly.

"Hurrah I Whooped Whoop I" yelled the
men, who were delighted both with what she said
as well as her pert way of saying it.

It was in the midst of these shouts that Billy
Jackrabbit and Wowkle, unobserved by the others,
quietly stole into the room and squatted themselves
down under the blackboard. When the merriment
had subsided Ranee rose and took the floor. His
face was paler than usual, though his voice was
calm when presently he said:

" Well, bein' Sheriff, I'm careful about my com-
pany—I'll sit in the bar. Cheats and road
agents "— and here he paused meaningly gnd glanced
from The Sidney Duck to the Giri—" ar'n't jest in
my line. I walk in the open road with my head up
and my face to the sun, and whatever I've pulled up,
you'll remark I've always played square and stood
by the cyards."

" I know, I know," observed the Giri and fell
wearily into her seat; the next instant she went on
more confidently

: " An' that's the way to travel—
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in the straight road. But if ever i don't trav that
road, or you—

"

"You always will, you bet," observed Nick with
feehng.

'' You bet she willl " shouted the others.

^^

"But if I don't," continued the Girl, insistently,

1 hope there'll be someone to lead me back—
back to the right road. 'Cause remember, Ranee,
some of us are lucky enough to be born good, while
others have to be 'lected."

" That's eloquence! " cried Sonora, moved almost
to tears; while Ranee took a step forward as if about
to make some reply; but the next instant, his head
held no longer erect and his face visibly twitching,
he passed into the bar-room.

A silence reigned for a time, which was broken at
last by the Girl announcing wit|i great solemnity:

" If anybody can sing ' My Country 'Tis,' Acad-
cmy's opened."

At this request, really of a physical nature, and
advanced in a spirit of true modesty, all present,
curiously enough, seemed to have lost their voices
and nudged one another in an endeavour to get the
hymn started. Someone insisted that Sonora should
go ahead, but that worthy pupil objected giving as
his excuse, obviously a paltry one and trumped up
^or the occasion, that he did not know the words.
There was nothing to it, therefore, but that the In-

"-t
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^ans ahould render the great American anthcn,.

^h nvVT"^"*,
''^^^^y ^'^^^ ^ °A«n. their

high-pitchcd, nasal voices presently began:

"My country 'tis of thee,

^weet land of liberty,

Of thee I sing"

" Well if that ain»t sarkismi " interjected Sonorabetween the lines of the hymn.

u Land where our fathers iBed—"

'• You bet they died tard I " cut in Trinidad. roH-

faii'^
"P"""! » « «»>>i«l imitation of the

" ^>"l of the Pilgrim's frtde,
From every mountain side
Let freedom ring."

AH die whUe the Indians were singing the lastIme, of the hymn the Girl-, face was a study

"

remmjscent dre^ns, but when they had finished andwere leavmg the room, ,bc came back to earth, as
It were and clapped her hands, an appreciation
wh^^^brought forth from Wowkle Tgratl^l

"I would like to read you a little ytru from «book of poems." presently went on the teacher; uid
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when the men had given her their attention, she read
with much feeling:

ft t No star is ever lost tve once have seen,
We always may he what we might have been.' "

"Why, what's the matter?" inquired Sonora,
greatly moved at the sight of the tears which, of a
sudden began to run down the teacher's cheeks.

Why, what's- ?" came simultaneously from
the others, words failing them.

TMrK^r*"'"';
°°'^^"'' °"^y ^* J"* ^^"^^^ o^er ^ne that

1 U be leavm you soon," stammered the Girl. " How
can I do It? How can I do it? " she wailed.

Sonora gazed at her unbelievingly.
"Do what? "he said.

"What did she say? " questioned Trinidad.
Now Sonora went over to her, and asked:
What d'you say? Why, what's the matter?"

Slowly the Girl raised her head and looked at him
through half^losed lids, the tears that stiU clung to
them, blinding her almost. Plainly audible in the
silence of the room the seconds ticked away on the
clock and StiU she did not speak; at last she mur-
mured:

" Oh, It's nothin', nothin', only I jest remembered
I ye promised to leave Cloudy soon an', p'r'aps, we
might never be togedier again— you an' me an' The

.11
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Polka. Oh, it took me jest like that when I see*
your dear, ol' facet, your dear, plucky, ol' faces an»
realised that-" She could not go on, and buried
her face m her hands, her glistening blonde head
shaking with her sobs.

It was thus that the SheriflF, entering a moment

'

later, found her. Without a word he resumed his
seat in front of the fire.

Sonora continued to stare blankly at her. He was
too dazed to speak, much less to think. He broke
silence slowly.

" What— you leavin' us ?
"

'• Leavin' us? " inquired Happy, incredulously.
Careful, girl, careful," warned Nick, softly.

The Girl hesitated a moment, and then went reck-
lessly on:

" It's bound to happen soon."
Sonora looked more puzzled than ever; he rested

his hand upon her desk as if to support himself, and
said:

" I don't quite understand. Great Gileadl Wc
done anythin' to offend you? "

" Oh, no, no, nol " she hastened to assure him, at
the same time letting her hand rest upon his.

But this explanation did not satisfy Sonora. Anx-
ious to discover what she had at heart he went on
sounding:
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short, painfully intensified the hush that had fallenon the room; at last, the boys becoming impatient
began to bombard her with questions.

Be you goin' to show them Ridge boys we've
petered out an' culture's a dead dog here? " begannappy, rising. *

" Do you want them to diink Academy's busted ? "
asked Handsome.

taUy. VWhy what is it, Girl? Has anybody-
tell me— perhaps—

"

.
The Girl raised her head and dried her eyes; when

u !!??'
^^^^ '°"^^ ^^^^^ ^«'d a pin drop.

Oh, no, no, no," she said with averted face, and
added ^emulously: " There, we won't say no more
about It Let's forgit it. Only when I go away Iwant to leave the key o' my cabin with Old Sonora
here, an I want you aU to come up sometimes, an'
to think o me as the girl who loved you all, an' some-
tones IS wishm' you weU, an' I want to think o'
little Nidc here rumim' my bar an' not givin' the boys
too much whisky." Her words died away in a sob

Ik,:
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«nd her heid f^ forward, her hand, the while, iw-Mig upon Nick's shoulder.

At list, Sonort saw what hiy beneath her tean-

Hold on I 'he cried hoartcly. " There's ietf on*,
reason for the Girl to leave her'home .n"ri^^^^
only one: There must be some feUow away from

ot us. And tummg once more upon the Girl, hedemanded excitedly: "I, that it? Speak!"
The Girl raised her tear^taincd face and lookedom m the eye.

"«m^u

" Likes—
" she repeated widi a world of meaninir

WcU. so hdp me I " ejaculated Happy, unhap.
P^Iy, while Sonora, with head bent lowf w«t o^^
to nis seat.

»dra together to doom the situation.

The Girl oune down from her M.t on the pl«l>form «nd went owr to them.

no, boy^ there's no mistike about this. Oh. Trin I
"

«fce burat oat tearfuUy, and two «,ft a^. crept gnuly
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•bout hi. ned.. "4.; So„ora^Ah, Sonor.

hi^^ K- f«/»»«d herself on her tiny toes andluMwi him on the left cheek.

.

The next instint she was gone.

M:
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Whatever may be said to the contrary, there are
few more humiliating moments in a man's life than
when he learns that some other person has supplanted
him in the affections of his adored one. And it was
the Girl's knowledge of this, together with her de-

sire to spare the feelings of her two old admirers,

—

for in her nature there was ever that thoughtfulness

of others which never permitted her to do a mean
thing to anyone,— that had caused her to flee so pre-

cipitously from the room.

But painful as was their humiliation as they stood
in silence, gazing with saddened faces at the door
through which the Girl had gone out, their cup of
bitterness was not yet full. The next moment the

Sheriff, his lips curled inscrutably, said mockingly:

"Well, boys, the right man has come at last.

Take your medicine, gentlemen."

His words cut Sonora to the quick, and it was with

difficulty that he braced himself to hear the worst.

"Who's the man?" he inquired gruffly.

The Sheriff's eyes fastened themselves upon him;
at length with deadly coldness he drawled out:

" Johnson's the man."

All the colour went out of Sonora's face^ while his

lips ejaculated:



GIRL OF THE GOLDEN WEST 310
"GoIA'mlghtyl"

Md made . quick movement toward, the Sherl

But Ranee was not to be denied. Seeing Nick ad-vanang toward, them he caUed upon him to yjlh.. word,, but that individual merely looked «r,t Mone and d,.„ Ac other and did not an.w^, whiA
•ilence infuriated Sonora.

«^^J'J°l^^' "^ • ^''h'Midwithan
.
angry look m his eye.

"Tor you, Sonora? Why he tol' me the sameA.ng." protested Trinidad with an earnestness Zl
fiL^nitr-''™"'"^'

•"''' «'--»-

par^^T'ofr^e."'""'
'" ''""^= "' "^ '""> «

" Well, for a first-dass liar . ( ••

'•You bet I " corroborated Trimdiid, 'relapsing, de-
•pite his anger, into his pet phrase.

For some minutes the dejected suitors continued in

anoAer, he boys, meanwhile, proceeding to clear
the school.r«,m of the benches, casks Jfd planl^hfong or rolhng them back into phce a, if they w«^made of paper.

'

All of a 8uddcn Sonora's face cleared perceptibly.
Turning swiftly to the Sheriff, who sat tilted back b

Ui

I ^ i
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• chair before the fire, he Mid with unexpected cheer.
ruhicM of voices

;;Why,John.on».deiiA He got .w«y, ««»-»•

^
ret, he got away," remarked Ranee, dully, .hafc

iflg the aihea from hit cigar, which antwer, together
with the peculiar look which Sonora saw on the other',
face, made h,m at once tuipiciou. that something
was being held back from them which they had a
right to know. It came about, therefore, that, with
• hasty movement towards the Sheriff, his eyes glar-
mg, his voice husky, Sonora demanded:

" JaA Ranee, I caU on you as Sheriff for John-
•on I He was in your county."

Instandy the ciy was taken up by the others, but
It was Trmidad who, shaking his fist in Ranee's face,
supplemented

:

^

" You hustle up an' run a bridle through your p'int
o teeth or your boom for reflection 's over, you lily,
fingered gambler I

*» '

But the Sheriff did not move a muscle, though after
a moment he answered coolly:

"Oh, I don't know as I give a damn . . J"
Which reply, to say the least, was somewhat discon-
certmg to the men who had surrounded him and were
eyeing him threateningly.

^ No talk— we want Johnson," insisted Trinidad,
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"We want Johnion," echoed the crowd in lowt«we voice., their fi.t. clenched.

^'

.w^t? f""'\f^,
""^ ^"^''' ^"* «I«Jy puffing

P«ce. iTeiently a voice outtde callinir "Bov.l'»

" ?•'• '^
—

" •»««« the Sheriff and atoDoed. Tl,.

Phtt'
W"*

*K- T'"*
^"«° ""^^S tri^

t«l. ^.•g,.""^'"' 'owTd. him R„ce .Aedrensciy
. Did you get him ? »'

" ^«»

—

we've got him."

T«, Johitton," .firmed the Welb F«go Aoent

**». m«.ded. w« hftmg , heavy caA to a bench

^^il^L'^'' ^""•** --'""^ -

at 11^ n"7 ''".^^^•' ""t'Htiou, confirmation.M which pandemonium broke loose, Nick alone ap-

fh

Hi
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Pwing dejected Md moroKsIooking. For hi,W
of h.. tikmg „j, p,rt whitwever in wbtt he beli«redw.. oppoKd .0 her happh^,. q., 4. ^~'^
dough when he perceived d..t Nick w„ eyeig te^'«e.d.Iy he w., «ref«l u> lower hi. eye. I^O^kZ

.„?; ^* *"•"'• ""•"« «o be,r Nick'. Krutiny

" WeU, I didn't do it, Nick, I didn't do it" But

'•NoTh! r:i'
''
iri"" "" •« "« •oded

JIow he be dwmedl There', m end of John-

The word, were hardly out of hi. mouth, howeverA.n John«», hi. .r™ bound, followed b^ aTd^
nqr, «rode mto the room with the courage of onewho ha. long faced death, and .tood befo

'
theZ

r^^'re^r""
'"''"• "^-^ «''•"'<' -"•^'"

John«m. «ve mmute, wUI do for you." R„ce gaveto the word, a peculiar acc«,t and inflection, but d,i.

calm than before; he returned cri^ly:
" I think ,0."

" So thi, i, the gentleman the Girl lore.? " Sc
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1 fctt • the gentleman "— he wai lairin. •!,.

" It'i the Girl I
" cried vj-t :« a-

time rudiing over toTh:f . •

•"*^' "' **** ""»«
A.ku J .

"* °°**'* *o intercept her • whil«

3„ merely to «y 4,t ,1,. ^.j f
• '

. """f•""'»*<' *« P'i«oner with «,ch , look of

ZnZ I'vr *« ^'* '-^^ "« fi-di'^

«

"Why, you-" begM Sono« with « hurriedmovo^ent towards the prironcr.

Shenlf. commg forward to take a hand in the pro.

1

111
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cwduigj. "I handle the rope— pick the bet
• • •

v,'^'f*.^"'lT- • • •"••idSooormmipatiently,
while Tnnidad interposed with hit utual, " You bet I

"

"One moment," laid the prisoner as the miners
started to go out; and, strange to relate, the SheriflF
ordered the men to halt Turning once more to the
prisoner, he said:

" Be quick— what is it?
"

" It is true," began the unfortunate road agent in
an even, unemotional voice, " that I love the GirL"
At these words Ranee's arms flew up threateningly,

while a mocking smile sprang to his lips.

" WeU, you won't in a minute," he reminded him
grimly.

The taunt brought no change of expression to the
prisoner's face or change of tone in his voice as he
went on to say that he did not care what they did to
him; that he was prepared for anything; and that
every man who travelled the path that he did faced
death every day for a drink of water or ten minutes'
sleep, concluding calmly:

" You've got me and I wouldn't care but for the
GirL"

" You've got just three minutes I " A shade al-
most of contempt was in Sonora's exclamation.

"Yes
. . .!" blazed Trinidad.

There was an impressive silence; then in a voice
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Aat trmbled strangely between pride and humiUty
Johnson continued

:

" I don't want her to know my end. Why, that
would be an awful thought for her to go on with aU
her life— that I died out dicre-near at hand.
Why, boys, she couldn't stay here after that— she
couldn't . . ,"

" That's understood," replied Ranee, succinctly.
" I'd like her to think," went on the prisoner, with

difficulty choking back the tears, " that I got away
clear and went East and changed my way of living.
So you just drag me a good ways from here before
you—" He stopped abruptly and began to swal-
low nervously. When he spoke again it was with a
perceptible change of manner. " And when I don't
write and she never hears why she wiU say, •

he's for-
gotten me,' and that will be about enough for her to
remember, because she loved me before she knew
what I was— and you can't change love in a min-
utc."

An the while Johnson had been speaking the
Sheriff's jealousy had been growing steadily until,
finally, turning upon the other with a succession of
oaths he struck him a fierce blow in the face.

" I don't blame you," returned the prisoner with-
out a trace of malice in his voice. " Strike me again— strike me—-one deadi is not enough for me.
Damn me— I wish you could. , . . Qh, why

'J

4
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couldn't I ''.T'^^P"" rn. ««y I c«„e1..rway_ but It', too late now, it's too late "

hJr'*"'"- T"^"^^ ^A hi. nod. Mappedh« finger, mdicatrng tl.at the prisoner', time wa.

" DepI •• caDed the Sherijf, sharply.

rou teU the Girl— no, come to think of it, Nick
don't say anything . . ."

« «. mac,

"Come on, youl " ordered Happy.
Whereupon with a rfiout »,d «, imprecation themen removed en masse to the door.

•
!' ^''" 1"*"™'«J Nick at this' juncture, rushing

r,rr '!","'«*«"'• I *!>*. conriderin- .. howshe am t gom to see no more o' Mr. John«m here, an'fa.owm' the Girl', feelin'.- well. I think she o,^^t
to have a chance to " *

Nick was not allowed to finish, for instantly the^were up m arms raising a most vigorous ob-
jectKm to his proposal; but. notwithstanding, Nick,
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oridcntly bent upon caUing the Girl, started for the
door.

"No," objected Ranee, obstinately.

upon the Shenff with a desperately hopeless expref
sion upon his face, he said

:

" Jack Ranee, dierc were two of us— I've had my
chance. Inside of ten minutes I'U be dead and it
wiU be aU your way. Couldn't you let me—

"

He paused, and ended almost piteously with:
Oh, I Aought I'd have the courage not to ask, but.

Uh, couldn t you let me— couldn't you—

"

Once more Nick intervened by shrewdly prevari-
catmg:

"Here's the Girl, boys I"
But this ruse of Nick's met with no greater success

Aan his previous efforts, for Ranee, putting his foot
down heavily upon the stove, voiced a vigorous pro-
test

" AU right," said the prisoner, resignedly. Nev-
ertheless, his face reflected his disappointment.
Turning now to Nick he thanked hun for his efforts
in his behalf.

" You must excuse Ranee," remarked the little bar-
keeper with a significant look at the Sheriff, " for bein'
80 smaU a man as to deny the usual cour-tesies, but
he am't quite himself."

Weary of their caviUing, for he believed that in

11 i
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tbe end the Sheriff would canr hi. b™.. - • j
mined to go before hi. co^IZM^J^t^
n..de . movement u»^^'^J^tt''l°^

«-onic, boys— come."
^^«t, odd as it may seem, Nick', word, had taken

"Wait a mmute," Ranee tempori«d.
i lie prwoncr halted.

tbi'^'^^. ^•» •»"••"« "uu. M to deny

roif^tfr"*'^-'^-^-^
Xr.- t • r *J

"'' *» y"' Mr. JohiMon-^f^rjj^week m he, cabin there m.y bem« ,0 know

r« l«pt to Joha«»-. ^, he^^j,„^_
" Ranee, joa don't imow what you're lavin' •• r^

^.«. Nick. c.«i^ H.^ fc^ ^^«^^
the Sheriff, doggedly.

"«• » wn atmoA

" You bet I » affirmed Trinidwl
Nickl Nick! " called ik* r2s-tcalled fte Garf once more, and
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-iKr^ '~''^ '^ '""' "'—I "»'t wmt

bJt^Tr^'*'^™""'' B°y.«i«fc"«ndthe

m. It.'/ f
"""', '^"*»" AndSonora.PM a coople of men at tho« window,! " And »

ate„4 ° °°°'* "" °°t ""«^d«nce when the Girl

h.^' ^'iST-lT
**? cl"""*^ teUher-lieto

a«ia.» il ^^ L"**''~^8 back to Ke her^ "»<• "P"-"! the pri«»er, hi. throat trem.

there, had come wamingly from the Sheriff a. he
po«tedtothedoorth.tledtotheba^,^ " *"

1 i
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"Well, yon see, the boyt— the boyi hu-rha*
^—" began Nick confusedly and stopped.

"The boys-**' Therewasa<iaestionmtlieGirl*t

voice.

"Has gone."

"Gone where?"
" Why, to the Pahnetter," came out feebly from

Nick; and then with a sudden change of manner, he

added: " Oh, say, Girl, I likes you I" And here he

laid his hand affectionately upon her shoulder.

" You've been my religion— the bar an* you. Why,

you don't never want to leave us— why, I*d drop

dead for you.**

"Nick, yott*re very nice to

—

" began the Girl,

gratefully, and stopped, for at that instant a gentle

tap came upon the door. Turning swiftly, she saw

Johnson coming towards her.

" Girl I
** he cried in an agony of joy, and held out

his arms to receive her.

" You? You? ** she admonished softly.

" Don't say a word," he whispered hurriedly

" You shouldn't have come back," she said with

knitted brow.
" I had to*— to say good-bye once more.** And

his voice was so filled with tenderness that she readily

forgave him for the indiscretion.

" It's all right, it's all right," murmured Nick, his

hand still on the door, which he had taken the pre-
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caution to bolt after the Girl had ganed through

There was a moment's silence; then, going over to
the windows, the Girl puJled down the curtains.

The boys are good for quite a little bit," she said
aa she came back. " Don't git nervous— TU sive
you warnin' ..."

Nick, unwiUing to witness the heartrending scene
which he foresaw would follow, noiselessly wididrew
into the bar-room, leaving the prisoner alone with
tne Girl.

"Don't be afraid, my Girl," said Johnson, softly.
But the Girl's one thought, after her first gladness,

was of his safety:

•• But you can't git away now widiout bein' seen? "
Yes, there's another way out of Cloudy,— and

I m going to take it."

The grimness of his meaning was lost on the Girl,
who answered urgently:

" Then go— go I Don't wait, go now I
»*

Johnson smiled a sad little smile

:

" But remember diat I'm sorry for the past, and --
and don't forget me," he said, widi an odd break in
his voice,— so odd diat it roused the Girl into startled
wonderment.

"Forget you? .Why, Dick . . J"
"I mean, till we meet again," he reassured ket

nastUy.

I !

h ;
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hiJ^ ^IT'^. • *~'"*^ '^ "" f'*" '«

A^mM^"''
Then, with , nervou. itire.

" Did he aUl? "

nnl^^i
"*'"-•'•'" '~°'~." ;»<»«» «oM her

unatetdily.

" Oh, every day that dawns FU wait for a metsace
from you. I'll feel you wanting me. Every i^iU M7 townorrow, and every to-morrow FU say to-
«y ... Oh, you've changed the whole world
for me I^ I can't let you go, but I must, Dick. I must.
. . . And bursting into tears, she buried her
taoe on his dioulder, repeating piteously, between
Jjhakmg sobs, "Oh, Fm so afraid,- Fm .o

He held her close, the strength of his arms around

afraid, he aaid m tones that were ahnost steady.
In a few mmutes I'll be quite free, and then—'»

• An' you'U make a little home for me when you're
free -- soon- wiU you ? " asked the Girl, with a wan
•mde dawnwg on her trembling lips. She was dry.
ing her eyes and did not see how the light died out of
tile man's face, as he gazed down at her hungrily,
hopelessly. This time he could not trust himself to
speak, but merely nodded " yes."

^ "^. f?^^^
^*'^' ^" «««« over me," went on

the Girl, brokenly, " a fcelin' to hold you— to ding
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*» yon— not to let you BO Samtt.:.' • i

He WiU had the manhood to olav hi. «.» . ^ j
*.« suddenly broke .i.^ SZ^Jl^t'

b~n^!iV:hTof?.""^' '"^^' "'••

Wve BroughttetL^'l^l^r-"tT
'"•

man like mc I
»»

"wven,— you, to loire a

" Don't say that, Oh, don't tav tha» » .h^ k- * j
to .ay with a great tendemeu"K, *' ^"™1^

We both came out o' nothin* •«*— . i.
—"^P^*

Win' we're goin' to .^.^Z^.':^^^^
Wehadto be lifted up like thi.Th^'I~d?"'

""

Johmon ,r,ed to ^eak. but the worf. would notcome. It^ the„fo„^ ^^ ^
<^o«

n>«t, presently, he heard Ni<± at A. ^-5
" If" .11 clear now." * '^~'' "5™*
John«m wheeled round, but Nick had flown.

"Good-iyel"
The Girl', face wore a puzrfed lo.*, «rf rf,, ^m

III
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him that he a,cted it if they were never going to

meet again.

"An* we are, we are, ain't we?" the questioned

eagerly.

A faint little smile hovered about the comers of

the road agent's mouth when presently he answered

:

" Why, surely we are . . ."

His words cleared her face instantly.

" I want you to think o' me here jest waitin'," she

said. " You was the first— there'll never be any-

one but you. Why, you're the man I'd want sittin'

across the table if there was a little kid like I was

playin' under it. I can't say no mere 'n that. Only

you— you will— you must get through safe an*

come back— an' well, think o' me here jest waitin',

jest waitin', waitin' . . ."

At these words a tightness gripped the man's throat,

and in the silence that followed the tears ran steadily

down his cheeks.

" Oh, Girl, Girl," at last he said, " that first night

I went to your cabin I saw you kneeling, praying.

Say that in your heart again for me now. Perhaps

I believe it— perhaps I don't ... I hope I

do— I want to— but say it, say it. Girl, just for the

luck of it— say it . . ."

Quickly the Girl crossed herself, and while she sent

a silent prayer to Heaven Johnson knelt at her knees,

his head bowed low.
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J.'f^K*!!'" f"'"
^' '»»^»'«d when the prayerw«. finidied and arce to hi. feet; then bending overher hand he touched it wftly with hi. lip..

the
^'^^'^ " ^' '^'^ '^^'^"^^'r and .Urted for

leJ m^fr^
"ca'nc -lowly in return, her face nolew moMt than hi.. Pre.ently d,e murmured likeone m a dream: " Didc, Dick I

"

The man hastened hi. .tep. and did not tuni. At

.^li^r^'G^T'^iH^
But when the Girl looked up he had reached the

open. She Ii.tencd a moment to the retreating .tep.,

.^kIL?""* ^"u
!!»''"»'"«d ^»« above her a^..le

sobbed out: "He', gone^he'. gone-he'.^
• . .1

She .tartcd m pur.uit of him, but half-way acroM the room Ae feU into Nick', arm., crying

"He', gone, he', gone, he', gone I Dickl Dick!

.K ^v^l^^l "f
'"^'^ *' *' "«^* °^ *^« Girl'. «,rrow,

the httlc barkeeper did hi. bc.t to soodic her, now
patting her little blonde head a. it re.ted upon hi.
arm, now murmuring word, of loving tendemew.

Suddenly .he raised her head, and then it wa. that
she .aw for the first time the men standing huddled
together near the door. In a flash the truth of the
situation dawned upon her. With a look of inde-

'i
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•cribtble horror upon lier face the tnrned upon Nick,
turned upon them all with:

" You knew, Nick—.you all knew you had *mil
You knew you had 'im an* you're goin' to kiU »inil
But you than't— no, you shan't kiU 'im— you shan't— you shan't . . .1"

Once more she started in pursuit of her lover, but
only to faU with her face against the door, sobbing
as if her heart would break.

Outside there was nothing in the enchanting scene
to suggest finality. Nature never was more prodigal
of her magic beauties. The sun stiU shone on the
winter whiteness of the majestic mountains; the great
•rch of sky was still an azure bbe; the wild things
itill roamed the great forest at will.

Life indeed was very beautifiiL

Minutes passed and still die Girl wept
A wonderful thing happened then~ and as sud-

denly as it was characteristic of these impulsive and
tender-hearted men. Ii. thinking over their action
long afterwards die Girl recaUed how for an uistant
she could believe neither her ears nor her eyes.
With Sonora it was credible, at least; but widi
Ranee— it seemed wonderful to her even when
observed through the vista of many years. And yet,
men like Ranee more often than not exhibit to die
world die worst side of their nature. It is only
when some catadysra of feeling bursts that dieir in-
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And w it «„,. .boat th.t Sonor._ «„, 0/ .h.

hetrin' what you taid an» .i.*.;«» . .
^ '

*"

^^ ^^^
/ou Mid, an teem you prayin' over the

Ranee', face h't up scornfully.

. ^?* c»» ? " he cut in, objecting to a term «k- u
- ::« ^-^'equently uaed affectionatd^ '"" "'^^

'€», the am," rq)eaied Sonon aU th. ™'-j-
fwaeM gone f«m w. h^^ no^ "7^ .

"?*
"..yb. God'. b,ck of thi. -ere ^. ..

^ "^ " «^«

«^ hi'*'
*?" '~ •^•'"f '•«'"*« w" hoping

You« not gom- to p„II ,|,e rope on 'im f
"

hi. J T" ' •"^ ''«'" "»« from R,„ce

J'^?^*"-
''" ^"*'" '«P«««' *« Girl, timidly"d not d«mg to meet iii, g,re.

^'

^^1« him go," .m«,„„„d the Sheriif in .pite of
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" You let *im go? " questioned the Girl, still in a.

daze. V

" That's our verdict, an' we're prepared to back
It up," declared Sonora widi a smile on his weathered
face, though the tears streamed down his cheeks.
The Gu-I's face illumined with a great joy. She

did not stop now to dissipate the tears which she saw
rolling down Sonora's face, as was her wont when
any of the boys were grieved or distressed, but fairly
flew out of the cabin, calling half-frantically, half^sc-
statically:

"Dick I Did^I You're free I You're free I

You're free . . .1"

The minutes passed and stiU the miners did not
teove. They stood with an air of solemnity gazing
silently at one another. Only too weU did they real-
ise what was happemng to them. They were
mconsolable. Presently, Sonora, aU in a heap on a
bench, took out some tobacco and began to chew
it as fast as his mouth would let him; Happy, going
over to the teacher's desk, picked up the bunch of ber-
nes which he had presented her at the opening of the
school session and began to fondle them; whUe Trin-
idad, too overcome to speak, stood leaning against the
door, gazing sadly in the direction that the Girl had
taken. As for Ranee, after calling to Nick to bring
iiim a drink, he quietly brought out a pack of cards
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from his pocket and, seemingly, became absorbed in
a game of soliuire.

A little while Uter, his eyes stiU red from weeping,
Nick remarked:

"The Polka won't never b^ the same, boys— the
Girl's gone."

-i
/
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The soft and velvety blackness of night was giving
place to a pearly grey, and the feathery streaks of a
trembling dawn were shooting heavenward when a
man, whose head had been pillowed on a Mexican
saddle, rose from the ground m front of a tepee, made
of blankets on crossed sticks, and seated himself on
an old tree-stump where he proceeded to light a ciga-

rette.

In the little tepee, sheltered by an overhanging
rock, the Girl was still sleeping; and the man, sitting

opposite the mound of earth and rock on which it was
built, was Johnson.

A week had passed since the lovers had left Cloudy
Mountain, and each day, at the moment when the sun
burst above the snow-capped mountains, found them
up and riding slowly eastward. No attempt what-
ever was made at haste, but, instead, now climbing
easily to the top of the passes, now descending into

the valleys, they rode slowly on, ever loathe to leave

behind them the, great forests and high mountains.

Noon of each day found them always resting in

some glen where the sun made golden lace-work of
the branches over their heads; while at the approach
of night when the great orb was no longer to be seen

through the tree-tops and twilight was fast settling

340
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Y^ the woods, they would halt near a pool of a
dancing brook where, with the reliah of fatigue, they
would partake of their rations; and then, when the
silences came on, Johnson would proceed to put up
with loving skill the GirFs rude quarters and, stretch-
mg himself out on a gentle slope, covered with pine
needles matted close together, the man and the Girl
would go to sleep listening to the music of the stream
as It gurgled and dashed along, foaming and leaping,
over the rocks and beneath the little patches of snow
forgotten by the sun. And to these two, whether in
the depths of the vast forest or, as now, at the edge of
the merciless desert, stretching away like a world
without end, their rnvirooment seemed nothing less
than a paradise.

There were moments, however, in the long days,
which could be devoted to reHection; and often John-
son pondered over the strange fate that had brought
him under the influence— an influence which held
him now and which he earnestly prayed would con-
tinue to hold him— and into close relationship with
a character so different from his own. A contempla-
tion of his past life was wholly unnecessary, for the
realisation had come to him that it was her persona!-
ity alone that had awakened his dormant sense of
what was right and what was wrong, and changed
the course of his life. That his future was full of
possibUities, evU as well as good, he was only too

m
<ti|
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wcU aware; nevertheless, his faith in himself wai
that of a strong man whose powers of resistance, in
this case, would be immeasurably strengthened by con-
stant association with a stronger character.

It was while he was in the midst of these'thoughts
diat the Girl without letting him see her, qui!dy
drew the blankets of the tepee a little to one side and
peered out at him. She, too, had not been without
her moments of meditation. Not that she regretted
for an mstant that she had committed herself to him
irrevocably but, rather, because she feared lest he
should find It difflcult to detach himself, soul and
body, from the adventurous life he had been lead-
ing. Such painful communings, however, were rare
and quickly dismissed as unworthy of her; and now
as she looked at him with faith and joy in her eyes, it
seemed to her that never before had she seen him
appear so resolute and strong, and she rejoiced that
he belonged to her. At the thought a blush spread
over her features, and it was not until she had drawn
Ac blankets back into their pkce that she called from
behmdthem:

" Are you awake, Dick ? "

At the sound of her voice the man quickly arose
and, gomg over to the tepee, he parted the blankets
and held them open. And even as she passed out
the grcyneas of dawn was replaced by silver, and
•liver by pink tints which lighted up the pale green
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of the sage brush, the dwarf shrubs and clumps of
Buffalo grass around them as well as the darker
green of the pines and hemlocks of the foothUls in
the near distance.

" Another day, Girl," he said softly. " See, the
dawn is breaking I"

For some moments they stood side by side in
silence, the man thinking of the future, the jwoman
serenely happy and lost in admiration of the calm
beauty of the scene which, in one direction, at least,
differed greatly from anything that she had ever be-
held. Every night previous to the one just passed
they had encamped in die great forests; but now
they looked upon a vast expanse of level plain which,
to the north and east, stretched trackless and un-
broken by mountain or ravint to an infinitude— the
boundless prairies soon to be meUowed and turned
to a golden brown by the shafts of a burning sun
already just below the edge of an horizon aglow with
opaline tints.

The Girl had ever been a lover of nature. All
her life the mystery and silences of the high moun-
tains had appealed to her soul; but never until now
had she realised the marvellous beauty and glory of
the great plains. And yet, though her eyes shone
with the wonder of it all, there was an unmistakably
sad and reminiscent note in the voice that presently
murmured

:
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" Anodur da^"
After t wUle, tnd u U nnder die wdl of «»».recn power. A. do^ty „„«, .nd f^A.^wh«re d.e g,«d lo„, „d e„««Iy « Aep,„^of Ae «ow<jpped peJ». rUmg „,,, .te^«U tipped with dazriing light. ^ "^

..Jl?^;^*' >«* fc"*!" Ac aied i. di«re».

. y^« i°"*J'' •« growin' fci«er." She p.JJbu .ud^e^wid.
. f.«* lod. in her eye. .h'::;:^

tway^ Some mght when I'm goin- to deep ru turn.nd.ey won't be dwre-red«.'dUm„V> A«"*e P,»ed » if ,h„o« omwhehn«J with emoS^
f^""* « '"«* with . deq, «gh: "Oh.S^r^
"•deed the promised hmd I"

'^ ™i wti

b*wT,"".f'^'"'^*'- ft w,* «»» time
^^hefo«rfhi.roi«. Atlengdihechidedher

T* ISI*
•'*•'" ""^ '*«"'• Girl— not bn*.

wards. The promised land is always ahead."
It was pwhaps strange that the Girl failed to see

r "T '«'«-*« light that «IIected his de«,t

c«mnn.ty wid. her ever at hi. »de_d.e hope and3 » h" eyes « he spoke; but stiU in diat «id.ramniKent mood, with her eyes fixed on d« dini
distances, she faUed to «» it, though she replied in
a voice of resignation

:
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"Ahriy. ahead— yet, it muit be." And then

tgam with tears in her eyes; " But, Dick, aU the
people there in Cloudy, how far off they seem now— like shadows movin* in a dream— like shadows
I ve dreamt of. Only a few days ago I clasped their

? » TJ ^^ ^^'^ fwes— their dear faces—
1— She broke off; then while the tears streamed
down her cheeks: " An' now they're fadin»— in this
little while I've lost 'em— lost 'em."

" But through you aU my old life has faded away
. . .

I have lost that. . . .» And so say^
tng he stretched out his arms towards her; but very
gently she waved him back with a murmured:
"Notyetl"
For a little while longer her gaze remained on

the mountains in the west. The mist was still over
her eyes when she turned again and saw that the sun
^*« ,,*"^ ^* horizon in opulent splendour.

^^

" See," she cried with a quick transition of mood,
the sun has risen in the East— far away— fair

an' dear I"

Again Johnson held out his arms to her.
" A new day— a new life— trust me, Girl."
In silence she slipped one hand into his; then she

bowed her head and repeated solemnly:
"Yes— a new life."

Suddenly she drew a little away from him and
faced the west again. Clinging tightly now to him
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with one hind, and the other raited high above her
head, the cried in a voice that was fraught with rach
pmiooate longing that the man felt hinuelf stirred
to the very depths of his emotions:
"Oh, my mountains, I'm leavin* you I Oh, my

California— my lovely West—my Sierras, Fm
leavin» youl " She ended with a sob; but the next
moment throwing herself into Johnson's arms she
snuggled there, murmuring lovingly: "Oh, my
home I

"

A little while kter, happy in their love and feap.
lessly eager to m^ the trials of the days to come

new country, they had mounted their mustangs
m a

and were riding eastward.
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