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THE BANK OF CALIFORNIA i 

CHAPTER VIII. 
COMPACT. 

"But why/1 I asked, "do you trust me. 
almost a stranger to you. with your secret?" 

"For this reason,'' replied Broeuer. ''First, j 
because I believe I can trust you; secondly, 1 j 
lmve long wanted a companion and assistant .-
in one and the same person. The honest ones j 
anions the Bull Bar crowd will get drunk. 1 

and whisky reveals more secret.-; than women i 
—though, for that matter, I think quite as i 
many go-sips are running around in pauta- ! 
loons as in petticoat-'. I need you to keep up i 
a show of work on my bogus claim while I j 
am in San Francisco. There I must go from I 
time to time to get my quartz gold smelted ' 
and assayed. Miners' lav,- requires one day's ; 
work thirty on every claim in order to 1 

keep possession of it. I want you to potter 
around anil keep up a show of work on I 
the bank in front of the cabin. In the i 
miners' estimation licwibouts you are ; 
to be my partner in that claim. I 
don't, want to seem mysterious, and if 1 :  

dontki-.'p up a dacier' of work about here ; 
I shall lie. through leaving so often ami ' 
letting the bank stand idle. Then I want 
you to siii!e up from time to time to our j 
real clan:; on (he mountain and see that 
it's all right. Aim! while 1 think, of it mind • 
you break no regular path going up and ! 
down. It's very natural for men pros- ; 
pecting about in strange places on .'hiding j 
any sort, of a trail to follow it. 1 think I 
it's the cattle instinct in man—the same ! 
that makes sheep awl cows follow each ! 
other. Men who succeed 1 notice gen- ' 
orally go out of beaten paths. .So mind in 
your travelings up • and down from the 
•Bank' to keep your footsteps as much as 
you can out of the same tracks. We must 
keep shady and lie low. It's not so much 
the fellows about here now that I fear. 
But new men are arriving all the time— 
restless, prying, searching— maybe know­
ing and reasoning as 1 have done on this 
matter, and if their eyes fall ou a bit of 
that white rock on the mountain side or at 
its bottom they'll be clambering up hunting 
for it. Should they do so m my absence and 
find no one i.u possession it would be all up 
with me, for there's no law now to regulate 
that description of claims—except the law of 
might. Now do you see how much 1 need 
you.' You're quiet, shy and not talkative. 
Those qualities are all helps to me. A talk­
ative man. with this secret inside of him. 
couldn't help in some way letting it out. He'd 
kill himself at las; with hint-, and knowing 
grimaccs. The best way to keep a secret is 
to forget it yourself—tili it's warned. What's 
always on the mind is very apt to write itself 
on the face. Make people suspect you know 
something they don't and you start 'em on 
the hunt to liml it out. But, what, in thunder 
am I doing; Preuehing and philosophizing. 
Let's go home and .start a new brood of flap­
jacks tor supper." 

Broener filled a sack with as much of the 
quartz as he could conveniently carry, and 
we took our way homeward. Ascending far 
nut of sight and sound of the busy crowds be­
low the eye fell ou peak after peak, far and 
near, their sides covered with the dark green 
carpet of clmpparal, which in places, as 
thrown in shadows, was almost black. There 
•was no sight nor sound of living thing. A 
shadow floated along on the red earth. 1 
looked up. It was a huge turkey buzzard 
wheeling through the air as noiseless as the 
shadows ho cast. 

There was something weird and gloomy in 
it all. The bind did not seem made lor "hu­
man habitation. It seemed new, unliuished, 
as of recent date from some tremendous vol­
canic upheaval. 

This impression quickly vanished on reach­
ing Broener's cabin, now cast into a grateful 
and cooling shade by the afternoon sun. The 
long shaitows of the hills on our bank of the 
.stream were rapidly stealing up the sides of 
those on the other. The di rod, and oppressive 
outpour of noon h"at was over, and now, past­
ille middle of the afternoon, there seemed to 
come to men, Animals and vegetation a new 
iiood of vitality. 

Broeuer had allowed the munxanita bush, 
its dark mahogany stem contrasting so strong­
ly with its dark green leaves, to remain uncut 
all about his cabin. 

"it screens me from observation,"' said he, 
'•and i find it advantageous not to be see a 
in all my comings and goings." 

After supper lie proposed a trip to the Bull 
Bar store (or trading post, as many called 
it), about two miles down the river. Thither 
we went. 

'"To go to 'the store' after supper is the 
regulation with five-sixths of the Bull Bar-
ites." said Broeuer. ''They would consider 
their day incomplete without such a visit." 

It was store, boarding house, liar, post and 
express office combined—full of miners in 
tlieir working clothes. Every barrel head 
was used as a seat: so were boxes, tables and 
the doorsill. As we entered, the proprietor, 
a small, energetic, bustling man, was scold­
ing a giant in comparison with himself— j 
"Big Dick"—for sitting on the counter. j 

"I want you to know," said he, "that this i 
counter is to sell goods on, and not to sit on. j 
If you want to retail yourself, get a counter j 
of your own. You come up here every night ;  

and plank yourself ou my counter as if 1 had j 

Imilt it for an arm chair. If you waut to be ! 

sold I'll lay you on the shelf with the other | 
J 

goods, and take yon down when called for. j 

But I want you to keep your beef, off my 
counter." 

The giant took the reproof good naturally, 
and moved off as desired. 

"Mr. Rankin," said another customer, "are I 
those canned oysters of yours good;'' | 

"Good!" replied Mr. Rankin. "Of course ! 
wot. They're Baltimore oysters, put up rot-
ten, shipped round Cape Horn rotten, sold to 
me in Stockton rotten, and hauled up here 
jby a bull team rotten. Just smell of 'em !" 
and Mr. Rankin shoved the can under his 
customer's nose. 

"I'll take a can, anyway," said the miner, 
who did not seem at all aifected by ilr. 
Rankin's peculiar recommendation of his 
wares. "How much are they f I 

"Two dollars." | 
The miner produced his buckskin and : 

poured a little dust into the gold scales. Mr. 
Rankin looked critically at it and put it in a 
flat brass pau, narrowing toward one end, 
with sides half an inch in height—a "blow : 
pan." 

"Mr. S. P. Willets," said Rankin, "I don't 
Bell my oysters for sand. Your dust isn't 
clean—never is. Maybe some other store- j 
keeper will buy black or gray sand of you, j 
bat I can't." 

Black sand, in reality an oxide of iron, is : 
the invariable accompaniment of gold an 
jyaalwd frout thy uoil, and vary diflteulb tw W 
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half a pound.'' 
that: well on the boys." whis-

r to ni". "I,'itl von ever notice. 
with nine people oat of ten. that if you tell 
them of anything you want to sell that it's 
bad they'll believe the contrary? Maybe it's 
because we've all dropped unconsciously into 
the habit of thinking each other liars." 

There was a noisy game of cards, and at 
every second the well-worn pasteboards were 
thumped on tlr> table with resounding 
whacks. Mr. Rankin. whi'#' not selling 
goods, was setting rows of tumblers on the 
bar and a black bottle before them in re­
sponse to the frequent call of the players 
stuck for th" drinks." 

Broener seemed well acquainted with the 
place ami its habitues. My presence with 
him attracted some curiosity. 

'"Broth r." J heard some one inquire of him 
iu a low voice, referring to my-elf. 

"Xo. nephew.•' win his reply. "Just out 
from the states. Been down to the bay to 
tiring him up." 

"How does your claim pan out.'" asked 
•mother. 

"Hood for il'.'f) dollar-* a day vet," sai 
liroener. "I don't want to work it all out 
Afraid I shan't get another like it." 

"You seem to take life pretty easy," re­
marked the last inquirer. 

"Why should 1 take life hard;" replied 
Bro.-ner. "But why do you think I take 
things easy.'" 

"Because you don't work hard like the res; 
of the boys," was th" answer. 

"1 don't believe in hard work." replied 
Broener, tilling his pipe. "I think the best 
•vork Is the work that's easiest done. 1 knock 
off early in the afternoon so that I may have 
some time to cook my grub decently, wash my 
flannels and make my cabin comfortable 
without using up every bit of strength iu my 
body. You set) I ex|>ect to be dodging uround 
when most of you fellows that, take life so 
hard are cold in your graves—if you're lucky 
enough to get a grave. You're using up now 
more strength than you've got to spare and 
patching up the rents in it with whisky. It's 
all very nice working iu the river till you 
shiver, and then coining out and warming up 
with whisky every liftecn minutes. But 
you'll pay for it inside of ten years. How 
much rum j»-r day did the Willow liar boys 

(use wh,-n they were building that wing damr" 
"Used to send a two gallon demijohn 

twice a day to be lilled." said a slow, heavy 
voice, anil the manner of saving it seemed to 
imply that it. was something to boast of. 

"And among-t ten of you. All right. Min­
ing by steam power. Speaking of whisky, 
let's all take a drink." said Broener. "Come! 
All hand-.! l-'.-il in! l-'orward with your 
banners!" 

The coin];anv present gathered before t he 
bar. The bottle and glasses were again set 
out. All wailed wiih a rigid decorum until 
each glass was tilled and ready, and then 
with a "hen's luck!" and a solemn, simul­
taneous gulp, the thud was poured down, 
with an occasional rasper. "He—m," or an 
eager grasping for the water pitcher, testi-
ti<M I to tue vigorous rawness of corn 
whisky. 

"A sad and solemn performance." said 
Broener. "Another screw in our respective 
:oilins. Boys, who bosses this bar, we or 
John Barley coin.'" 

"Barleycorn. 1 guess." said a piping voic. 
"Reed's got 'em. Snakes. Alone in his 
mbin for two weeks with a five-gallon 
liemijohn of whisky. Saw hiin as I was 
oomin' up sweepin' liis doorstep like fury. 
Asked him what was the matter. Lord, 
how he yelled: 'Matter.' Matter enough. 
Can't you see.' The house is full of bugs 
and beetles, snakes and centipedes, horned 
toads and bum Ms; bees, and I can't keep 
'em out!' I vamoosed." 

"He was up herf yesterday afternoon." 
said another. "Come walking into the store 
quiet enough until he saw Rankin behind the 
counter; took him for a mule team, 1 guess. 
Anyway, he made for him with a black-snake 
whip, singing out: 'Whoa! Whoa! Haw-
Git up thar!" How Rankin did git from I be­
hind that counter and old Reed after him, 
up the hill. The boys got after 'em and 
started Reed home. Nice man to lie laying 
round loose. Somebody ought to look after 
him." 

"He came here a fortnight ago to lay in 
his winter's provisions," said Rankin. "I 
asked him to make out his order. Well, he 
said he guessed he'd have a sack of flour, ten 
pouuds of pork, four pounds of sugar, three 
of coffee, anil so ou, as he went along lessening 
the number of pouuds until he got to the 
whisky. He said of that he'd have a barrel. 
I cut him down to five gallons. I s'pose he 
commenced on that before tackling the 
fci'ub." 

"I wish," said one. "I had his claim, any­
way, on that point of rocks. They say he's 
got pickle jars full >f dust- buried under his 
tent. I saw him tal.e ten ounces one day out 
of a pot hole myself."' 

"Yes, he's one of your lucky ones. Rum. 
luck and a Boston sailor go together. Put 
Reed without a cent on a bar nobody ever 
got a color from lx»fore, fill him full of 
whisky, and give him a pan and an iron 
spoon, and he'll pull straight for the only 
$500 chispa on the bar. Ef I could manage 
Reed I'd break him in and use him for a gold 
p'inter. as f*would Brass hereto p'int for 
quail,' iitul ji.k. [  

ot.minoneu ny nis repeated nery araugm*, 
and to all but him invisible. It was a horri­
ble sound in the darkness aud stillness of the 
night, issuing, as it did, from the base of a 
craggy mountain which lowered in-tlieblack­
ness against the sky. 

"They call it living," said Broener. "Poor 
chaps. Its the best they can do. They're 
good fellows. But half of them are killing 
themselves, because, for the tirst time iu 
their lives, they find themselves freed from 
nil social restraints and in a country where a 
mail can do pretty much as he pleases, so 
long as he pays his bills and minds his own 
business." I 

" They're living now,"' he continued, "on : 
the stable yard muck hill side of life, and 
call it independence. That is to say. 'inde­
pendence' with them means disregard for 
dress, rough language, and a cutting away . 
from all the amenities, manners and polish ' 
of the older sett! 'men1;. It is a g'vat mis-
lake. They can't always re.uaiu m it. 1 

They've got to beautify life, reiiue it, polish j 

i! in spite of t'.-em-seives. and ten years hence 
Vol: ii Mini a po..!>:i of the fellows oi \h.i-: 
bar living in {owns au l cities in gran I • 
houses, and clothed in purple and line linen." ' 

CHAPTER T7L 

cr.orns. 

Iboeyier remained with me several mouths 
before making-  anoth-T trip to i-\m I'rauc! -co. 
He taught me "panning out" and th » use of 
the rock'r. 1 agonized ior days In fore get­
ting die knack of ;hat lustrum gg I' is to 
be rocked with the left h:\n !. w!;:i' water is 
poured by lae rich;" on the din. iu the top 
sieve. and my right and left arms seemed 
continually trying to do each other's work 
the right th> shaking an 1 Ill-left the pour­
ing—at least, they'd make cii'oris to that, 
effect—and often was I so irritated by the 
seeming contrariness, both of my arms and 
the machine, that 1 was tempted to kick it to 
pieces. 

Broener would laugh, saying: "Take it 
easier. Sit down and let your mind rest. 
There's where the trouble lies. Your mind is 
trying to educate your bo ly to the unaccus­
tomed moveimnt, and it's hard work at tirst 
for both teacher and scholar. Don't get 
angry. Recoil".-t how many times you IVil 
down when you v.av trying to walk ' 

In a few days I ma-iicr • I i'n • rocker. R< 
fore leaving liroener tli'is advised me: 
will leave you t went v omves of river dust 
Cse it when you trade ai Rankin's. 1'vi 
'.-.a!ted' th* claim here beside. You don' 
know what that ni-an-.' Scattered StanN 
latis river gold dust bro-nleas' iu it. ,-o i,' 
bound to yield four or five dollars a dav wiil: 
easy work. That'll keep up the reputation o 
the claim. We mint, seem to be making 
something here. If ! salted it, with Tuohiiuu 
river dust or dug from the dry diggings, tin 
trader would detect it. That would excite 
their curiosity, and that's what we want o 
all things to ward oil'.' 

"I want", to make as quick work as pos-i 
hie," ha continued, "of the 'Rank' up the moun­
tain. 1 don't think it's a vein that'll hold on-
long. It's not tho right formation. Th 
ledge is the same on both sides—granite—and 
that's not a good holding ledge for gold. A 
quartz vein to hold out should lie between tw< 
different kinds of rock—say, granite air 
slate. How this gold bearing quartz gel 
|  loured in between them, as it is apt to ii". t la-
Lord only knows. 1 think ours is a short­
lived deposit—mighty rich so long as it lasts, 
hilt when it gives out it will peter ail at one 
—like soni" people':. ;;nii bless when tile temp 
tation becomes too strong." 

it, Mas about the lirst of March when 
Broener made this trip to San I-'raii isco. (u. 
leaving, lie said to m": 

"Watch the 'Bank' very carefullv. but.don't 
touch it. I want to do all the work on it 
myself, lio to it every day. and keen nil 
eye o:i all slraggi'T-:. pro ;p; .-tors and stran­
gers, and th" luo.-e rag.; -d aad 'no acco in^' a 
man looks, the uioi" you want to loo!; ou; 
for him." 

I was left nio.M". I!uI six mouths had 
elapsed since I left Kasi port. 1 had no., 
t in ii • and solliude to think things and m\>ell 
ove.\ I seined to have liwd ton years in a, 
many weeks. Ras'.port, aud my Kastport. 
self seemed of some remote ;>eriol. 1 was 
part and parcel of e. ir".v life, amid now ,-,ur 
roundiugs and new men—not a mere loo.'; -r 
on, but a watcher vitally interested in everv 
movement about me, 1 iecar.se it might deeply 
affect my own fortunes. 

Above an 1 beyond all in my reflections 
stoo l out thii man liroener. In one sense, 1 
was his follower, absorbed by him. led by 
hire.. He was entire master of th" situation. 
1 looked up to him and admired his keenness 
of judgment, his ease and adaptability to men 
anil circumstances, his outside appearance of 
recklessness, which seemed but a cloak for 
the caution underneath. 

Yet I did not foul wholly to like liroener. 
One reason was, he repelled anything like a 
warm expression of friendship. 

"Don't try to thank me for what you say 
I've doue for you." he remarked one evening, 
when in certain set, and to some extent pre­
viously-composed phraseology, I attempted to 
do so. "You owe me nothing. Yon aro as 
useful to me as I am to you. We suit and fit 
into each other for the time being. Sonio 
power fashioned us to do so. Thank that, 
whatever it is, not ine. When things shape 
themselves for us to part, we p >rt—according 
to the same law—for our mutual advantage. 
'iVe may part friends, jierhaps enemies. We 
can't tell what we shall grow into or what 
may grow iuto us that'll make us friendly, 
indifferent or hostile to each other. That'a 
my doctrine. Iu plain, old-fashioned words, 
its every man for himself in reality and the 
Old Scratch take the h'ndmost. You don't 
like it, I see. You believe in friendship to 
the last and clinging to whatever you like 
until it's in the last stage of decay and killing 
you with its poison. You believe in lianging 
on to a friend while he, maybe, out of pure 
ignorance or selfishness, is. through his weak­
ness, dragging you to ruin along with him. 
I don't. I like strong peopl". so long as they 
are strong. I pity them if they become 
weak. I cut from a cripple when he leans 
on me too heavily." 

"And how with women;" I asked. 
"That's somewhat another affair. I am as 

to women a tyrant in this way. I, or rather 
the nature inside of me, exacts of a woman 
who attracts my admiration—or compels it, 
rather—that she shall continue to do so. if 
she doesn't, I cut, the same as with men. To 
remain 'true,' as it is called, is for me to re­
main a hypocrite and pretend a sentiment 
which is not felt." 

Broener seemed to mo an iceberg, glitter­
ing in the sunlight and reflecting that light 
from a thousand pinnacles, but cold to the 
touch; full of power, too, but unpleasant to 
near approach; pleasing only so long M one 
maintained tb*. ; :-o; ?r distuc% 

Yet socially, he was ever to ma most fas-
rmatiag. a id when lie chose could make ouo 
forget him as the iceberg. An educated 
r.iau, but not a pedant; book learned, but, 
;iot bot kish or book talkative; alive to th*> 
past, b.:t as much if not more fully so to the 
[•resent, anil esjieciallv keen iu seeing and 
more in making others see the "points" in the 
varied array of human nature ou Bull Bar. 

It is true much of his conversation was in­
terlarded with the slang and common phrase-
a'ogy of the day. 

"I like." lie said, "the luxury at times of 
talking en dishabille. It's hard work to feel 
obliged continually to express oneself in a 
dinner dress of nouns, verbs and prepositions 
previously arrange,! for you liy some old 
pedant. Why couldn't there be a compromise 
made between book Kngbsh and everyday 
Kngli.di.' "i'would make iife easio \ There's 
a good deal of sla'ig. too. bom of nec .-sit v. 
1 itiies. eras,circuiu-ian.vs develop expressions 
which can only belong to t'ua'; time and era. 
People mud-have th ir every day words as 
they have their every dav clothes." 

Iu a !-.-! 'er from home i: 
tinned ihat Blanche Sef 
port and was living, ihe, 
York. She had become. 
mysterious than ever, a 
d. red ira-sel t fr,V|, va .., 

•hi mimnrwi. 11'!J jis--: 

I saw starting out one morning with horn 
ami hammer. 1 knew by these tools lie was 
after quartz. Hillyear remained behind to 
work the bank near them, probably to make 
expenses. 

Qv.ari /. prospectors used to carry a bit of 
cow's horn, so cut as to form an elliptical 
shaped bowl. It was better for washing pul­
verized quaric the.n tile largjr gold pan. 

Pratt took a route througn thr> chnpparal 
near the base of the mountain on the side 
where lay our • i:\uk." 1 worked a couple 
of hours iu a miserable state of mind and 

I then betc<,.. my. elf to tho "Rank." intending 
there n. iv ail da>• and guard it. Ill im­
agination i sr.-.v Prat: already there gloating 

I over '.lie i ich /.ad. i compositi the words iv 

v hieh I should tirs! ndcrvs him. 
hi-answer and ntiitud- toward 

dual 
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was casually men-
o:i hail left l'ast-
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ver. ac.il ha.I quite suu-
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•ar,i nothing. *of her 
•;-.ing- we p.i rie 1 v, as that 
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! framed 
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!!!:; lelie Iters'!:' | 1. 
k't i\d '. i<*. ' I ) ; J til1 t'Vl 
she won! 1 " w rit e 
write," and would 
She disliked, she 
peeled of her at regular intervals by any 
one. Ii. was too much iike correspondence 
by machinery. 

Abe,ut a for'nigh!', after Broener left, a 
stranger came sauntering along the bank 
and stopped at the ho!" from which 1 was 
taKng and washing gravel. I was some­
what excited that day from having come on 
a deposit of hard, heavy gravel lying ou the 
ledge and in a deep crevice. It was yielding 
richly and wit hout aid of any of Rrocncrs 
"salting." AVheu a man knows that every 
bucket he dumps into his "head seive" is to 
wash out, fifteen or twenty do lars. work be­
comes more lik" play. Occasionally 1 would 
pick a bit of "shot" or coarse gold from the 
dirt, and dirt, must lie very rich to ;how gold 

| on the surface. I'sually that metal is about 
l th" last thing to be s"en, so marked is its ten­
dency to sink underneath th • lighter gravel. 

The stranger watched me some minutes in 
silence, lie was a m ut of middle age, p-aked 
in feature, and Million!: further oeseribing 
his appearance I wiil say only that: he made 
i#e feel disagreeable. The air felt, meddle­
some about: him. I felt from the moment 
his look was lixeil on me a danger—and no 
small oil". 

.My apprehensions were increased on sering 
th it lie carried a haumi«r—a mineralogist's 
hammer, shaped expres-ly for breaking up 
small piece of rock. I knew by this he v.a-
one of the "new men" liro ner hart feared, 
who would so soon com•> here to limit, quartz. 

"How's't pavin'.-" a.,:;e,l the stranger. 
"Middling," 1 replied, curtly. 
"Been here long.'" 
"No," 1 said. 
"Any ground op:;n here to new comers?" 
"I don'i, know." 
"Ground claimed next to youf' 
"You must, try for yourself. Take up a 

claim, and if anybody holds it they'll bo 
around quick enough. ' 

The stranger caur; clos • to the edge of tho 
hole, peered in!oit, and then, without, farther 
ceremony, jumped therein as I was on my 
way to the rocker. 1 heard the clatter h:-
made in so doing, and immediately came 
ba-k without putting my bucket of dirt 
through th" ro'-ker. II" was kn 'cling down, 
looking very clos dy at t.h • fa"" of ihe gravel, 
near t!" • ledge, and had just pulled there­
from a bit of quartz aliou! as large a: on 's 
list. Holding i' lip to th" light lie exclaimed: 
"Quart/, gold, by thand-:'!" It v.a ; a "f,p:vi-
I'.r'ii," an I 1 • mid 
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da-r.i" I. young man. I 
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said h". 
"I!" can look where he has a right, to," was 

my reply. "But yo:i have no more bnsine.s; 
o:i my ground 1:"re than in my house, and 

| you ought 1o know it." 
! lie clambered out of th" hole, taking all 
I my peace of mind with him as In; went. In 
i his di-•overy of that bit of white rock, 
i flecked with the yellow metal, I saw no end 

of future trouble, it was giving the hound 
; the true scent, and 1 fell that this man 
i would never cease his efforts till h ; had run 

the game to i arth. 
i All this ran:" to me in a moment. The 
• brightness of the day had gone. Before, I 
| had been singing in a jolly fashion to myself 
j and living in bits of air castles, as fancy built 

them—auioug which my speedy return to 
! Eastport, as a comparative nabob, was not 
! the smallest or least glittering. 
I Bad came lo worse. That very afternoon 

Mr. Jedediah Pratt located a thirty-three 
feet claim adjoining ours and commenced t.hu 
building of his cabin on it. That his prin-

' cipal object was to hunt quartz in the neigh­
borhood f was certain. That he had, with­
out knowing it, placed himself iu the best 
position for spying oar movements was also 
certain. 

Next day came more caua* *.i apprehen­
sion. Pratt was joined by a jrf«rtner, u thick­
set, black-bearded, coarse-looking man. Here 
were two near neighbors, and both enemies. 
AVar was fully declared between us, though 
no high words passed. It was the silent, 
seerct war of intent ou one side to find, ou 
the other to conceal. 

Of course, Pratt and Ills companion would 
remark my frequent absence from my claim. 
Tliny would be hunting quartz up and down 
the mountain, aud would be certain to inter­
cept me in my daily trips to and from the 
"Bank." Then 1 remembered with dismay 
that the mountain side was stn wn with bits 
of quartz, its milky whiteness bringing it out, 
in strong contrast with the red soil, and that, 
in small and large fragments, it was especially 
thick near 1 lie; claim. Now, these before un­
considered masses of rock seemed to me as so 
many linger posts pointing out to all our 
treasure. E passed the whole night iu a 
fever, anil suffered a dozen realities in 
imagination concerning my coining troubles 
with Pratt <fc ' 'o. 

I wrote immediately to Broener, informing 
him of the trouble. But in those days com­
munication by mail with San Francisco was 
slow. A week at least would elupse before 
Broener could get my letter und return. 

CHAPTER X. 
HEATH! 

Within thr«" days Pratt and his partner, 
MMiymr. had comuleted tbeu' ctuiu, 1'mr.t 

s ai", Ii apparent x.-v. 
is I had known some 
i such en-u for tl'.i- . 

1 quality (whether a real absence of fear or in 
j sensibility to results 1 know no;I an! detire-
I cati'd. aye. loaihed my-.eh'. I:c,';:e e I did no' 
j have it. 1 saw in imagination everything 
i t.-i'-.'oiig lo such terminal io.i between inv 
! sell an I Pratt. Wheihi-r he would light 
| or not, I never asked. 1 put him up uncoil 
| scii't 'ly a a man who w;u "on the shoot"—a 
i di operate character. 
: '1 rue, 1 l.adsiru.'k IN II. the sccond officer 
I of the Ann Mary Ann. aud quite surprised 
I and even gratilled 1 was to Und 1 i odd strike 
| on cccasaius. Rut thai was done on the 
1 "spur of the moment." Had 1 gone down to 
| the ship peeling suc!i an ah'ae', revolving 
! ii, living- it over iu mind, 1 w >n'. 1 not like to 

I ha-'" had much wagered on me as to whether 
1 ;hould have gained the tome longed-for 
ir.i.otl o! physi'-al coinbat.ivencss. 

I arrived at the "Rank." All was silent, 
and imi'd-iira ed. I remained there several 
hours, hearing in every -cuu I th • ne.v pros­
pector's iipp-e:i"hing iihi:sti-ps. lie did not. 
come. I wish -i'iai times he would, and end 
the waiting and su peiisc. 1 woudcre I wh -re. 
h" might be. finally, my imxi-.-ty I ecoming 
unendurable, I resolved lo try and thai out, 
Sol liy I let myself down tli" mountain side-
through the ch.ippnral toward the river. 

I had gone i-own about, thre • hundred feet, 
fltid heard near by the sound of a pick. 
• '.'reaping through the brush 1 saw it was 
Pratt. He dug to the ledge, here but a few 
inches from the surface, filled his horn with, 
the red dirt and trudged down to the river to 
wash it. I crept, softly after him. Washing 
the dirt, with what results I could not tell, 
from Iris manner, he struck up the mouiitiiiii 
again and dug another horn full, about one 
hundred feet to the north of the first. The 
result, of this washing seemed, judging Iroia 
his manner, more satisfactory. lie then 

1 travel'd a thousand feci, further up stream, 
ii'.-ceudcd the mountain again, dug a horn 
full on a level with the first. He washed it. 
and shook his head. 1 presumed he did not 

| get the "color." He dug another horn about; 
| two hundred feel, nearer th" tirst,. The chap--

i par-d was more open where he worked, and I 
j could plainly see him f rom my place ol con 
i ci ;i 111leut. Evidently 11.is prospect did not 
; i f-.' him. The ne.x', Ud: a wi'.hi.i one 
i  hundred leet of the ins:., seemed to yield 
I sonrl idng. The afternoon ,\a. now far ad-
|  Ve.n'eil. Pratt, ec.a. 'd uork and took his 
) v.ay home. So did I. 

If was some ;at isl'acl ion for me to find that 
I'lalthad not. "lil" ilire. ! !y on 'lie "Rank.'' 
i"oiiii' ring over the mali -r i'na' nigV. alter I 
had retired. 1 drew lor a time : ome comfort, 
in the hope that he migh :. drill in his uork 

; awav from if. This gave me some mental 
j  res; until a fiend dropped, into my head—a 
! new ail I most alarming theory, based on his 
| mo:ions as seen thai, day. Pratt's Ii'ile pros­

pect holes, I noticed, "-ere dug over an area 
broad at the base of the mountain, lail nar 
rowing moi-e and more as he wenl up. What 

; d:d taftt ne iin' In a flash i saw what, and 
: jumred on I of my blankets with the shock of. 
, the discovery. He was horning gold which 

had washed down from ihe "Bank." The 
| "Rank" did not. cover much ground. Prob­

ably the colors washed from it by fhecle-
! mental wear and tear of centuri"s would not 

he found aL the base of the mountain much 
j bcy<-::il a line four or live hundred tee.', in 
' length. Outside of this, at cither end, the 
' soil would !»• barren of gold, lir-id'-ol that, 
;  number of fee! it would yi< I I the color, and 
i this color-yielding ground would narrow us it 
| went up the mountain until it reached tun 
' l«';al if hail rolled from—the fountain head, 
j  the "Rank." Boll a bag of shot down an in­
clined plane and you have the idea. The 

, farther th.; shot roll the more will they 
sprcad. So with gold rolled from any quartz 
vein on a mountain .side as the lop of the 

j vein rock has rotted away and I; ft ih • metal 
i "free." Pratt was ou the true scent. J i;iy 
by day, narrowing as he went. up. was he 

tracking the game to its den! I had. then, 
to stay by tho claim and watch the eucmy\ 
gradual approach. 

Next morning I reloaded my six-shooter, 
previously firing the old charges, which I 
feared might be dump. A few minutes after 
1 heard Pratt banging away, obviously simi­
larly occupied. 1 prepared my we,-ij,on for 
coming possibilities with a very faint heart. 
1 did so. only because it was the thing to do— 
the custom of the country. I felt the wholu 
moral influence of the time ior immoral.il 
you pleose.) forcing me thus to prepare lor 
war, while 1 was sick of war and all I lint, up 
jiertaincd to it. 

By ten o'clock I was on guard again 
watching Pratt. The enemy v.-a- gradually 
advancing and converging on air works 
He was already one hundi-eiI feel, higher up 
and so much nearer the "Rank." liis pros 
pect holes now cohered only an aiv.i of three 
hundred feet. 

By noon he had left off the drudging ascents 
and descents of the mountain lo the river to 
wash his prospects. He was occupied en­
tirely with the "float quartz," here thickly 
scattered about as it had rolled from the 
vein, knocking the fragments to pieces. Ho 
had found gold. Uttering a joyous " Whoop­
ee!" be put a chunk of the quartz iu his 
bag, and then another and another. Hi-, 
feelings and mine at that time were certainly 
iu strong contrast to each other. 


