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He crawled up gradnally toward the shelf
ou which lay the “Bank.” It inclined some-
what toward the river and then jumped off
abruptly, making a perpendicular face four
or five teet in height. Pratt could now see
that the quartz had rolled from this shelf,
aund that the vein must bo somewhere at or
mear its top.

*It's up there!” I heard him mutter, “‘and
mighty rich, too!”

1 beard him scrambling up the wall of rock,
assisting himself by roots aud bushes growing
in the crevices, I heard him pant. All be-
wide was still—the stillness of the California
smnmer noon day—nothing of life in sight
sve a bluck buzzard wheeling above, his
shadow floating along the ground.

Pratt had gained the top of the shelf. Hs
made his way directly toward the face of the
precipice. He burst through the chapparal,
and I was disclosed to him, seated on a rock,
about ten feet from the vein.

**Holloa!” was hisinvoluutary exclamation:
*you here!”

“Yes, I'm here,” I replied.

“Well, well!” He was evidently at a los
what next to say or do. “It's a hot day.
fsu't it”

*‘Pretty hot,” I remarked. I thought it was
or would be soon in every sense, and the
shadow of a Jaugh came over me as I thought
of “talking weather” at such a juncture.

Mr. Pratt sat himself also down upon a
vock, drew a rusty red bandana, mopped
with it his face and partly bald head, aud
said “Whew!” Then he poked e ground

before him with the end of his haminer, and
Y poked Mother Earth before me with a stick.

It was clear to me that Mr. Pratt iutended
to stay here and wait for my going. It was
clear to me that I should remain—though [
did not like so to do. The situation was
somewhat akin to that in which two gentle-
men calling on the same ladyv sometimes find
themselves—and of all work sitting your man
out ranks among the hardest. Both of us
recognized silence as the factor most effi-
cacious for the removal of his adversary—
only while Mr. Pratt hoped that the dull-
ness of his company might remove me, I had
no hope that my taciturnity would remove
Mr. Pratt from the vicinity of the golden
mistress ho knew was near.

8o we sat one full hour, and the longest
hour of my life. Pratt made the first move
He commenced examining the rock near the
solid moun:ain formation. Nearer he ad-
vanced toward the place where Brocner had
screened the worked portion of the vein with
a layer of cut brush. He was in the act of
removing this when I called out: “Don't
touch that Lrush, please!”

“Why not?” said Pratt, looking back.

“Never mind why not. Don't touch it,” I
said, advancing toward him, feeling as if on
my way to the scaffold.

“‘Well, young man, do you own this inoun-
tain?” he said.

“I own that brush, that's all,” was my
reply.

The brush was ranged against the white
streak of rock for not more than ten or
twelve feet. Pratt passed it. His eve fell
on one end of the vein—untouched there by
the pick. He commenced chipping it with
his hammer.

“You must let that rock alone,” I said,
going toward him.

Pratt was now up and doing.
had commenced.

“Oh, come!” he exclaimed, “don’t you
fool around me any more. You must be off
your head. This mountain’s as much mins
as yours.”

*That's my claim,” I said. “Iet it alone.”

Momentary wonder showed itself in Pratt's
eyes that any one else should know of gold
in this form.

“Your claim,” said he, “up here! What
sort of diggings do you call these anyway ?’

“Perhaps you know as well as I. But
that's my claim by right of discovery.”

“Where's your notices{"

The written notice on the ground was then
indispensable to hold a claim. We had none.
Broener had put none up, knowing it would
attract attention.

“Where's your tools?” he continued.

Tools left on a claim were regarded as
most important proofs of possession. Broener
had hidden away those he used—where I
Eknew not.

*No notices, no tools and no work done,
and you call this a claim#” said Pratt deris-
ively.

Clearly as to the mining rights of the pe-
riod Pratt had the best of me. I felt the
moral weakness of the sitnation. Pratt
seemed also to know his own strength and
my weakness in this respzct. DMeantime ha
had taken out his six-shooter and coczked it.
He stood facing me, and had the ‘‘drop” on
me. I was powerless. ‘‘Now, young Inan,”
said he, *'1 give you while I count ten to gt
ofl this ground, and if you don't I'll pus a
ball through you. D'ye hear? Get! Vamo '
One—two—three—"  As he spoke he made -
step backward, It was all a jumble of rock:
~
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As he spoke, he made a step backward.

and fallen bowlders about. He missed his
footing, stumbled over behind a huge bowl-
der, his right arm, with finzer on the trigzer,
involuntarily jerked upward, and the pistol
was discharged.

1 stood in the same spot. how many minutes
Tknow not,expecting, half hoping, to see Pratt
reappear. All was silent. Full of dread I ap-
proached the spot where he had fallen. 1
stood on the rock and looked over it. There

and the blood oozing from a wound In the
right temple.

CHAPTER XIL
LIFE.

I had now a dead man on my hands and
didn't know what to do with him. Pratt
bore on me mentally with as great a weight,
dead, as he had while living. He would be soon
missed and sought for by his purtner,
Hillyear would find his prospect holes. This
would bring the search in the neighborhood of
tho claim, If I told iny story of the manner
in which he met his death, I shonld be hard-
ly credited. Then it would lead indircctly
to the discovery of the “Bank.” In whatever
way I looked I saw perplexity.

But something must te done. The day
was waning. 1 covered the body with brush
and returne 1 home.

Nearing it, 1 saw Hillyear staniling at his
cabin door, cooking supper. They built their
fire outside for suke of comfort. A frying
pan was propped up so as to receive the heat
from a bed of glowing coals, and in it was
their evening's Laking of bread. He wus
looking from time to time up the river with
that air of expectancy which accompanics
the act of waiting for somoe one who has over-
stayed the usual time. Asl drew near by
hailed me.

“*Seen anything of Pratt!

What was I to sayf
him. I felt already like a murderer, becanses,
circumstantially, I was in the position of one,
People talk as if a ‘‘clear conscience” was
equal to any situation. 1 did not find it so,
*1 saw him about three hours ago going up
the river,” was my reply.

**‘Where was he(" asked Hillyear.

Great heavens! I thought, how much of
this game of cvasion am I to play from this
iout. I said: “Ho puassed the cabin about
| nine this morning, and went into tho chap-
|
1
i

paral about vouder,” and I pointed to the
| spot where I had scen Pratt disappear at the
hour I named. Hillyear resumed his cook-
ing. I went into my cabin and took a big
draught of whizky. Broener always nad on
hand a demijohn of the host. There are times
when one’s system is not equal to the making
of strength from owdinary food. 1 bold
aleohol as a tooll—an artificial one, and au
unkiealthy one for steady use,

After supper I trudged down to the store,
for 1 wanted other than my own thouzhts
that eveniug for company. The Buil Bar
pucleus for goods and gossip was full a:
usual of miaers, raising a dense fog of
tolaceo simichiv, whose llavor was more thaun
dushed with cinunations from codfish, onious

and whisky. M. Rankin had received that
day a new sunnlv of provisions from Stock-
ton, and was seouling his partner, who acted
as buver aunl tcamster combined, for tho
poor quality of so.ne cigurs be had brouzat
up.
“If yon buy any more cigars like them,”
said ho, “T want vou to hire and bring up
some men to smoke them. These poor erqa-
tures about h re haven t lungzs stronz enonzh
to draw on ‘em. Thoev waut all their strength
to draw rocis ountof the bed of the river,
and it's for mv intorest to seo that it's saved
for that purpose, at the rate I'm chalking up
flour, boots anl whisky against them.”

“Got any better cizars (ban the last lot?’
asked a miner, who, just coming in, hal nos
heard Rankin's Jast rem k.

“Yes,” renlial Rankin

“Splendid lot—

one. Try one.
month. Ju-
You smoke tan
up ex»ress to ¢
Jast an ordin:

You'ld tind i1l Jat yoat a
s quadity to sunit your
neh, Thess cicars ave cos
wonle of smoking,
nwhole vear. Ask Mike,
my rarinei. » had Cenanade to order.”

Rankin's gabble was a aelief. Bir Dick
enmo in, and forzeiting vast admonit’
hoisted his husze proportions on the li
aren of connter uncoversl by goods
immediately sob
that sugzested
sation.

“Glad it works” sail Pankin.  “Nothin'
but a needle staok thronch the woold, Some
folkses heads are too thick to take a hint.
Then we try rone other part. ‘If at first
you don't suceoal, tryv, tiy again,’” chimed
Rankin, and then added: ***Neellss and
ping, Needles and pins, When you got jar-
ried your troubl: Legins "

Presently Ilillvear entared. A clond
seemed to come with him.  To me it was as
if the vin ve soirit of the dead ram
keyt him company.

He looked alout ansionsly, as if with the
hope that Pratt mizht be preseat. T Rknew the
meaning of thit iook.

Hillyear was a slow-moving man, appa-
rently a followsr of Pratt and led by him.
Without his puarinoe he seemed lost,

casn,

ma

113,
ol
and
ol again with a quiciines;
suine  uncomfortanle scn-

“Has anybody scen Pratt to-day?  ITe
! hasn't come Lack,” aiter a time he asked, in
i his heavy. d Toway (o sentencs with

i him seemed sl
| and labereil stady, and when asked the sim-
1 plest question the time that elapsed before he
{ replied
i quirer).
“Why, I saw him piking alonz Scrub nonn-
! tain to-day.” said one of the crowd., “VWhat's
i be gunnin’ after Gp there, anyhow
i “Holder, didn't I see you crawlin’® amon«
| the bushes up ther: to-day s said one Bill
! Sefter,  **rhat rod shirt you've got on looks
| like the one I save.™
Fool that i wus! I had not theuzht of
wearing a garh which woald show so conspie-
i uously against tie « tottle green of the
i chapparal
“Yes, I took a stroll that way.” I'sail. 1
| felt forced inro such reply.  He continnued:
| “What dil yer find o shoot up theret
{ Rattlesnakes or jorkoss rabuits?
i shet.”
That was Pratt's pistol an'l
sounds seeine ] denwing their meshes abons
me.  Hillyear was Jooki it e in his stolid
fashion as it =ome 3 ner of i ides
Vire creepi his
=1 shot ne " was v reply.
The talk then 3
murders aud rohberias
thur country
wiiich had ti;
bor: of the s wlioee dives bad previogsiy
shown no sy« nation.
| Rankin’s huinor inciized him ever to zi
ian individual the very charneteristic whi
| he mwost Jackad, 1 he spoke of
marvels of dis; W e as
twrbing by the clatter of i

i
i
|
|
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Sizhts

woere

w1 rracedl T o 11
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At

! tongues, tomy shy, quict, reticent
manner, evidenidy rankad with himm as a

,most peacenble chavacter. It seemed to me
| then as if scme ficad prompted him to e re-
| inark:

| *“Shouldn’t wonder if Holder bhad way-
! Jaid and murdersd Pratt,  Put another man
| in his private praveyard.”

| *Yes,” added asiother second fiddle humor-

I had seen the last of |

Havanas—oniy it wanis a bull team to drasw |

One'll |

nittor of previons deep |

was exasperating to an eager in- |

1 bewnd o !

early for in the morning.”

**And the last man's blood is on his pants
now!” added a third.

I had worn a pair of white duck working
trousers and a spot of the blood from Pratt's
; body bad smeared them near the feet—I had

not noticed it before.

This remark called to me the attention of
i all in the dingy store. Their eyes scemed to
i burn through me. 1 felt asif in the dock
i tried, convicted, sentenced.
{ Ileft soon afterward Hillyear's route
{ home was mine. We were obligad to walk
. near each other on the narrow, rocky trail
| wide enough for a single traveler.
| the dark suspicion which I feared existed in
i his mind concerning me I felt sorry for him,
; 1 felt when about him that his was one of
| those natures, born to follow—that Pratt
| had picked him up as he would a stray dog
| looking for a master, and that with the in-
i stinct of the animal he Lad become attached
i to Pratt and was grieving for him.

1 tried in vainthat night to sleep. 8o soon
asmy body was at rest, and my brain be-
came more active than ever, its picturings
vivrating from Pratt’s body to the store, and
from the scenes of that day t the possible
| ones of to-morrow.

Something must be done with that body.
Where it was it must not remain.

You know how in our minds come floating
nemeries—recent or remots, important or
trivial, and of no npparent relation to tho
min subject of thought. So in my mental
vision that night came the black bLuzzard [
had seen in the sky the day before the scene
of the tragedy, and his bit of black shadow
tioating on tue ground by me.

That buzzard! That buzzard and his com-
panions would to-morrow show to the search-
ers surely where the body lay! No animal in
that country may dic on highway or byway,
on plain, guich or mountain, aud thougzh it
be ever so thickly screened by bushes,
though not one of these scavengers be visible,
yet within a fow bours tr&®ping they come,
led by some woudrous faculty of sceut or
vision to the carcass, their teast,

That body, 1 must remove, and this very
night. 1 jumped up, dressed myself i the
i darkne-s, and ina few minutes was stumbling
"up the mouniain side.  An “old moon” gave
me its fadag yveliowisi light. Much of the
trail, both up und down, lay in almost total
dariiness, Where the pines grew thickly some-
vimes [ lost my way entireiy. I groped and
stumbled over bush and rock.  In two hours
1 was agaiu on the spot.

It was my inteut to drag the body down
the mouniain sido and throw it in the river,
whethior it was found tar or near, it would.
1 tioought, lessen and break the web of cir-
culnstantial eviaence © saw weaving about
me. o wounld pue Prate off the ground [
must frequent,

The fragment of moon remaining was just
above the dark outline of the hills on the
other side of the river. In ten minuws 1
1 shouid Le et in total darkness,

1 commenced removing the brush from
Pratt’s boly. | ook ic first from the legs
and trunk. Thoe ftaca I didn’t want to
gee if possiblo. I worked the slower as
1 approached the head. The moon sunk
ientirely behiind the dark vidge opposite,
| Fremoved the brush from the head. 1 bad
| veactied the iast branch coerivgisn 1 et

|
i
|

tempted to remove that. Somethine seemed
to hold it with feeble resistance, 1 stoopad
lower, shivering. The branch was clutchal
| in Pratt’s rigat hand. Yot the body lay in
[ corpse-like rigidity, It did not seem, as |

then saw it, the act of & live man. It secmed
a deal body holdng on with a dead life.
Almost desperate with horror, T tugged at
the bransi.  Then I heard Pratt’s voice say-
lug laintly: “It's not your mountain!”

CHAPTER XIL
SUSPICION.
Peading over I’ratt 1 put to him the usuzal
idioti: uestion under such circumstances:
Sdvalt! are you alives”

S Prall, ave yon alive”

The words care from him in a feoble,
aehinines tone:

N0, no! not that way.
up--miizhty rich, ton!"

I manared to get Lim off the shalf,
ther I could not. The only ¢
horme wournd in places abosut
the mountain several hond;
dicui: wve the fonming o
eodedd all nis strengs

The Jea l's higzher

Far-
» route
PO, ions of
fect perpen-
wihers o
rund nerve

aroe sharp.  Jack Hill-
vour mnext batch of
un a straw through
b don s don’t pud pock
sl %0 you ean squnsh

 breadl elean throngsih,
—aonizh sticks if “tal
in till

vo s

bl on,
SIS ronar’s
§ lils

Pratt

3t s rich—inig
T R
The thinz ¢0 he dore waito cet Pratt to
L Evidently his brain was aileetold

mad. 1 el hiin anl hasried to
Lin was bhiils as thousands were in
thosa dayvs—an envelone of coiton drilling
atout a light wooden frame,  Thers was no
wooden door to kuock agaiust, or any other
{ method to rouse the inmates save by callinz.
[ Call I did, but Hillycar scemed sleeping tho
| sleep of the just. At last, out of patienve, [
( pisched a rock into the frail steuctuze, 1%

With all |

{ a shot, which was not to be wondered at.

. “For heaven'ssake, Hillyear, don't fire! It's
me. I'vo found Pratt. IHe's hurt badly,” I
| cried.

! *“Who's me?” asked Hillyear, after one of
i his periods of silence.

I heard him cocking his pistol. “It's I—
Holder. Come and holp me get Pratt down
off the mountain. He's lying there with a
gash in his head.”

Mr. Hillyear now relapsed inta silence. I

! knew not whether he was trying to frame an
. idea into & sentence or peering out to got an
| aim at me.

“Ain't you coming? I cried at lnst.  “Are
| you going to help me get Pratt down. Hel'll
| die beforo we get to him."

*How—did—you—come — to —find—him?
jcame at length from Mr. Hillyear's lips,
| with a sort of clownish judicial gravity.

*Good heavens!” I said. *“Will you stay
there all night and ask questions. while your

partner is bleedinz to death? Do you sup-
' pose I’d get out of my bed to stand and call
here like a fool for nothing!”

*What's the muss!’ cried a voico in the
darkness,. It was Bill Sefter. who lived
about an eighth of a mila distant. He had
come, roused by the shot and the sound of
voices,

*I've found Pratt badly hurt on Scrub
mountain, and am trying to get Hillyear to
help me down with him. Hillyear won't be-
lieve me, and that's what's thy matter,”

“Hillyear, get up! Don't be a fool,” said
Sefter.

Hillyear finally replied: “All—right! I'm
—comin® !" with an expression as if he had
had no doubts as to the genuinsness of the
news, and had but momentarily heard of it.

Our party reached Pratt, wheio I had left
him. With great ditRculty wo managad to
carry him down the mountain. His utter-
ances on the way down all bore vazuely on
quartz hunting and tha last scene of which
he hail becn conscious while in his right
mind. To Sefter, they were a puzalo. To
Hillyear, I knew not how much or how little
meaning they conveyol. To myself they
were a source of great unecasiness. They
bore first on tho secrot of our claim.  Next,
thay might countirm a suspicion, which, if not
already developed, [ knew was likely to be,
through the singular circumstances attend-
ing my fluding Pratt so far up Scrub moun-
tain in the dead of night. 1t neaded buta
word of his delirions ntterance to make
kaown that we had quacrelsl.

We left Pratt in his cabin.  Sefter, whose
curiosity was evidently much aroused, said to
me, just what T expectedl he would:

*How did you come tc fiud Pratt away up
there?”

I told Sefter that [ heard Pratt's voice in
the night up the mmountain, which was true,
but not in the sense I left Sefter to infer
I held that evasion was justifinble under the
circumstances. It's not so much what we
tell that may damage us as the construction
placed on it by those it may be told to. The
only way I know of when certain questions
are asked that many peopls will ask, to avoil
evasion or untruthluluess, is to say *‘it's nony
of your business.” Thut. as society is now
constituted and complicated, would be quite
Hnpossitile,

“1 wondor who shot him? continued
Sefter.

*Shot himself, maybe.” T replied.

“Queer bu-iness, anvway,” was Sefter's

{ final yremark, as he tradzed off homo.

i 1saw Ly his manner that he was full of
eariosity, and being full of curiosity woull
be soon full of theories as to thy cause of
Pratt’s hurt, and that as curiosity and
theories are contagious, ho wounld in a short
tiine inoculate all Bull Bar with them.

Next day I visited Pratr. His head had
been hurt both by the ball and the fall.  The
bultet had gashed the temple—not very deeply.
T he concussion from the tall seemed to have
most aflected him. That one or other of
thiese wounds had alfected bis brain was very
evident without the porapous declaration oi
the physicing, who bad Leen summonsd, to
that cilect

Serter was presont when Tentered.  Pratt
was iving on his bl siient, but the sight of

set in anotion the thoughts, scenes and emo-
i ticus connnon to the oceurrence at the elaim,
i They ran dangeronsly near, but did not ae-
tuellv reveal me as a participator,
“No tools! no notices!™ ha eried.
wayv 1o hold a claim.”
S\What claim, Pratt?™ said Sefter.

“Pretty

tgleain of  cannin, No
P Welre after rattlesnake ofl. Hunting ¢
Lin the chapparal,  There’s one now—on the
i lend. I yor net off while I count ten, Tl

akes

fput a bell thronsh ye.  One—two—three— |

| oh!” and he ofy
Hillyear spo
e - mn t=he kent-——quict. Tt—is the—doc

fed as it with pain

Cterts—orders, The—dostor "x‘—)li‘-‘—-—:;:u"\’
—hentlan —is—something —or—others"”
i tQucsr husiness—quens husiness!” was Soef

| tor's vemark, as wo 1e76 the houso togethor,

o0 think be's bl aosho
; bod:. "

© Broener returnad, 1 felt that T eould now
<hift a part of the business to other shoul-
ders,

He Penrd story. At
settle 1 baek and lauzhed,
SPegular dima novel, isp't it said he.
“Weite it, pr

youre imnros

ms

h:

N I congratuiate

you, I coulln’t L 1 yon anything
Eeiter than the mee you've  pong
throns Yon needed it. You've the kind

that must bee put in very hot water to draw

anviline out of vou.®
“Bat won't put all Bull Baron the
sevnt of the *Banul’” Taskel

SRk det’s comporied somn whisky

nere eloys
) as tomake hii-
ponvinz the stuff
o yontder,
and  taste-
There would
PN WS CO-
s anl triin up his
befor Lo swalloved

1 0s 1 his runche

i
T

¥, . abont  the

You have fived that 21 vizht, or the

¢ have for vou Pratt won't go up
thers for o owh his wits are

knocked ont of L
is better far

T iaate

his Livlv, Pecan el 1o b
lisve that if hi= wits were oud of Lhis body
they’d  be in mnch  bettzr shape to
coms  hack and revea! our  secret
than as they now are chainedl to a

cracked skull, and therefore in bad work-
ing order, Hillyear, from what you say, is,
I judwe, only an appendaze of Pratt's, and
not able to do anythinzg withont him. At all
Cevents Pl find out soon,  As for th ‘Bank?

Jav Pratt. tho pistol dropved from his hand. 't “That’s what he knocks off work so | tors through tho cloth. Hillyear's reolv waa i I think I've ot the cream out of it alreadr.

me socmed to excile his brain to action, and !

The sick man's eve foll on Sefter with a |
claim,” he snid,

stin’ serapo with some-

ita conclusion !

We!l, yvoung man, |

It'z only a feeder to some bigger vein in the
mountain. That can lay for awhile. I've
got four or five caches of quartz up there
that I haven't shown you We'll getitall
down this week and hush up things for the
present. There's, I think, your fair share of
divvy, so far as we've gone,” and he put in
my hands a mint certificate of deposit for
$14,000. “If the rock that's mined out gives
down as I think it will, you'll have as much
nmore coming to you. Are you satisfled

Satisfled! Less than a year from home and
the possessor of what in Eastport was deemed
a “small fortune.” In the well-worn phrase,
I wanted to “pour forth my thanks.”

I said: I wish Icould fitly express my
feeling and gratitude to you.”

“I'm glad you can't,” said Brocner, inter-
rupting me. “It’sx a good thing for you
that you can't. I hate effusiveness. You
may in part thank your reticence and un-
demonstrativeness for what you call your
luck. I don't want any gushers about me,
Besides, you've earned what you got—every
cent of it. Fate put you and me together,
and with that put it in your way. There's
no thanks nor gratitude in the matter. I
hate people always overwhelined with grati-
tude. They're the sort who, if ever they
do you what's called a favor, never forget it,
and, in effect, want to be paid for it forever
afterward. Let's change the subject. There's
a traveling theatra company at Chinese
Camp to-night.  Iat's go and see the show.
You need a change from the ghastly buz-
zard spying and boly hunting business. Get
Rankin's borse, I'll take mine, and we'll
gallop over there.”

On applying, Mr. Rankin said he would
gladly hire me his horss. The animal, he
added, was vicious, shixd at his own shadow,
“buckod ' frequently and had Leen the death
of two men. As wo were leaving hy callsd
ont to Brosner: *Tho coroner lives at one
end of the camp and is lightenin' on an in-
quest when sober. The undertaker livesat
the othor.  You'd better take the cloth for
the young man'’s shroud along with you.
‘They know that horse up thero and always
put an extra ten cents a yvard on whito linen
when they see him comin’.”

1t seemed another world in that Iand when
riding by night. The sun's hct glars was
gone. The air after nightfull was always
cool and rofreshing, for it came off tho snow-
bauks on the Sierra summits, Our horses
were full of life and apparently as glad to
maie the trip as ourselves. The life of the
horse scems to add life to the rider, provid-
inx heis a ‘*horseman.” Distanco at night
seems unnoti e, It is more like a dream.
One travels forward without so imuch of that
mental stmining to reach one point atter
anotlior as do so often onr unhappily consti-
tuted huereying minds in tha day tims,

So galloped Broener and I regucding thosa
myiad suining wonders of all ages—the
stars,

*Lot's of ‘em, aren't there! said he.

“The stars? Yes."

“Small potatoes we are under them.
Smaller than ants in comparison, and moving
about on this planet for these shining atoms
we call gold. I wonder, now, of what im-
portance poor Pratt, if ho had his senses,
would consider that biggest star alongside of
a pan full of dust.  Pratt would trade Venus
for a quartz claim.”

CStars, speculation, immortality, ete.,” said
Brooner, as we roda on.  ““The three scom to
$£0 together; or, at all events, stars always
start one on thoss topics. 1 wonder what we
are, 1\!))’\\‘11)’—\\")0 we are, whore We came
tram, and all the rest. T am a certain amount
of life and inteligence in a body. Body’s
ouly a garment, a wrap, a machine, Hit a

| a part of the body hard encuzh, just one
biow, and in one second life’s all gone, and
with it the ‘guniption’ I've heca storing up
for years.  Hit it not quite as hard, liks the
crack poor Pratt gave himsell, and the intel-
ligence stays but goes to fliiders—ail hurly-
buriy. Problem: when you hore a hole with
e bullet through a man’s head, does all hi
intellect go out through that hole, and, it so,
where does it go to? and might there not ba
some way of putting a bucket or basin under
such o man’s head when he's dying, and

collecting  his intelligence, his quien  sabe
I for one's own use, just as they tap

| trees for maple sugar: Well, one things
I cortuing we're here, anyway, and I put
| iv up that the best plan is to get all the

fiun we can out of it—body, soul, mind, spirit,
! end any other little addition the theologians,
plitlosophers and metaphysicians can tack on
0,

We rode into the “camp.” In the language
j of thu time, it was “bilin’.” The theatre
company had brought in miners froin far and
It was a single straight street.  From
every door and window on either side poured

| flood of light, for every bouse oun the street,

L of wool or ciotn, was either
cambling tent or some place of rablie
Sidewa'k, strest and weirs
full of men. The “landango®  was
dv in full blast. Hess, nlone, were
seen women--dark-skinned senorit: in white
dresses, vome having their waists encireled
by Lroad Lands of pure gold. I lurs were
wesnentarily coming in, sonie urging their
Lorensat a breplneck pace throngh the street.
¢ The air was filled with a medly of sounds—
mu-ie, shouts, laughter, the huin of several
! hundred voices gathered in so snall an area,
the dink of glasses and an oceasional yell
ffrom some miner giving vent in 1his way to
the emotions within him develone { by whisky.
“Come,” suid Broener.  “Let's tak:a look
nt the fandango. Everybady goes there
cither to dance or look on.  It's not the Jow
dance house of an old eity. You will find
there the leading merchants of the place,
e Lanker, the lawyer, the jadge, and all
the cther present pillars of socisty, in thiy
new world of adventurers.  Society here,
you:ee, is in a stat of effurve-cence, and
everyhody’s at the top. Hen re’s now
no bottoin,  Norare these Mexican and Chil-
canean girls  like the ‘abandoned” of our
wrican or Englich citiss, Ther don’t get
won't pick  your pocket,  and
v morality sits lightly on then, still
¢ cer ) respeet

W bieh oo thoan ant of gadtaes

stare 0.

hou-as
e

Extirpating the Spng Birds,

It is said that ostrich far

be profiteble in South EH
marvket has been overstocked,

mand for ostrich plumes so |

o has ceased to
. berause the
That the de-
ely inereasied

the nee of zong birds for the decoration
of Judies’ hats, instead Bf “estitpating the
wholerace of them, may have i contrary ef-

feet, There is no news yet, however, that
uny one is raising small birds for their plum-
age. and the immediate prospect is that,
owing to a stupid fashion, the woods will
cewse to be vocal. Itis to be hoped that as
the spring approaches the propriety of leavir
to the wanton lapwing the exclusive use of
his celebrated crest may be borne in upon the
feminine mind. —Lite,




