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PART 1L
HE spring of 1574
was rctarded in the
California Sierras;
s0 much so that cor-
tain eastern tour-
ists wko had cerly
ventured into the
Yoscmite valley
found thems:ives,
one Xay morning,
snowbound a:rainst
the tempestuous
thoulders of EI
Capitan. So fu-
rious was the onset
of the wind at the
Upper Mereed can-
Jyon, thct even 0 respectable a lady as Mrs.
Rightlody was fain to cling to the neck of
Ber guidc to keep her scat in the saddle; while
Miss Alice, scorning all masculize assistance,
was Lurled, a lovel;: chaos, against the snowy
wall of the chasm.  Mis. Rizbtbody screamed;
AMiss Alice ruged under ber breath, but scram-
Bled t) Lier fect azain in silence.

“I told you 50!" said Mrs. Rightbody, in an
Indignant whisper, as ber daughter aguin
rangud beside ber.  “I warned you especially,
dlice, that—that—" 7

“What:” luterrupted Miss Alice, curtly.

“That you would need your chemiloons and
Migh Loots,” said Mrs. Rightbody, in u regret-
ful undertone, siightly increasing her distance
from the guides.

Miss Alice sbrugged her pretty shoulders
scornfully, but iguored her mother's imiplica-
sion.

“You were particularly warned azainst
going into the valley ut this scason,” she ouly
weplicd, srimly.

Mrx. Rizhtlody raised her eycsimpatiently.

“You Luow bow anxious 1 wos todiscover
your poor father’s strange correspoudent.
Alice.  You bave no consideration.”

SBut when ron hace discovered him—what
Shen!” queriad Miss Alice.

“What theny”

“Yes. My belief is that you will find the
Selegram only a mere business cipher, and all
this quest mere nonsense.,” i

“Alice! Wby, you yourself thought your
father's conduct that night very strange.
Have you forgottent”

The ydung lady had not, but, for some far-

. ¥eaching feminine rcason, chose to igmore it
at that moment, when her late tumble in the ‘
smow was still fresh in her mind.

#And this woman, whoever she may be,”
eontinued Mrs. Rizhtbody. 3

“How dou you know therc's a woman in the
ease!” interrupted Miss Alice, wickedly, I
fioar.

“How do—I—know—therc's a woman?"
slowly cjaculated Mrs. Rightbody, flounder-
ing in the snow at the uncspected possibility
of such a ridiculous question. But bere her
guide flew to her assistance, and stopped fur-
ther speech.  And, indeed, a grave problem
was before them,

The road that led to their single place of
refuge—a cabin, hauf hotel, half trading post,
scarce a mile away—skirted tho base of the
rocky dome, and pasced perilously near the
precipitous wall of the valley. There was a
7apid descent of a hundred yards or more to
Shis tcrrace-like pussage; and the guides
poused for a moment of consultation, coolly
eblivious, alike to the terrified questioning of
Mrs. Rizltbody, or the balf insclent inde-
pendence of the dauglter., The elder guide
was russet bearded, stout and humorous; the
Jounger was dark Learded, slight and se-
xious.

“Ef you kin git young Bunker Hill to Jet
Jou tote her on your shoulders, I'll get the
madam to hang on to me.” came to Mrs.
Rightbody’s horrified cars as the expression
of Ler particular companion.

“Freeze to the old gal, and don't reckon on
me if the daughter starts in to play it alone,”
was tic enigmatical respouse of the younger
guide.

Aliss Alice overhcard both propositions;
and, Lefore the two inen returned to their
side, that Ligh-spirited young lady bad urged
Ber Lorse down the declivity.

Alas! at this moment a gust of whirling
mow swept down upon ler. There was a
Soundcer, a mis-step, u fatal straln on the
wrong rein, a fall, a few plucky but unavail-
W strieadeis and Lot Lorse aud sidar ptid
&ncminiously down toward ‘the rocky shelf.
Mrs. Rightbody screamed. Miss Alice, from
@ confused debris of snow and ice, uplifted a
wexcd and coloring face to the younger guide,
a little the more angrily, perhaps, that she
maw a shado of impaticenee on his face,

“Don’t move, Lut tie one end of the ‘lass’
ucder your arms, and throw me the other,”
he rid, quietly.

“What do you mean by ‘lass’™—tho lassof”
asked Miss Alice, disgustedly.

“Yes, ma'am.”

" “Thenwhy don’t you say so#”

“Ob, Alice!” reproachfully interpolated
Mrs. Rizhtbody, encircled by the elder guide's
stalvart arm.

Miss Alice deigned no reply, but drew tho
Yoop of the lusso over her shoulders, and let
it drop to her round waist. Then she essayed
“to throw the cther end to her guide. Dismal
failure! The first fling nearly knocked her
off ti:c ledsso; the second went all wild against
the rocky wall; the third caught in a thorn
bush, twenty feet below her companion’s feet,
Miss Alice’s arm sunk helplessly to her side,
at which signal of unqualifiad surrender, the
Younger guide threw himsclf half way \l:;:

ALICE.

the slope, worked 1:is way to the thorn ysh,
hung for a moment perilously over the paras
pet, secured the lasso, and then began tg pull

away ut his Jovely burden. Miss Alicp was
m0 dead weight, however, but steadilyj half-
scrambled on her hands and knecs to withina

foot or two of her rescuer. At
familiar proximity, she stood up,

: . | - s : LA
a little stiffly against the line, causing the | mantledin the ran, xoncoulda'tboW3

| guide to give an extra pull, which had the
| lamentuble effect of landing Ler almost in bis
ferms.  As it was, ber intellizent forehead
! struck Lis nose sharply, and I regret to add,
| treatingz of a romantic situation, caused that
| sormcwhat prominent sizn and token of a
| bero to bleed freely. Miss Alice instantly
i clupped a handful of snow over bis nostrils.

, “Now eclevate your right arm,” ske said
| commandingly.

He did 25 he was bidden, bat sulkily.

“That coinpresses thie arters.”

i Nooan, with a pretty woinon's band and
' & Lundful of snow over his mouth and nose,

i

i

{ conlll effeetively utter a bheroie sentence, nor, |

with Lis arm elevated stifily over his head,
. cssume a herofc attitude.

half-apclogetically:

“I miglit kave known agirl couldn’t throw
worth a cent.”

“Why? demanded Miss Alice sharply.

“Because—why—because — you see — they
haven't got the expericace,” he stammered
fecLly.

“Nonsense! they baven't the clavicle—that's
gli! Its because I'm a woman, and smaller
in the collar bone, that I baven't the play of
the forearmn which you have. Sec!” She
squared ber shoulders slightly, and turned
the Llaze of ber durk eyes full on his “Ex-
Perience, indeed! A girl can learn anything
a boy can.”

Apprehension took the place of ill-humor in
ber hearer. He turned his eyes hastily away,
and glanced above bitn. Tho elder guide had
gone forward to catch Miss Alice's Lorse,
wLich, reliecved of his rider, was flounder-
ing toward the trail M:s. Rightbody was
towliere 10 be seen. And these two were
still twenty fect bulow the trail!

There was an awkward pause.

“Shall T pull you up the same way? he
queried.  Misy Alice looked at his nose. and
besitated.  “Or will you take my hand?” be
udded, in surly impaticnee.  To his surprise,
Miss Alice took Lis and, and they began tke
ascent together.

But the way was difficult and dangerous.
Once or twice her feetslipped on the smoothly
weorn rock beneath; and she confessed to an
inward thankfulness when ber uncertain femi-
nine bandgrip was exchanged for bis stroug
arm around her waist. Not that be was uzn-
gentle; but Miss Alice angrily felt that bLe
hud once or twice exercised his superior mes-
culine functions in a rough way; and yet the
next moment she would have probably re-
Jected the idea that she Lad even noticed it.
Tlicre was no doubt, however, that he was a
little surly.

A flerce scramble finally brought them
back in safety to the trail; but in the action
Miss Alice's shoulder, striking a ‘projecting
bowlder, wrunz from ber a feminine cry of
pain, her first sizu of womanly wealmess,
‘The guide stopped instanty.

“Iaz afraid 1 hurt you?”

She raised her brown lashes, a trifle moist
from suffering, looked in hiseyes, and dropped
her own. Wby, she could not tell. And yet
bie had certainly u kiud face, despite its seri-
ousness; and a fine fuce, albeit unshorn and
weather beaten. Her own eyes had never
been 50 near to any man's before, save her
lover's; and yct she had never seen so 1much-
in ¢ven his. Sbe slipped her hand away, not
with any reference to him, but rather to
pouder over this singular experience, and,
somchow, felt uncomfortable thereat.

Nor was be less so. It was buta few days
ago that he had accepted the chargo of this
young woman from the clder guide, who was
the recognized escortof the Rightbody party,
baving been & former correspondent of Ler-
father's. He bad been hired like any otber
guide, but had undertaken the task with that
chivalrous cnthusiasm which the averago
Culifornian always extends to the sex o rare
to bim. But the illusion had passed; and be
bud dropped into a sulky, practical sense of
bis situation, perbaps fraught with less
danger to bimself. Osly, when appealed to

bis manbood or her weakness, e had for-
zotten his wounded vanity,

He strode moodily ahcead, dutifully break-
ing the path for Ler in the direction of the
distant canyon, where Mrs. Rightbody and
bee friend awaited them. Miss Alice was
first to speak. In this trackless, uncharted
terra incognita of the passions, it is always
the woman who steps out wo lead the way.

“You kuow this placo very weil. 1 suppose
you have lived bere long?”

""a."

“You were not born here—no”

A long pause,

“I observe they call you ‘Stanislaus Joe.!
Of courso that is not your real namoc?”
(Mem.—Miss Alice had never called him
aawthing, usually prefacing any request
with a languid, “O-cr-er, please, mister-er-a!”
explicit enough for his station.)

“No.”

Miss Alice (trotting after him, and bawl-
in3 in bis ear)— What name did you cay?

‘sue man (doggedly)—I don't know,

Nevertheless, when they reached the cabin,
after a half-hour’s buffeting with the stormn,
AMiss Alice applied berself to her mother's es-
cort. Mr. Ryder.

“What's the name of the man wko takes
tare of m:° Lorsel* --
#Stanisfaus Joe,” responded Mr. Ttyder.

“Is that all?”

« “No. Sometimes he's called Joe Stanis.
laus,”

Miss Alice (satirically)—I supposoe it's tho
custom here to send yvoung ladies out with
gentlemen who hide their names under an
alias?

LIr. Ryder (greatly perplexed)—Why, dear
me, Miss Alice, you allers 'peared to meesa
gal as was able to take Leer —

Miss Alice (interrup¥ng with a wounded,
dove-like timidity)—Oh, never mind, please!

The cabin offered but scanty accommoda~
tion to the tourists; which fact, when in-
dignantly presented to Mra. Rightbody, wns
oxplained by tho good-bumored Ryder from
the circumstanco that tho usual hotcl was
only a slight affair of boards, clothand peper,
put up during the season, and partly dis-

But, when l.us
mouth was free again, he said balf-=ulkily,

warm ecough there,” he added. Neverthe-
less Miss Alice noticed that both Xr. Dyder
and Stanislaus Jeo retired there with their |
pipcs, alter baving preparcd tic ladies’ |
supper, with the assistanco of za Indian |
woman, who apperently emcged from tho |
earth at the cominz cf the party, and dis- |
appeared as mysteriousiT. {

The stars came out brisltly lLelors they |
slept; and the next moring & clea, enwink. l
ing sun Leamed with almest sum=er power i

breuzh the shatterless window of their !
caviz, and ironically disclosed the dotzilsof
its rude interior.  Tro or thros man~7, balf. |
caten buffclo robes, a bearsiia, somo sus- |
picious looking blanikcts, rifles and saddles, |
deal tables and barrels made vp its scont in. |
veutory., A stripof faded calico bung ln-l
fore 2 recess near the chimaey, but s5 black-
ened Ly smoke and age thatcven feminine
curiosity respected its sccret.  Mrs. Right-
body was in Lizh epirits, and iaformed her
cauzhtor that she was ¢t last on the track of
ber husband's unknovwm cormcspondent. “Sev-
enty-four and Seventy-five rcpresent two
members of the vizilance coramittee, my
dear, and Mr. Ryder will cssist me to find
them.”

“Mr. Ryder!” ejuculated 2Miss Alice, in
scor:ful astoni-hment.

“Alice,” said Mrs. Rizhtbody, with a sus
picious assuinpiion of sudden defencs, “you
injure yourself, you izjure mo, by this exzlu-
sive attitude.  Mr. Ryder is a friend of your
fatier's, an czceedingly well inforued gentle-
ma: I Lave rcot, of course, imparied to Lim
tie exicnt of 1y suspicions. Dut Lecan hel
me to what I must and will kuow. You|
might treat bim a little more civilly—or, ot
least, a little better than yoa do Lis servant,
your guide. r. Ryder is a geatleman, anc
not a paid courier.”

Miss Alice was suddeniy at entive.  When
shie spoke azuin, she asld, “Why do you not
find sometling abeut this Silshic—who ¢ifl—
or was Liui:z—or sometbing of that kind:”

“Child!” said Mzs. Riglhtbody, “don’t you
sec thcre was no  Filsbie, or, if tuere
was, he was simply thoe confidant of that—
woman{” :

A knock at the door, announcing tae pros-
ence of Mr. Ryder and Stanislaw: Joe with
the Lorses, cliecked Mrs. Rightbols's speech.
As the animals were being packed, Mrs.
Rightbody for a moment witidrew in cons-
dential coaversation with Mr. Ryder, and, tc
the younz lady’s still greater anojance, loft
ber alone with Stanislaus Joo, Mass Alice
was not in good temper, Lut she feit it neces
sary to say somecthing,

“I hope the hotel olers better quarters for
travelers than this in summer,” she began.

“It doew.”

“Then this docs not belonz to iti”

“No, ma'an.”

“Who lives hare, then™

Ml d“H

“l beg your pardon,” stammered Miss Alice,
“I thought you lived where we hired—
where we 1net you—in—in— You must cx.
cuso wme.”

“I'm not a regular guide; but as times werg
bard, and I was out of grub, I tool the job.!

“Out of grub!” “joL!” And sho was the
“job.”  What would Heury Marvin say? It
would nearly Lill bitn. She began Lerself tc
feel a littlo frizhtened, aud wuled toward:
the door.

“One moment, miss!™

The young girl hesitated. Tho man's tone
was surly, and yet indicated a certain kind of
half-pathetic grievance. Her curiosity got
the better of her prudence, and she turned
back,

“This morning,” ho began hastily, “when
we were coming down the valley, you pickec
me up twice.”

“I picked you upi” repeatad the astonished
Alice,

“Yes, contradicted me; that's what )
mean; once when you said those rocks were
volcanic, once when you said the flower you
picked wasa poppy. I cidn't let on at the
time, for it wasn't my say; but all the while
you were talking I might have laid for
syou—="

“I don’t understand you,” snid Alice
haughtily.

“I might have entrapped you before folks,
But I only want you to know that I m right,
and here are the books to show it,”

He drew aside the dingy calico curtain, re-
vealed a small shelf of bulky books, took
down too large volumes—one of botany,, one
of geology—nervously sought his text, and
put them in Alice's outstretched hands,

“I bad no intention,” she began, halt
proudly, half embaiTassedly.

“Am I right, miss?” he interrupted.

“I presume you are, if you say s0.”

“That’s all, ma’am. ‘Thank you!”

Before the girl had time to reply he was
gone. When he again returned it was with
ber horse, and Mrs. Rightbody and Ryder |
were awaiting her. But Miss Alico noticed
that his own horse was missing.

“Are you not going with us:” she asked.

“No, ma'am.”

“Oh, indeed!”

Miss Alice felt her speech was a fechble con-
ventionalism, but it was all she could say,
Bhe, however, did something. Hitherto it
had been her babit to systematically reject his
assistance in mounting to her seat.  Now she
awaited him. As be approached she smiled
and put out her little foot. He instantly
stooped, she placed it in his hand, roso with
a spring and for one supreme moment Stanis-
laus Joe Leld her unresistingly in kis arms,
The nezt moment she was in tho saddle, but
in that brief interval of sixty secondsehe had
uttered a volumo in & singia scntence:

“I hope you will forgive moa!”

o muttered a reply, end turned Lis face
asice quickly os if to hide it

Miss Alice cantzred forward with o staile,
but pulled her bat down over her cyes ag sho
soined beor watlars ko was blusking,

| hurriedly, “I know. But do YOu inen:

PART ITT. -

R Ryder wis &
A day or two later
ke cutered Mrs
Rightbody’s parlor

N -
N _§\‘\ Nat the Chrrsopolis

= "Q'\-’- e ¥ dpotel, in Stockton,
e\ ‘P’% with the informa-
\?74 V2 tion that Le bad
VRS ./ scen the mysterious

? senders of the dis-

38, RIGHTBODT. retely, and that they
were now in the ofice of tie botcl, wait-
ing hor pleasure. Mr. lizder further in-
formed her that these gontlemen bad onl.y
etipulated that they should not rcveal their
real names, and that they should be intro-
duced to her simply as the respective “S‘even-
ty-four” and “Seventy-five” wigp had signed
the dispateh sent to the late Mr. mghtbody_.

Als. Rightbody at first demurred to this;
but, on the assurance from Mr. Ryder that
this was tho only condition on which an

| interview would be granted, finally cou-

sented.

“You will find them squarc men, even if
they arc a little rough, ma’am. But, if you'd
like me to be present, Il stop; though I
rechon, if yo'd calkilated on that, you'd bave
had me take care o' your business by proxy.
and not come yourself three thousand miles
to doit.”

Ars. Rightbody believed it better to see
them: alone.

“All right, ma'am. Il hang round ount
here; and of ye should happen to hev a tick-
lin' in your throat, and a bad spell o' coughin’,
1’1l drop in, careless like, to s2e if you don’t
want them drops. Sabe ¢

And with an exceedingly arch wink, and a
slight familiar tap on XM=, Rigktbody's shoal-
der, which might have caused the late Mr.

tizhtbody to burst his s2pulehre, he with-
rew,

A very timid, besitating tap on the door
was followed by the cntrance of two mwen,
both of whom, ia general siz2, strength, and
mncouthness, were Judicrously inconsistent
with their diffideat announcement. They
proceeded ia Indian filo to the center of the
roum. faced A= Righthody, acknowledged
her deep courtesy by a stroag shake of the
hand, and. drawing two chairs opposite to
her, sat doven sido L7 side.

“I presuma I havo the picasure of address-
inz—" bagan XMrs. Rizhtbody.

The man dire2tly opposite Mrs. Rightbody
tarndd to the other inquiringly.

The othor man nodded his head, and re-

pliad: o
“Seventy-four.”
“Scventy-five,” promptly followed fhe

other.

Ars Rightbady paused, a little confused.

“I have sent for you,” she began again,
“to lcarn somethinz more of the circum-
stances under which you gentlemen sent a
digpat<h to my late husband.”

“The circumstances,” replied Seventy-four,
quietly, with a side glance at his companion,
“pauncd out about in this yer style. We
huzg a man, named Josh Silsbis, down at
DPeadwood for hoss stealin’.  When I say 1ce,
I'speniz for Scventy-five yer as is present,
as well as representin’, 80 to speak, seventy-
two other gents as is scattered. Wo hung
Jash Silsbic on squar’, pretty squar’, evidence.
Afore he was strung up Seventy-five yer
axed him, accordin’ to custom, ef ther was
enny thing he had to say, or enny request
that he allowed to make of us. He turns to
Seventy-five yer, and—"

Hicre he paused suddenly, looking at his
companion.

“He scz, sez he,” began Seventy-five, taking
up the narrative—“he scz, ‘Kin I write a
letter? sez he, Bez I, ‘Not much, ole man;
ye'vo got notime.! Sez he, ‘Kin I send a dis
patch by telegraph? I sez, ‘Heave ahend.’
He sez—these is his dientikal words—‘Send

-| Adam Rightbody, Boston. Tell him to re-

member his sacred compack with me thirty
years azo.'”

“ *His sacred compack with me thirty years
ago,’” echoed Seventy-four—“his dicntikal
words,”

“What wasthe compact!” asked Mrs, Right-
body anxiously.

Beventy-four looked at. Seventy-five, and
then both arose and retired to the corner of
the parlor, where they engaged in a slow but
whispered dcliberation. Presently they re-
turned and sat down again.

“We allow,” said Seventy-four, quictly but
decidedly, “that you know what that sacred
compact was.”

Mrs. Rightbody lost her temper and her
truthfulness together,  “Of course,” she said
1 to say
that you gave this poor inan no further chance
o explain before you murdered himi”

Seventy-four and Seventy-five both rose
again slovly and retired. \When they re-
turned azain and sat down, Bevanty-five,
who by this time, through some subtle mag-
netisin, Mrs. Rightbody began to reco;nize as
the superior power, said gravely:

“We wish to say, regarding this yer mur
der, that Seventy-four und me is equally re-
sponsible; that we reckon also to represent, so
to speak, seventy-two uther gentlemen as
scuttered: that we are ready, Seventy-four
aund e, to take and Lolt that responsibility,
now and at any time, afore every man o
men as kin be fetched ugin us. We wish to
sy that this yer say of ours holds good yer
in Californy, or in any part of these Unijted
States.”

“Or in*Canady," suggested Sevent y-four.

“Or in Canady. We wouldn't agree to cross
the water, or go to furrin parts, unless abso-
lutely necessary. We leaves tho chisé of wep-
pings w your principal, ma’am, or beiug a
lady, ma'zm, and interested, to g
tmay feteh to act for him,
in any of the Sacramento
card or handuill stuck unto o tree near Dead-
wood, saying that Seventy-four op Seventy.
tive will communicate with this yer princi.

ny oww you
An advertisement
Papers, or a play-

pal or ageut of yours, will feteh us—allers "
Mrs Righthody, a little alarmed and des.

lothing of

“I ouly expected

perate, saw her blunder “] meqy ¢
the kind,” shie said astily,

that you might have some further fetails of |
this interview with Silsbie; that perizps yoy |
could tell nre"—a buld, bright thougzut crossed
Mrs. Rightbody's mind — “something rmore
about her.” ‘

«
i
]
’

The two men loolied at each otber.

4] suppose youv society has no objection
to giving e information about /Zert” said
Mrs. Rightbaly eagerly.

Another quiet conversation in the corner,
and the return of both men.

“We want to xay that we've no objection.”

Mra Rigltbexly's bLeart Leat high. Her
boldnrss Lad made her penetration good. Yes

she felt she must not alarm the men head-
lessly.

“\{’iu you inform me to what extent Mr,
Rightbody, my late husband, was interested
in Ler?

This time it scemed an age to Mrs. Right-
body before the men returned from their sol-
emn consultation in tho cormer. 8he conld
both hear and feel that their discussion was
more animated than their previous confer-
ences. She was a little mortified, however,
when they sat down, to hear Seventy-four

say slowly:
“We wish to say that we don’t allow to say
Aow much.” SO

. e

“Do you not think that the ‘sacred compact’
between Mr. Rightbody and Mr. Bilsbie
ferred to her?” ;

“We reckor it do.”

Mrs. Rightbody, flushed and
would have given worlds had her daughter
been present to bear this undoubted confirm-
ation of her theory. Yet she felt a little nerv-
ous and uncomfortable even on this threshold
of discovery.

“Is she here now?”

“She's in Tuolumne,” said Seventy-four.

“A littlo better Jooked arter than formerly,™
added Seveaty-five,

“I sec. Then Mr. SilsLic enticed her away

“Well, ma'am, it was allowex! as she runned
awey. Dut it wasn't proved, and it generally
wasn't her style.” :

Alrs. Rightbody trifled with her next ques-
tion. “She was pretty, of coursei”

The cyes of both men brightened.

“She was that” sald Seventy-four em-
ph.umuy

“It would have done you good to see herf”
added Scventy-five. |

Alrs. Rightbody inwardly doubted it; but,
before she could ask another question, the two
men agein retired to the corner for consulta-
tion. When they came back thero wasm
shade more of kindliness and confldence #n
their manner, and Seventy-four upened his
mind more freely.

“We wish to say, ma'am, looking at the
thing, by and large, in a far-minded way,
that, ez you seem interested, and ex Mr.
Rightbody was intercsted, and was, accord-
to all accounts, deceived and led away by
Bilsbie, that we dou't mind listening to amy
proposition you might make as a ludy—allow-
in' you was ekally interested.”

“I umderstand,” said Mrs. Righthody
quickly. “And you will furnish me with any
papers?”

The t#o men again consulted.

“We wish to say, ma’am, that we think
she's got papers, but—"

“I must havo them, you understand.” in-
terrupted Mrs. Rightbody, “at any price.”

“We was about to say ma'am,” said Sew-
enty-five slowly, “that, considerin’ all things
—and you being a lady—you kin have her,
papers, pedigrec and guaranty, for §1,200.”

It has Leen alleged that Mrs. Rightbody
nsked only onc question moro and then
fainted. It is known. however, that by the,
next day it was understood in Deadwood that
Mr« Rightbody had confessed to the vigie
lance committee that her husband, a cele-
brated Boston millionairé, anxious to guin
possession of Abner Springer's well known
sorrel mare, had incited the unfortunate Josh
Silsbie to steal it; and that finaily, failing
this, the widow of the deceased Huston mil-
lionaire was now in personal negutiation with
the owners. )

Howbeit, Miss Alice, returning home that
afternoon, found her wmother with u vivlent
headache.

“We will leave here by the next steamer,”
said Mrs. Rightbody languidly. *“Mr. Kyder
bas promised to accompany us.”

“But, mother—" s

“The climate, Alice, is overral My
nerves are already suffering from it. ThLo as-
sociations are unfit for you, and My, Marvia
is naturally impatient.”

Miss Alice colored slightly.

“But your quest, motheri™

“I've abandoned it.”

“But I have not,” said Alice, quietly. “Do
You remember my guide at the Yosemite—
Stanistaus Joe? Well, Stanislaus Joe 1s—who
do you think¢"

Mis. Rizghtbody was languidly indifferent.
Si;s‘l:;:l'l" Stanislaus Joe is tho son of Joshua

Mis. Rightbody sat upright in astonish-
ment,

“Yes. But, mother, he knows nothing of
what we know. His father troatad him
shamefully, and set him cruelly adrift years
ago; and, when he was hung, the poor follow,
in sheer disgrace, changed his nane.”

“But, it e knows uothing of his father's
compact, of what interest is this?”

“Ob, notbing! Ouly 1 tbought it might lead
to something.”

Mrs. Rightbody suspected that ‘“some-
thing,” and asked sbarply, “And pray how
did you find 1t out! You did not speak of 1t
i the valley 2

*Ob! 1didn't find it out till to-day,” maid
Miss Alice, walking to the window, “He
bappened w he here, and—told me.,”

Moncy Saved Is Money Earned.

Capitalist (just rescued from the water)—
Well, mister, I'm much *bliged to yo for haul-
ing mo out of the water, an’ hera's §1.40 for
Ye—all the change P've got about me now.

“Oly, no; keep your money. I wouldn's
think of robbing you.”

*Not 'tall! not 'tall! 'Twould have been
lost anyliow, if ye hadn't rescued mo "—Ham
par's Bazay, Sor .-
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