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4 *2te not him,” continued the voice, with a

* @8 you'll tote it out. If we've got to go
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For some moments profound silence and
slarkness had accompanied & Sierran stage
«oach toward tho summit. The huge, dim
Sk of tho vehicle, swaying noiselessly on its
straps, glided onward and upward as if obey-
fiag somo mysterious impulse from behind, so
Zaint and indeflnito appeared {its relations to
#ho viewless and silent horses ahcad. The
shadowy trunks of tall trecs, that seemed to
mpproach the coach windows, look in, and
#hem movo huiriedly away, were tho only
altistinguishable objocta. Yet even these were
®0 vague and unreal that thoy might have
®een tho mere phantoms of some dream of
he half-sleeping passengers; for the thickly-
strewn needles of tho pine, that choked the
wway and deadened all sound, yielded under
“the silently crushing wheels a faint soporific
wdor that scomod to benumb their senses,
mircady slipping back into uncousciousness
<luring the long ascout. Suddenly the stage

atopped.

s Three of the four passengers inside strug-
@fed at once into upright wakefulness. The
fourth passenger, John Halo, had not been
-sleeping, and turned impaticntly toward the
window. Itscemed to him thattwoof the
smoving trees had suddenly becomo motion-
dess outside, Oneo of them moved again, and
®he door opened quickly but quictly, as of it~
mell.

) “Git down,” said a voice in tho darkness.

1%@it down,” said a coica in the darkness.”

All the passengers except Hale started.
“The man next to him moved his right hand
suddenly behind him, but as quickly stopped.
One of the motionless trees had apparently
«dosed upon the vehicle, and what had seemed
20 be a bough projecting from it at right
angles changed slowly into the faintly shin-
dng double barrels of a gun at.the window.

, “Drop that!” said the voice. “

- The man who had moved uttered a short
Iaugh and rcturned his hand empty to his
knees. The two others perceptibly shrugged
their shoulders as over a game that was lost.
“The remaining passenger, John Hale, fearless
By nature, inexperienced by habit, awaking
suddenly to the truth, conceived a desperate
sesistance. But without his making a ges-
Sure this was instinctively felt by the others;
the muzzle of the gun turned spontaneously
on him, and he was vaguely conscious of a
cortain contempt and impatience of him in

Ihis companions.
repeated the voice impera-

“@it down,”
Sively.

The three passengers descended. Hale,
ffurious, alert, but helpless of any opportu-
mity, followed. He was surprised to find the
stage driver and express messenger standing
beside himn; he had not heard them dismount.
Hbo instinctively looked toward the horses.
3o could see nothing,
¢ “Hold up your hands!”

‘ One of the passengers had already lifted
tis, in a weary, perfunctory way. The others
did the same reluctantly and awkwardly,
tbat apparently more from the consciousness
of the ludicrousness of their attitude than
Zrom any sense of danger. The raysof a
®uil’s eye lantern, deftly managed by in-
wisible hands, while it left the intruders in
shadow, completely illuminated the faces and
#igures of the passengers. In spito of the
amajestic obscurity and silence of surround-
fng nature, the group of humanity thus il-
Juminated was more farcical than dramatic.
A scrap of newspaper, part of a sandwich,
and an orango peel that had fallen from the
floor of the coach, brought into equal prom-
#nence by the searching light, completed the
sbsurdity.

+ “There is a man here with a package of
fgreenbacks,” said a voice, with an official
<oolness that lent a certain suggestion of
eustom bouss inspection to the transaction;
®who ls it!® The passengers looked at each
@ther, gud-their glance finally scttled on
Hale, ?

tinge of contempt on the emphasis.
ou'll save time and searching, gentiemen,

@hrough svery one of you we'll try to make
P pay.*
¥ The significant threat was not unhesded.
%o passenger who had first moved when the
put his hand to his breast.
'l’di- pocket first, i you please,” said

The man lsugbed, drew a pistol fiom his
pocket, and, under the strong light of the
um.mum.mmmmawm

tho d—il tooumpnn To me, instead o
wnding it by express, it tvould beat their
ewn risk,” ho said apologotically..

“As it's going with tho express now it's all
the same,” said the inevitable humorist of the
‘accasion, pointing to tho despoiled express
sreasure box already in tis road.

The intention and deliberation of the out-
rago'was plain enough to Hale's inexperience
aow. Yet he could not understand the cool
acquiescence of his fellow passemgers, and
was furious. His reflections were interrupted
by a voice which secmed to come from a
greater distance. He fancied it was even
softer in tone, ns if & certain austerity was
relaxed.

“Step inas quickas you like, gentlemen.
You've five minutes to wait, Bill.”

The passengers re-entered the coach; the
driver and express messenger hurriedly
“limbed to their places. Hale would have
spoken, but an impatient gesture from his
companions stopped him. They were evie
dently listening for something; he listened
m ) A\
Yot the silence remained unbroken. It
scemed incredible that there should be no in-
dication near or far of that forceful presence
which a moment ago had been so dominant.
No rustle in the wayside “brush” nor echo
from the rocky canyon below betrayeda
sound of their flight. A faint breeze stirred
the tall tips of the pines, a cone dropped on
tho stago roof, one of the invisible horses,
that seemed to bo listening too, moved slight-
ly in his harness. But this only appeared to
accentuate tho profound stillness. The mo-
meants were growing interminable, when the
vaico, 50 near as to startlo Hale, broke once
moro from tho surrounding obscurity.

“Good night|”

It was the signal that they wore freo. The
driver’s whip cracked like a pistol shot, the
harses sprang furiously forward, the huge ve-
hicle lurched ahead and then bounded vio-
lontly after thom. When Hale could make
his voico heard in the confusion—a confusion
which seemed greater from the colorless in-
tensity of thoir last few moments’ experience
—he said burriedly, “Then that fellow was
there all the time?”

“I reckon,” returned his companion, “he
stopped five minutes to cover the driver with
his double barrel, until the two other men
got off with the treasurc.”

“The two others!” gasped Hale. “Then
there were only three men, and we six.”

Tho man sbrugged his shoulders. The pas-
senger who had given up the greenbacks
drawled, with a slow, irritating tolerance,
“I reckon you're a stranger here?”

“I am—to this sort of thing, certainly,
though 1 live a dozen miles from here, at Ea-
gle's Court,” returned Hale scornfully.

“Then you're the chap that's doin’ that
fancy ranchin’ over at Eagle's,” continued
the man lazily.

“Whatever I'm doing at Eagle's Court I'm
not ashamed of it,” said Hale tartly; “and
that's more than I can say of what I've done
—or haven't done—to-night. TI've been oneof
six men overawed and robbed by three,”

“As to the overawin’, ez you call it—meb-
be you know more about it thanus. As to
the robbin’—ez far asI kin remember, you
haven’t onlonded much. Ef you're talkin’
about what ouglter’ve been done, I'll tell you
what could have happened. Praps ye no-
ticel that when he pulled up I made a kind
of grab for my wepping behind me?”

“I did; and you weren’t quick anough 4
said Hale shortly.

“I wasn't quick enough, and ‘:hnt saved
you. For ef I got that pistol out and insight
o’

$Well,” said Hale impatiently, ‘he’d have
hesitated.”

“He'd hev blown you wit«h both barrels
outer the window, and that before I'd got a
half cock on my revolver.”

“But that would bave been only one man
gone, and there would have been five of you
left,” said Hale baughtily.

“That might have been of you'd contracted
to take the hull charge of two handfuls of
buckshot and slugs; but ez one-eighth of that
amount would bave done your business, and
yet left enough to have gone round, promis-
kiss, and satisfled the other passengers, it
wouldn’t do to kalkilate upon.”

*‘But the cxpress messenger and the driver
were armed,” continued Hale.

“They were armed, but not fixed; that
makes all the difference.”

“I don't understand.”

“I reckon you know what a duel isf”

“"es'"

“Well, the chances agin us was about the
same as you'd have ef you was put up agin
another chup who was allowed to draw a
bead on you, and the siznal to fire was your
drawin’ your weapon. Yon may be a
stranger to this sort o' thing, and p'r'aps you
never fought a duel, but even then you
wouldn’t go foolin’ your life away on any
such chances,”

Something in the man’s manner, as in a
certain sly amusement the other passengers
appeared to extract from the conversation,
impressed Hale, already beginning to be con-
scious of the Mudicrous insufficiency of his own
grievance beside that of his interlocutor.

“Then you mean to say this thing is in-
evitable,” said he bitterly, but less aggres-
sively.

“Ez long ez they hunt you; when you hunt
them you've got the advantage, allus pro-
vided you know how to get at them ez well
as they know how to get ¢t you. This yer
coach is bound to go regular, and on certain
days. They ain't. By the time the sherift
gets out his posse they've skedaddled, and the
Jeader, like as not, is takin’ his quiet cocktail
a$ tho Bank Exchange, or mebbe losia' his
earnings to tho sheriff over draw poker in
Sacramento. You see you can't prove any-

thing agin theny-unless you takethem ‘on the

fiy. It may be a part of Joaquim Mirietta's
band, though I wouldn't swear to it.”

“The leader might have been Gentleman
George, n-unupcountry." ioterposed a pas-
B - m*hl“"m

Sresst pocked, wao lald bezide 1. B i

“M et ‘Good aight’

Borter chucked a Ittle sentiment in 1t
Dldn‘tucmtob.tlnmthlnzu'(}lt.yu
d—d suckers,’ on the other line,”

“Whoever he was be knew the road and
the men who traveled on it. Liko ez not he
went over the line beside the driver on the
box on tho down trip, and took stock of
everything. * Ho even knew I had those
greenbacks, though they were handed to me
in the bank c% Bacramento, He must have
been hangin' round there.”

For somo moments Hale remained silent,
He was a civic-bred man, with an intense love
of law and order; the kind of man who is the
first to take that law and order into his own
hands when ho coes not find it existing to
pleaso him. Ho hied o Bostonian's respect for
respectability, tradition cnd propriety, but
was willing to {zco irregularily cad impro-
priety to create ordoer clsewhere. Ho was
fond of naturo with theso limitations, never
quite trusting her unguided instincts, and
finding her ns an instructress greatly in-
ferior to Harvard university, though possi-
bly not to Cornell. With dauntless enter-
priso and caergy ho had bullt and. stocked a
charming cottage form in & nook in tho
Sierras, whence ke opposed, like the lesser
Englishman that he was, his own tastes to
thoso of the alien west. In the present in-
stance he felt it incumbent upon him not
only to assert his principies, but to act upon
them with his usual energy. How far he
was impelled by the half contemptuous
passiveness of his companions it would be
difficult to say.

“What is to preven{, the pursuit of them at
once?” he asked suddenly.. “We are a few
miles from the station, where horscs can be
procured.”

“Who's to do it?” replied the other lazily.
*‘The stage company will lodge the complaint
with the authorities, but it will take twodays
to get the county officers out, and it's nobody
else's fuperal.”

“I will go for one,” said Hale quietly. “I
have a horse waiting for me at the station,
and can start at once.”

There was an fnstant of silence. The stage
coach had left the obscurity of the forest, and
by the stronger light Hale could perceive that
his companion was examining him with two
colorless, lazy eyes. Presently ho said, meet-
ing Hale's clear glance, but rather as if yield-
ing to a careless reflection:

“It might be done with four men. We
oughter raise one man at tho station.” He
paused. “‘Idon’t know ez I’'d mind takinga
band myself,” he added, stretching out his
legs with a slight yawn.

‘Ye can count me in, if you're goin’, kernel,
I reckon I'm talkin' to Kernel Clinch,” sald
the passenger beside Hale with sudden alac-
rity. “I'm Rawlins, of Frisco. Heerd of ye
afore, kernel, and kinder spotted you jist '
now from your talk.”

To Hale's surpriso the two men, after awk-
wardly and perfunctorily grasping each
other’s hand, entered at onco intoa languid
conversation on the recent election at Fresno,
without the slightest further refercence to the

| pursuit of the robbers. It was not until the

remaining and undonominated passengor
turned to Halo, and, regretting that he had
immediate business at the Summit, offered to
accompany the party if they would wait a
couple of hours, thut Col. Clinch bricfly re-
turned to the subject.

“Four men will do, and ez wo'll hev to take
horses from the station we'll hev to take the
fourth man from there.”-

With theso words he resumed his uninter-
esting conversation with the equally uninter-
estedd Rawlins, and the undenominated pas-
senger subsided into an admiring and dreainy
contemplation of them both. With all his
principle and really high minded purpose,
Hale could not help feeling constrained and
annoyed at the sudden, subordinato and aux-
iliary position to which he, the projector of
the enterprise, had been reduced. It was true
that he had never offered himsell as their
leader; it was true that the principle ho
wished to uphold and the effect he sought to
obtain would be equally demonstrated under
another; it was true that the execution of his
own conception gravitated by some occult
impulse to the man who had mnot sought it,
and whom he had always regarded as an in-
capable. But all this was so unlike precedent
or tradition that, after the fashion of con-
servative men, he was suspicious of it, and
only that his honor was now involved he
would have withdrawn from the enterprise.
There was still a chance of reasserting him-
self at the Mn, where ho was known,

and where some authority might be deputed
to him.

But even this prospect failed. The station,
half hotcl and half stable, contained only the
landlord, who was also express agent, and the
new volunteer whom Clinch bad suggested
would be found among the stable men. The
nearest justice of the peace was ten miles
away, and Hale had to abandon even his
hope of being sworn in as a deputy constable.
This introduction of a common and illiterate
ostler into the party on equal terms with
himsell did not add to his satisfaction, and a
remark from Rawlins seemed to compkte
his embarrassment.

“Ye bhad a mighty narrer cscape down
there just now,” said that gentleman confi-
dentially, as Hale buckled his saddle girths,

“I thought, as we were not supposcd to
defend ourselves, there was no danger,” said
Hale scornfully.

“Oh, I don't mean them road agents. But
him.”

“Who?”

“Kernel Clinch. You jist ez good as al-
lowed he hadn't any grit.”

“Whatover Isaid, I suppose I am respon-
sible for it,” answered Hale haughtily.

“That's what gits me,” was the imperturb-
able reply. “He's the best shot in southern
California, and hes let daylight through o
‘dosen chaps afore mow for balf what 'you
sald.”

“Indeed

“Hommmevcr, continued Rawlins, phil-
osophically, “ez he's concluded to go with ye
1nstead of .for yo, you're likcly o bov yous |
$dess gn this matter oarried ous up 0 ‘the

bandle. Mc'll ‘MaKo SHOIT WOTK' OL It, YOU
bet. Ef, ex I suspect,the leader isan airy
young feller from Frisco, who hez took to the
road lately, Clinch hex got a ‘personal grudge
agin him from a quarrel over draw poker.”-

This was the last blow to Halo's ideal cru-
sade. Herehe was—an honest, respectable
citizen—engaged ns simple accessory to a
lawless vendetta originating at a gambling
table! When the fist_shack was over that
grim philosophy which is the reaction of all
imaginative and sensitive natures camo to his
aid. He felt better; oddly enough he began
to be conscious that he was thinking and act-
ing like his companions, With this feeling a
vague sympathy, before absent, faintly
showed itsell in their actions. The Sharpe's
rific put into his hands by the stableman was
accompanied by a familiar word of sugges-
tion as to an equal, which he was ashamed to
find flattered him. He was able to continue
the conversation’ with Rawlins more coolly.

“Then you suspect who is the leader?!”

“Only on giniral principles. There was a
finer touch, 80 to speak, in this yer robbery
that wasn't in the old faghioned style. Down
in my country they hed crude ideas about
them things—used to strip -the passengers of
gverything, includin’ their clothes. They say
that at tho station hotels, when the coaches
came in, the folks used to stand round with
blankets to wrap up the passengersso ez not to
skeer the wimen, Thar's a story that the
driver and express manager drove up oneday
with only a copy of The Alty Californy
wrapped around 'em; but thin,” added Raw-
lins grimly, ‘‘there was folks ez said the hull
story was only an advertisement got up for
The Alty.”

“Time's up.”

“Aro you ready, gentlemen!” said Col
Clinch.

Hale started. He had forgotten his wife
and family at Eagle’s Court, ten miles away.
They would be alarmed at his absence, would
perhaps hear some exaggerated version of the
stage coach robbery and fear the worst.

*Is there any way I could send a line to
Eagle’s Court before daybreakf” he asked
cagerly.

The station was already drained of its
spare men and korses. The undenominated
passenger stepped forward and offered to
take it himself when his business, which he
would dispatch as quickly as possible, was
concluded.

“That ain't & bad idea,” said Clinch, re-
flectively, “for ef yer hurry you'll head ’em
off in caso they scent us, and try to double
back on the North ridge. They’ll fight shy
of the trail if they seec anybody on it, and
ono man's as good as a dozen.”

Hale could not help thinking that he
might havo been that one man, and had bis
opportunity for independent action but for
his rash proposal, but it was too late to with-
draw now. He hastily scribbled a few lines

his wife'on'a sheet of the station paper,
hayded it to the man, and took his place in
the littlo cavalcade as it filed silently down
the road.

And took his place in the cavalcade.

They bad ridden in silence for nearly an
hour, and had passed tho scenc of the rob-
bery by a higher track. Morning had long
ago advanced its colors on the cold whito
peaks to their right, and was taking posses-
sion of tho spur where they rode.

“It looks like snow,” said Rawlins quictly.

Hale turned toward him in astonishment.
Nothing on earth or sky looked less likely.
It bad been cold, but that might have becn
only & current from the frozen peaks beyond,
reaching the lower valley. The ridge on
which they bad halted was still thick with
yellowish-green sumimer foliage, mingled
with the durker evergreen of pino and fir.
Oven-like canyons in the long flanks of the
mountain secmed still to glow with the heat
of yesterday’s noon; tho breathless air yet
trembled and quivered over stifling gorges
and passes in the granite rocks, while far at
their feet sixty miles of perpetual summer
stretched away over the winding American
river, now and then lost in a gossamer haze.
It was scarcely ripe October where they
stood; they could see the plenitude of August
still lingering in the valleys.

“I've seen Thomson’s pass choked up with
fifteen feet 0’ snow earlicr than this,” said
Rawlins, answering Hale's gaze; “and last
September the passengers sledded over the
road we came last night, and all the time
Thomson, a'mile lower down over the ridge
in the hollow, smoking his pipe under roses
in his piazzy! Mountains is mighty un-
certain; they make their own weather ez
they want it. I reckon you ain't wintered
here yet.”

Hale was obliged to admit that he had
only taken Eagle's Court in the early spring.

“Ob, you're all right at Eagle's—wben
you're there! But' it's like Thomson's—it's
the gettin’ there that's—Hallo! What's that?”

A shot, distant but distinct, had rung
through the keen air. It was followed by
another 5o alike as to seem an echo.

“That's over yon, on the North ridge,”
said the ostler, “about two miles as the crow
flies_and five by the tmmil. _Sumebody’s
shootln’ Mar,®

“Notwithutotm said Clinch, quickly

wheeling his horse with a gesture that elec-
trified them, “It's them, and they've doubled®

on us! To the North ridge, gentlemen, andt
ride all you know!”

ltneedednonecondcbullongotooon—
pletely transform that quiet cavalcade. The-
wild, ‘man-hunting instinct, inseparable tor
most humanity, rose at their leader’s look
and word.  With an incoherent and unintel-
ligible cry, giving vaice to the chase like the:
commonest hound of their flelds, the order
loving Hala and the philosophical Rawlins
wheeled. with the others, and in anotber in-
stant the little band swept out of sight in the.
forest.

Au immense and immeasurable quict snc--
ceeded. The sunlight glistened silently. on:
cliff and scar, the vast distanco below seemed.
to stretch ‘out and Lroaden into repose. It
might have been fancy, but over tho sharp-
line of the North ridge a light smoke lifted.
as of an escaping soul.

CHAPTER IL

Eagle’s Court, one of the highest canyonsof
the Sierras, was in reality a platean of table-
land, embayed like a green lnke in a semi-
circular sweep of granite, that, lifting itself’
3,000 feet higher, became a foundation. for-
the eternal snows. The mountain genii of’
space and atmosphere jealously guarded its
seclusio: and surrounded it with illusions; it
nover looked to be exactly what it was; the-
traveler who saw it from the North ridge-
apparently at his feet in descending found:
bimself separated from it by a mile long:
abyss and a rushing river; those who sought:
it by a sceming direct trail at the end of
an hour lost sight of it complgtely, or,.
abandoning the quest and retracing their-
steps, suddenly came upon the gap through
which it was entered. That which from the-
ridge appeared to be a copso of bushes be-
side the tiny dwelling wero trees 300 feet
high; the cultivated lawn before fit, Which
might have been covered by tho traveler's:
handkerchief, was a field of 1,000 acres.

The house itself was & long, low, irregular
structure, chiefly of roof and veranda, pict-
uresquely upheld by rustic pillars of pine,
with the bark still adhering, and covered
with vines and trailing roses. Yet it was:
cvident that the coolness produced by, this
vast extent of cover was more than the are
chitect, who had planned it ypder the infig.
ence of a staring and bewildering sky, had
trustfully conceived, for it had to be miti-
gated by blazing fires in open heartbs when
the therinometer marked 100 degrees in the
field beyond. The dry, restless wind that
continually rocked the tall masts of the
pines with a sound like the distant sca, while-
it stimulated outdoor physical exertion and.
defied fatigue, Jeft the sedentary dwellers in
these altitudes chilled in the shade they
courted, or scorched them with heat when
they ventured to bask supinely in the sun.
White muslin curtains at the Fronch win-
dows, and rugs, skins and heavy furs dis-
persed in the interior, with certain other-
charming but incongruous details of furni-
ture, marked tho inconsistencies of the cli-
mate.

. There was a coquettish indication of this
in tho costume of Miss Kate Scott as she-
stepped out on the veranda that morning.
A man’s broad-brimmed Panama hat, partly
unsexed by a twisted, gayly colored scarf,
but retaining enough character to give-
piquancy to the pretty curves of tho-face-
beneath, protected her from the sun; a‘red
flannel shirt—another spoil from the enemy
—and a thick jacket shielded ber from the
austerities of the morning brecze. But the-
next inconsistency was peculiarly her own.
Miss Kate always wore the freshest and
lightest of white cambric skirts, without the
least reference to the temperature. To the-
practical sanatory remonstrances of her
brother-in-law, and to tho conventional
criticism of her sister, sho opposed the same
defense: “How else is one to tell when it is
summer in this ridiculous climate? And
then, woolen is stuffy, color draws the sum,
and one at lcast knows when one is clean or
dirty.” Artistically tho result was far from
unsatisfactory. It was a pretty figure undor
the somber pines, against the gray gi
and the steely sky, and seemed to le t.ha
ycllowing ficlds from which the flowers bad
already fled a floral relief of color. I donot
think the few masculine wayfarers of that
locality objected to it; indeed, some had
betrayed an indiscroet admiration, and had
curiously followed the invitation of Miss
Kato's warmly colored figure until they bad®
encountered tho invincible indifference of
Miss Kate's cold gray eyes. With these
manilestations her brother-in-law did not
concern himself; he had perfect confidence
in her unqualified dismterest in the neigh-
boring bumanity, and permitted hef to
wander in her solitary picturesquencss, or
accompanied her when she rode in her dark
green habit, with equal freedom from:
anxiety.

For Miss Scott, although only 20, had
already subjected most of her maidenly illu-
sizns to mature critical analyses. She had
voluntarily accompanied her sister and:
mother to California, in the earnest hope
that nature contained something worth say-
ing to her, and was disappointed to find she
bad already discounted its valué in the pages
of books. Shohoped to finda vazue free-
dom in this unconventional life thus opened
to her, or rather to show others that she
knew how intelligently to appreciate it, but
as yet she was ouly able to expressit in the
one detail of dress already alluded to. Some
of the men, and nearly. all of the women, she-
bad met thus far, she was amazed to find,
valued the conventionalities she belisved she-
despised, and were voluntarily assuming the-
chains she thought she had shrown off. 1in-
stead of learning anything from them, thess
children of nature had bored her with eager
questionings regarding the eivilization she
had abandoned, or irritated- her with.crude:
imitations of. it for her.henefit. “hncy.
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