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CHAPTER II.
But Key's attention "was presently di-

rected to more important to his
present purpose. The keen wind which he
hadfclinmounUngthegradehudcbanged
and wt, now blowing at his hack His ex-

perience of forest fires liad already taught
Mm that this was too often only the cold

r ro4nig in to fill the vacuum xuade by
rtieciiflagration,aiid It needed not hissen-2tiii- n

of.au acrid smarting in li is eyes and an
iiiacftMiHtaMe drjnci-- s in the air which he
was imw facing, to convince him that the
fire v.--a approaching him It ljad evi-

dently traveled faster than he had expected,
or had diverged from iu course He was
disappointed , not because It would oblige
him to take another course to Skinner's,
as CwlliiMoii had suggested, but for a
very different reason Ever since tils

viiiii f the preceding night he had
revisit the hollow and discover the

mystery He had kept his purpose a se-

cret, prUy because lie wished to avoid the
jiMing remarks of his companions, but par-

ticularly becaui-- he wished to go alone
from a very Mugular feeling that while
they had witnessed the incident, it was
something vaguely personal to himself.
To tWs "was also added the uneasy im-

pression he had experienced during the
night that this niyfcterious habitation and
its uocupauts were in the track of the con-

flagration He had not dared to dwellupon
It on account of TJncie Dick's evident

for the origin of the fire, and
the reflection that the Inmates of the
dwelling would have had ample warning
in time to escape. But he and his

might have helped them, and then-h- ut
here he stopped Treble Key had not

parsed the age of romance, but like other
roniaiKists, he thought he had evaded it by
treating it practically.

He had readied a point where the trail di-

verged to the right, and he must take that
direction if he wished to make a detour
of the turning woods to reach SKinner'e.
Hie momentary indecision communicated it-

self to the uorsc. who halted. Recalled to
himself, be looked do wn mechanically, when
his attention was attracted by an un-

familiar object lying in the dust of the trail.
It was a small slipper so small that it must
have belonged to some child. He dismount-
ed cju& picked it up. It was worn and
sliaited to Uie foot. It could not have lain
there long, for it was not filled or covered
w nh two w n dust of the trail as all
other adjacent objects were. If it was
dronp"' iy a paseing traveler, that traveler
muetUaveiMiesedCottiuson'ifigoinsorooming
Within the last twelve hours. It was
scaroeiy possible that tlie shoe could have
dropped from the foot without the wearer's
knowing it .and it must have been dropped in
an urgent flight or it would have been re-

covered. Thus practically Key treated his
romanos. And haag done so he in-

stantly wheeled his horse and plunged into
the road in the direction of the lire.

But he wa surprised after twenty min-

utes riding to find that the course of
the fire had evidently changed. It was

EL

fflv&W IrfwfWM

v' ro
4 - At tile

growing clearer before him; the dry heat
seemed to come more from the right, in
the direction of tho detour he should havo
taken to Skinner's. This seemed almost
providential and in keeping with his prac-
tical treatment of his romance, as was
also the fact that In all probability the fire
had not visited the httlo hollow that ho
intended to explore He knew he was near-Jo- g

it now; the locality had been strongly
Impressed upon him even 1 n the darkness
of the previous evening. He had passed
the rocky ledge; his horse's hoofs no longer
rang out clearly; slowly and perceptibly
they became deadened and lostln thespnngy
mosses and finally the netted grasses and
tangled vines that indicated the vicinity of
the densely wooded hollow Here, loo,
were already some of the wider spaced
vanguards of that wood but here a pecu-
liar circumstance struck him. He was al-
ready descending the slight declivity,
but the distance, instead of deepening
In leafy shadow, was actually growing
lighter. Hero were the outskirting sen-
tinels of the wood, but tho wood itself was
gone. He .purred his horse through the
tall gums between the opened columns and
pulled up In amazement.

The wood, indeed, wasgone.and thewhole
hollow filled with tho already black and
dead stumps of the utterly consumed forest
More than that, from the indications before
him the catastrophe must have almost im-
mediately followed their retreat from the
hollow on tho preceding night. It was
evident that tho fire had leaped the inter-
vening shoulder of the spur in one of those
unaccountable but by no means rare phe-
nomena of this fonn of disaster. The
circling heights around were yet untouched;
only the hollow nnd the ledgo of rock

it, against which thoy had blundered
with their hors. s when they were seeking
the mysterious window In the darkness
of the evening before, were calcined and
destroyed He dismounted and climbed
the ledge, still warm with the spent fire.
A largo mass of grayish outcrop had evi-
dently been the focus of the furnace blast
of boat that must havo raged In this spot
Ho was skirting its crumbling debris,
when he started suddenly at a discovery
which made everything else fade into ntter
insignlficanco Before him, In a slight
Repression formed by a fault or lapse in
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the upheaved strata, lay the charred and
calcined remains of a dwelling house, lev-

eled to the earth. Originally half hidden
by a natural abatis of growing myrtle and
ccanothus that covered this counterscarp
of rock toward the trail, It must have stood
within a hundred feet of them during
their-hnl- t.

Even initsutterandcompletc obliteration
by the furious furnace blast that must
have swept across It the evening before,
there, was still to. be. seen the unmistak-
able ground plan nnd outline of a d

house. While everything that was
combustible bad succumbed to that intense
heat, there was still enough half-fuse- d

and warped metal, fractured iron plate,
and twibted and broken bars to indicate
the kitchen and tool shod. Very little
had evidently been taken .away; the house
and Its contents were consumed where
it stood. "With a feeling of horror and
desperation .Key .at last ventured to dis-

turb two or three of the blackened heaps
that lay before liim." Bat there were only
viMigcs of clothing, bedding, and crockerv

there was no human trace that he could
detect. Nor whs there uny suggestion of
tho original condition and quality of the
hoiiBo, except its size; whether the usual
unsightly cabin of frontier "partners"
or a sylvan cottage there was nothing
left but the usual ignoble and unsavory
ruins of burned-ou- t human habitation.

And jet its very existence was a mystery.
It had been unknown to Colllnson's", lis
nearest neighbor, and It was presumable
that it was equally unknown to Skin-
ner's. Neither he nor his companions had
detected It in their first journey by day
through tho hollow, and only the tell-
tale window at night had been a hint of
what was even then fo successfully
concealed that they could not discover
even when they had blundered against
its rock foundations. Tor concealed it
certainly was, and Intentionally so. But
for what purpose?

He gave his romance full play for a few
minutes with this question A recluse,
preferring the absolute simplicity of na-

ture, or perhaps wearied with the artifi-
cialities of society, had secluded himself
here with the confpany of his only daughter
Proficient as a path finder, he had easily
discovered some other way of provision-
ing his house from the settlements than
by the ordinary trails past Colllnson's or
Skinner's But recluses are uot usually
accompanied by young daughters, who'--

relations with the World not being as
antagonistic would make them uncertain
companions "Why not a wife? His pre-
sumption of 'the extreme youth of the
face he had at the window was
after all only based upon the slipper lie
had found And it a ife, wiiose abso-
lute acceptance of such confined seclu-
sion might Ikj equally uncertain, why not
somebody's else's wife? Here was a rea-
son for concealment, and the ends of an
episode, not unknown even in the wilder-
ness And here was the Nemesis who had
overtaken them in their guilty content-
ment. The fitiry, even tg us moral, was
complete Ard yet it did not entirely
satisfy him, so superior Is the absolutely
unknown to the most elaborate theory

Hisattentiouhad been once or twicedrawn
toward the crumbling wall of outcrop.which
during the conflagration must have felt the
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full force of the fiery blast that had swept
through tho hollowandspentitafuryuponit.
Itborcevidcnceoftheintensebeatincr.ickcd
frames and tho crumbling debris that lay
at its feet Key picked up some of the still
warm fragments, and was notsurprised that
they easily broke in a gritty grayish pow-
der in his hands. In spite of Ins preoccupa-
tion with tho human interest, the instinct of
tho prospector was still strong upon him,
and ho almost mechanically put some of tho
pieces In hi6 pocket. Then, after another
caorful survey of the locality for any further
record of its vanished tenantB, he returned
to his horse. Here he took from his saddle
bags, half listlessly, a precious phial encased
in wood, and owning it, poured into another
thick glass vessel a part of a smoking fluid.
He then crumbled some of the calcined f

watched the ebullition
that followed with perfunctory gravity.
"When it had almost ceased he drained off
the contents into another glass which he set
down, and then proceeded to pour some
water from his drinking flask Into the
ordinary tin cup which formed a part of
his culinary traveling kit. Into this ho
put three or four pinches of salt from his
provision store. A white cloud instantly
gathered in the colorless fluid, and then fell
In a line fdm to tho bottom of the glass.
Key's eyes concentrated suddenly, the list-
less look left his face. His fingers tre'mbled
slightly as ho again let the salt water fall
into tho solution, with exactly the same re-

sult. Again and again ho repeated it, until
the bottom of the glass was quite gray with
tho fallen precipitate. And his own face
grow as gray.

His band trembled no longer as he care-
fully poured off the solution so as not to
disturb the precipitate at the bottom. Then
he drew out his knife, scooped a little of
the gray sediment upon its point, and
emptying his tin cup turned It upside down
upon his knee, placed the sediment upon it
and began to spread It over the dull surface
of its bottom with his knife. He had in-

tended to rub It briskly with his knife
blade. But in the very action of spreading
It the first stroke of his knife left upon
the sediment and the cup a luminous strealt
of burnished silver

He got up and drew a long breath to still
the beating of hit. irt. Then he rapidly
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climbed the rock again and passed over the
ruins again, this time kicking aside the
charred heaps without a thought of what
they had contained. Key was not an un-

feeling man, he was not an unrefined one;
he was a gentleman by Instinct, and had
an Intuitive sympathy for others, but in
that Instant his whole mind was concen-

trated upon the calcined outcropl And his
first impulse was to bee if it bore any evi-

dence of previous examination, prospect-lu- g,

or working by its suddenly evicted
neighbors and owners. There was none;
they had evidently not known it. Nor was
there any reason to suppose that they
would ever return to their hidden home,
now devastated and laid bare to the open
sunlight and open trail. They were already
far away; their guilty personal Becret
would keep them from revisiting it. An
Immense feeling of relief came over the
soul of this moral romancer; a monetary
recognition of the Most High in this poet-lea- l

retribution. He ran buck quickly to
his saddlebags, drew out one or two care-
fully written formal notices of n

and claim, which he and bis former com-
panions had carried in their brief partner-
ship, erased their signatures and left only
his own name, with another grateful seuse
of divine interference, as he thought of
them speeding far away in the distance,
and returned to the ruins.

"With unconscious irony he selected a
charred post from the embers, btuck it in
the ground a few feet from the debris of
outcrop, and finally affixed his "Notice.""
Then with a conscientiousness born of his
new religious convictions, he dislodged with
his pickaxe enough of tho brittle outcrop
to .constitute the presumption of "actual
work" upon the claim legally required for
IUj maintenance, and returned to his horse.
In replacing bib things in his raddle-bag- s ho
came upon the slipper, nnd for an instant
so complete was his preoccupation In his
later discovery, that ho was about to
throw it away asuseless impedimenta until
it occurred to bini vaguely that it might
be of service to him in Its connection with
that discovery in the way of refuting false
claimants. He was uot aware of any
faithlessness to his momentary romance, any
more than he wan conscious of any disloyalty
to his old companions in his gratification
that his good fortune had come to him alono.
ThK singular selection was a conscious
experience of prospecting. And there was
something about the magnitudo of his dis-

covery that seemed to point to an individual
achievement. He had mnde a rough cal-
culation of ihcnchness of the lode from the
quantity of precipitate in his rudo experi-
ment; he had estimated its length, breadth,
and thickuebb from his flight knowledge of
geology and the theories thus rife and the
jield would be collo-sal- ! Of course he
would require capital to work it; he would
have to "let in" others to his scheme and
his prosperity, but the control of it would
always be his own.

Then he suddenly started as he had never
in his life before started at the face of
man; for there was a footfall in the charred
brush, and not twenty yards from him
stood Collinson, who had just dismounted
from a mulo. The blood rushed to Key's
palo face.

'Trospectin' agin?" 6aid the proprietor of
the mill, with ins weary smile.

"No," said Key quickly, "only straighten-
ing my pack." Tho blood deepened in his
cheek at bisiiistlncrivclie. Hadhecarefully
thought it out before he would have wel-
comed Collison and told him all. But now
a quick, uneasy suspicion flashed upon him.
Perhaps his late host had lied, and knew
of tho existence of the hidden house. Per-
haps ho had spoken of some "silvery rock"
the night before lie een knew something of
tho lode itself. He turned upon him with
an aggressive face. But Colllnson's next
words dissipated the thought.

"I'm glad I found ye, anjhow," he said.
"Yo see, arter you left, I saw ye turn off
tho trail and make for the burning woods
instead o' goin' round. I sez to mayself,
that feller is making straight for Skinner's.
He's sorter worried alwut meand that empty
pork bar'I. I hadn't oughter spoke that
way afore you boys any how, and lie's
takin; risks to help mo. So I reckoned I'd
throw my leg over Jimmy here and look
arter ye, and go over to Skinner's myself
and vote."

"Certainly," said Key, with cheerful
alacrity, and the one thought of getting
Collinson away, "we'll go together, and
we'll see that that pork barrel Is filled."
He glowed quite honestly with this sudden
idea of remembering Collinson through his
good fortune. "Let's go on quickly, for
we may find the fire between us on the
outer trail." He hastily mounted his
hore.

"Then you didn't take this as a short
cut," said Collinson, with a dull perse-
verance in his Idea. "Why not, it looks all
clear ahead?"

"Yes," said Key, hurriedly, "but it's
been only a leap of the fire; it's still raging
round the bend. We must go back to the
cros trail." His face was still flushing
Willi his very equivocating and his anxiety
to get his companion away. Only a few steps
further would bring Collinson before the
the ruins and the "notice," nnd that dis-

covery must not be made by him until Key's
plans were perfected. A sudden aversion
to the man he had a moment before wished
to reward began to take possession of him.
"Come on," he added, almost roughly.

But to his surprise Collinson yielded with
his usual grim patience and even a slight
look of sympathy with his friend's annoy-
ance. "I reckon you're right, and niebbe
you're in a hurry to get to Skinner's all
along o' my business. I oughtn't hev told
you boys what I did." As they rode rap-
idly away he took occasion to add when
Key had reined in slightly with a feeling
of relief at being out of the hollow: "I was
thlnk'iu', too, of what you'd ask about
any" one livin' here unbeknownst to me."

"Weill" said Key, with nervous impa-
tience.

"Weill I only had an Idea o' proposin
that you and me Just took a look around that
holler whnr you thought you saw suthlnl"
said Collinson tentatively.

"Nonsense!" said Key hurriedly. "We
really saw nothing it was all a fancy, and
Uncle Dick was Joking me because I said
I thought I saw a woman's face," he added
with a forced laugh.

"Collinson glanced at hlra half sadly.
"Oh! you were only funnln' then! I
oughter guessed that. I oughter have
knowed it from Uncle Dick's talk!" They
rode for some minutes in silence; Key
preoccupied and feverish, nnd eager only
to reach Skinner's. Skinner was not
only Postmnbter, but "Registrar" of tho
district, and tho new discoverer did not
feel entirely safe until he had put his
formal notifications and claims "on re-

cord." There was no publication of his
actual secret; not any indication of suc-
cess, but was only a record that would in
nil probability remain unnoticed and un-

challenged amidst the many other hopeful
dreams of sanguine prospectors. But ho
was suddenly startled from his preoccu-
pation.

"Ye said yo war straighlenln up yer
pack Just now," said Collinson slowly.

"Yes!" said Key, almost angrily, "and
I was."

"Ye didn't slop to straighten It up down
at the forks of the trail, did ye?"

"I may have," said Key, nervously.
"But why?"

"Yo won't mind my nxln' ye another
question, will ye? Ye ain't carryin' round
with ye no woman's shoe?"

Key felt the blood drop from his cheeks.
"What do you mean?" he stammered,
scarcely daring to lirt his conscious eyelids
to his companion's face. But when he
did so ho was amazed to find that Colllnson's
face was almost as much disturbed" as his
own.

"I know it ain't the square thing to ask
ye, but this Is how it is," said Collinson,
hesitatingly. "Ye see. Just down by the

fork of tho trail wlrereouxcamo I picked
up a woman's shoo. It sorter git mo. For
I sez to myself, 'Thar ain't no one bin by
my Bhnnty, comln' or goin', for weeks
but you boys, and that shoe, from tho look3
of it, ain't bin thcro as many hours.' I
knew there wasn't any wimin hereabouts.
I reckoned It couldn't hev been dropped
by Uncle Dick, or that other man, for you
would havo seen it on tho road. So I
allowed It might have been you. And yer
It is." He slowly prow from his pocket
what Key was fully prepared to see
tho malo of tho slipper Key had in his
snddlo bag! Tho fair fugitivo had evi-

dently lost them both.
But Key was better prepared now

perhaps tho sort of dissimulation Is pro-
gressiveand quickly alive to tho neces-
sity of throwing Collinson off this un-

expected scent. And his companion's
own suggestion was right to his hand
and again almost providential ! He
laughed, witli a quick color, which, how-
ever, seemed to help his lie, as he replied,
half hysterically, "You'ro right, old man;
I own up, it's mine! It's silly, I know,
but then, we're nil fools where women are
concerned, nnd I wouldn't have lost that
slipper for a mint of money."

He held out his hand gayly, but Collin-
son retained tho slipper, while he gravely
examined it,

"You wouldn't mind telling mo whey
you mout hev got that?" ho said, medita-
tively.

"Of course I should," said Key, with a
well affected mingling of mirth and

"What are you thinking of,
you old villain? What do you take mo

for?"
But Collinson did not laugh. "You would-

n't mind givin' mo the size and shape and
general heft of her as wore that shoe?"

"Most decidedly I should do nothing of the
kind!" said Koy half Impatiently. "Enough
that It was given to me by a very pretty
girl. That'sallyou will know."

"Given to you?" said Collinson, lifting
his eyes.

"Yes," returned Key audaciously.
Collinson handed him tho slipper gravely.

"I only asked you," he said slowly, but with
a certain quiet dignity which Key had never
before seen in his race, "because thar was
sutliln' about the 6izo and shape and fittin
out o' that shoe that kinder reminded me of
some'un. But'that some'uu her as mout
hev' stood up in tt-n-t shoe ain't o' that kind
as would ever stand in the shoes of her as
you knowatall." Tho rebuke if such were
intended lay more in the utter ignoring of
Key's airy gallantry and levity than in any
conscious slur upon tho fair fame of his
invented Dulcinea. Yet Key oddly felt a
6trong inclination to resent the aspersion as
well as Colllnson's gratuitous morality, and
with a mean recollection of Uncle Dick's
last evening's scandalous gossip, he said
sarcastically, "And, of course, that some
ono ou were thinking of was your lawful
wife."

"It was," said Collinson gravely.
Perhaps it was something in Collinson's

nnTnuer""o7"h1fewntprtectSpnoon, but ho
did not pursue the subject, and the conver-

sation lagged. They were ueanng, too,
the outer wood of tfic present conflagra-
tion, and ttie smokev lying low, in the

woods or creeping like an actual ex-

halation of the soil, blinded them so that
at times they lost tho trad completely. At
other times, from the intense heat, it
seemed as if they 'were momentarily in
fringing upon the buriimg area or ivere J

being caught in a cldsirg circle. It was re-

markable that with Uls sudden accession
of fortune Key souiierf to lose his uFual
frank fearlessness, and impatiently ques-

tioned his compan'on'rt-woodcrn- ft. Thero
were intervals'when he regretted 'Ins haste
to reach Skinner's byitals shorter cut, and
began to bitterly attribute it to his desire
to servo Collipsoti Ah, yes. ic would be

fine, iudced, If Just oshe were about to
clutch the prize ho "snould be sacrificed
through the ignorance and stupidity or tho
heavy-hande- d moralist at. his side! But
twas not uutd, through that moralist's

guidance, they climbed a steep acclivity
to a second ridge and were comparatively
safe that he began to feel ashamed of his
surly silence or surlier interruptions. And
Collinson, either through hisjinconquerablo
patience, or, possiblj, m a lit of his usual
uxorious abstraction, appeared to tdko'no
notice of it -

A sloping table-lan- d of weather-beate-

boulders now effectually separated them
from the rire in tho lower ridge. They
presently began to descend on the further
side of the crest, and at last dropped upon
a wagon road and the first track of wheels
that Key had seen for a fortnight. Rudo
as It was it seemed to him the highway
to fortune. For he knew that it passed
Skinner's, and then Joined the great stage
road to Marysville, his ultimate destina-
tion. A Tew lods ftirther on they came in
view or Skinner's, ljmg like a dingy, for-

gotten winter snow drift on the rocky shelf.

It coutained a post-offic- taveru, black-

smith's shop, "general store," and express
"office, scarcely a dozen buildings in all,
but all differing from Colllnson's Mill in
some vague suggestion of vitality, as if
the daily regular pulse or civilization still
beat, albeit languidly, in that remote ex-

tremity There was expectation and ac-

complishment twice a day, "and as Key
and Collinson rode up to the express ofrice,
theexpres8 wagon was standing berore the
door ready to start to meet the stagecoach
at the cross roads three miles away. This
again seemed a special providence to Key.
He had a brief ofricial communication
with Skinner as registrar and revealed
his claim;; he had a hasty and conridential
aside with Skinner as general store-keepe- r,

and such was the unconscious magnetism
developed by tills embryo millionaire that
Skiuuer extended necessary credit to Col-

linson on Key's word alone. That done
he rejoined Collinson in high spirits with
the news, adding cheerfully: "And I dare
sayiryou wantanyfurtheradvancesSkinner
will give Uiem to you on Parker's draft."

" You mean that bit o' paper that chap
left," said Collinson gravely

"yes."
"I tore it up."
"You tore it Key.
"You hear me yes l said Collinson.
Key stared at hlra. Surely it was

again providentialthat ho had not in-

trusted his secret to this utterly ignorant
and prejudiced majil-Th- e slight twinges
of conscience that his lie about the slippers
had caused him disappeared at once. Ho
could not have trusted him even in that;
it would have bcenTlil this stupid fanatio
to have prevented? Key's n of

that claim until Collinson had satisfied
himself of tho whereabouts of the missing
proprietors. Was ho quito sure that;
Collinson would not revisit tho spot
when ho was gono. But ho was equal to
the emergency.

He had Intended to leave his horse with
Skinner as security for Colllnson's pro-
visions, but Skinner's liberality had mado
this unnecessary, nnd ho ofrered it to
Collinson to uso and keep for him until
called for. This would enable his com-
panion to "pack" his goods on the mulo,
and obllgo him to return to the mill by tho
wagon road and "outside trail," as more
commodious for two animals.

"Yo ain't afeard o' the road gents?"
suggested a bystander; "they swarm on
Gallopo's Ridge, nnd they 'held up' tho
down stago only last week."

"They'ro not so lively 6lncc the deputy
shoriff's got a new idea about them, and
have been lying low In the bnibh near
Bald Top," returned Skinner. "Anyhow,
thoy don't stop teams nor 'packs,' unless
there's a chance of their getting some
fancy horseflesh by it, and I reckon thar
ain't much to tempt them thar," he
added with a satirical side glance at
his customer's cattle. But Key was al-

ready standing in the express wagon,
giving a farewell shake to his patient
companion's hand, and tho Inquiries pleas-
antly passed unnoticed. Nevertheless, as
the express wagon rolled away his active
rancy caught at and disposed or this new
danger that might threaten the hidden
wealth or his claim. But he reflected that
for a time, at least, only the crude ore
would bo taken out and shipped to Marys-vill- o

In a shape that offered no profit to
tlio highwaymen. Had it been a gold
mine! 13ut here again was tlio interposi-
tion of Providence!

In five days Preble Key returned to Skin-
ner's with a foreman and ten men and an
unlimited credit to draw upon at Marys-
ville. Expeditions of this kind created no
surprise at Skinners. They had before
this entered the wilderness gayly, none
know where or what for; the sedate and
silent works bad kept their secret while
there; they had evaporated, none knew
when or where orten, alas! with an un-

paid account at Skinner's. In a we-e- a
rambling she'd or pine logs occupied the site
of the mybterious ruins and contained the
party. In two weeks excavations had been
made and the whole face of theoutcrop was
exposed In three weeks eery vestige
of former tenancy which the fire had not
consumed was trampled out by the alien
feet of the toilers of the " Sylvan Silver Hol-
low Company." NoneorKey'sformercom-panion- s

would have recognised the hollow
in Its blackened leveling and rocky founda-
tion Even Collinson woultb not have re-

membered this stripped rock and thehcap3
of debris as the place where he had over-
taken Key And Key himseir had forgotten
hi his triumph everything but the chance ex-
periment that led to his success.

Perhaps it was well, therefore, that one
night, when the darkness had mercifully
fallen upon the csiene of sylvan desolation,
and moro incongruous and unsavory human
restoration, and the low murmur of the pines
occasionally swelled up from the still un-

scathed mountain side, ajoud shout and tho
trampling of horses feet awoke the dwellers
in the shanty. Springing to their feet they
hurriedly boired their weapons and rushed
out, only to be confronted by a dark, motion-
less ring of horsemen, two flaming torches
of pine knots and a low but distinct voice
of authority. Even In their excitement,

suspicion, and confusion it htwl
a singular noto of calm preparation and
conscious power.

"Drop those guns. Hold up your hands.
We've got you cornered!" .

Key was no coward; the men, though flus-
tered, were not cravens, but they obeyed.

"Trot out your leader! Let him stand out
there clear, beside that torch!"

One of the flaming pine knots disengaged
itself from the dark circle and moved to
tho center as Preble Key, cool and con-
fidant, stepped beside It.

"That will do," said tho voice, unemotion-
ally. "Now wo want Joaquin Raymon,
Sydney Jack, French Pete, and One-eye- d

Charly."
A vivid reminiscence of the former night

scono in the hollow of his own and his com-
panions voices, and tho "flash" in the
darkness flashed across Key. With an in-

stinctive premonition, he said quietly:
"Who- - want them?"
"Tho State of California," said the voice.
"Tho State or California must look

further," said Key in his old pleasant voice.
"There are no such names among my party."

"Who aro you?"
"Tho president or the Sylvan Silver Hol-

low Company, And these arc my workmen."
There was a movement and sound of whis-pnn- g

in tho hitherto dark and silent circle.
Then tho voice rose again:
"You have tho papers to prove It?"
"And mi the cabin and you?"
"I've the warrant of the sheriff of

Sierra."
There was a pause and the voice con-

tinued:
"How long have you been here?"
"Three weeks I came here the day of

tho firo and took up, this claim "
"Thero was no other house here?"
"There were ruins; you cau see them

still It may have been a burned up cabin."
Tho voice disengaged itself from the

vague background and came slowly for-

ward.
"It was a den of thieves. It was thehid-in- g

place of Joaquin Ramon and his gang
of road agents I've- been hunting this
spot for three weeks. And now it's all up."

There's was a laugh from Key's men, but
it was checked as the owner of the voice
slowly ranged up beside the burning torch
and they saw his face . Itwas drawn and
grim with the defeat of a brave man.

"Won't you come in and tako some-
thing?" said Key, kindly.

"No I'm sorry to have disturbed ye
as it Is But I suppofj it's all in the day's
work. Good night. Forward there, get!"

The two torches danced forward with
the tracing of dim shadows in dim proces-

sion; there was a clatter over the rocks aud
they were gone And as Key gazed after
them ho felt that with them had passed
the only shadow that lay upon his great
future. With the last tenant of the hollow
a proscribed outlaw and fugitivo he was
henceforth forever safe in his claim and his

discovery. And yet oddly enough at that
moment, for the tirst time m three weeks,
there passed before his fancy with a stirring
of reproach, a vision of the face that he had
seen at the window.

(To be continued.)
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8trum had never ceased to regret that he

had been compelled to leave the army.
Just why ho left was not known, but there
was a general agreement that it was on
account of a duel. It was known that
ho had killed a civihannamedLetherton.the
son of a prominent Judge. Strum was a
captain. Onco ho distinguished himself
by leading a desierate charge against the
Sioux Indiana, and tho road to promotion
was easy but then came trouble and he
left tho army. Ht-wa- a rather gruff, a
typical cavalryman, but he could bo enter-
taining. Women called him a charming
oddity; mon were inclined to let him have
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his own vay. And he had his own way at
Louisville, when he married Agnes Logan.
But society wondered as to the devices be
must havo employed to win her. She was
beautiful and. was at least fifteen years
younger than himself. She had been ex-
ceedingly, though innocently gay, and it
seemed that he had suddenly sobered her.

Strum would not consent to live In a city.
A he said, was man's only fit
abode. "I am simply existing In the hope
that a war may come, and man can wait
with more patience in,the country than In
town," he declared.

"But ho wabout your wKe," some oncgo d
humoredly asked. "Is she too waiting Tor
a war?"

"She has placed her lite in my hands,"
tho captain answered, "and it is her duty
to go with me, to make my bomeagTeeable."

So he took his wife to tho Indian Ter-
ritory and settled upon a picturesque strip
of land lying along the Arkansas line.
Here he built a house among the graceful
trees, and here at evening he sat with
his wife on the veranda, looking out over
the red man's romantic country.

One evening he said. "Agnes, I met
a man y whom I knew a good while
ago. He served as a newspaper corre-

spondent during one of the Indian wars
and I became much attached to him."

"I didn't know that you formed attach-
ments," she replied.

"Oh, I don't, but once in a great while
they form themselves, and when they
do, they are strong. I never reason with
a friendship It must be prompted by Jn- -

"Iloro or nt the pjrove? It

stlnct or I'll have nothing to do with it. I
am really fond of Huley."

"What is his name?"
"George Huley. J'll bring him over some

time. I think you'll like bun."
"Oh, I suppose that it will be my duty

to like him."
"I don't know as to that. But at least

you must treat him with respect."
"I can do that and not half try," she

laughed. "When will he be out?"
v "Don't know. I asked him, but be didn't
appear to be much concerned. I told him
about you, too."

"Aud still he was unconcerned; well,
that is surely a compliment to me."

"But he meant no disrespect, I'm sure.
The truth is I don't think he cares much
for women."

"Perhaps women don't care much for
him."

"I don't know; but he's a devilish hand-
some fellow and I know he's game."

"And that means a great deal to you."
"What, being game? Surely. It's man's

noblest quality;it has made the world, lirtcd
woman has done everything. Why, it tho
ghost of my grandfather should appearand
tell me that the old man was a horse-thie- f
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I would say, 'Sorry to hear It, Mr. Ghost;
but perhaps it couldn't behelped.andl am
ready to forgive," but if he should tell mo
the old man wa3 not game, I would hurl a
chunk through bis contemptible shade."

"Captain, you ought to be ashamed. o

yourself!" she cried.
"No, ny dear; a man ought never bo.

a3hamed to tell the truth."
"Yes, but there are times when silence

is nobler than the truth. Silence is the
companion otsuffering, and there is truere
ligion in suffering, for the Savior sadly
smiled upon it"

He turned aboufc irr his chair and looked
steadily at her. The sun was gone. It was
almost dusk, but he could see that her face
was deeply sad.

"Why, Agnes, what Is the matter?" t
"Nothing."
"Yes, something. What Is It? Have

I said anything to wound you?"
"No, nothing has been said."
"Then I must say that I'll be hanged i

I understand you. Just now you were as
lively as a cricket; now you are in thedumps
Agnes, that's no way to make a home cheer- -
ful "

"Perhaps not"
"Perhaps not," he repeated. "I indulge

in no perhap5e3. I know It isn't. But come,
we'll have some music." i

A few ereoings latter George Hiiley
came home with the captain. He was
dignified and thoughtful, and during tho
evening he addressed but few remarks to
the mistress of the house. Once when the
captain playfully said that women were
truer than men, Hurley turned to Mra.
Strum and asked: ., '

"Do you thiuk so?" v ,
"They are nearly always as true &3

they are permitted to be," she answered
"Circumstances coukl make a saint a liar."

He made no reply, he silently smoketl
his, cigar. It was evident that the hostess
and the visitor were not pleased with.
each other .

During tho three months that followed,
Huley was several times a guest at tho
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"I'll bo banned if I understand yon."

captain's house, but never dkl he loosen
the reserve that had at first tightened,
about him. One evening the captain wa3
to drive into Fort Smith to take him out
home. He dkl drive in, but not to brings
Hule'y out. Mrs. Strum was iH.

"Old fellow, I'm devilish sorry," the
captain said,

'Oh, it can't be helped. Some other
time will do as well."

Two weeks paesed. The captain's wife
was worse. One evening the captain,
drove rapidly into town.

"OW man," said he, huskily, addressing
his friend, "my wife is dying. She baa
sent me for you must see yon. Get in."

Without saymg a word Haley got into
the buggy. And not a word was spoken
during the drive.

When Huley entered the room the wo-
man was nearly gone. She motioned
him to kneel; and he knelt by the bedsida.
She put her arm around her necK whia
pered in his ear and the captain, standing
near, drew back with a gasp.

It was all over A neighbor stood la
the door, hat in hand. His wife was
offering her services. i

"Both of you step out a moment," tho
captan saiid, and turning to Huley, who
stood leaning against the mantel-piec-

he sternly added, "You stay here." i
Huley bowed The man and his wife

withdrew. The captain closed the door,
walked across the room, opened a drawer,
took out two pistols, placed them on a
table, and, looking hard at Huley, re-
marked:

"Here or at the grave?" S""As you say." r
"She will bo burled Wednesday At"

the graveWednesday night 10 o'clock.
Good-night.- "

As the captain approached the gravo
he saw Huley seated on a bench under
the trees. The moon was full. He walked
up and, without speaking, sat down upon
the bench. He saw clay clinging to Huley'a
knees. The captain took out two pistols
and placed them upon the grass. They
caught a leam from the moon. For a tima
there was silence. The captain spoke. J

"And your indifference was put on?"
"Yes."
"You met her alone you deceived me.'
"No." A
"Will you defend yourself?"
"No."
"You will simply let me shoot you?
"Yes."
"When did you meet her?" Ji

"Before you did."
"Huhl What did she say to yon

when when she put her arm about youx
neck?"

"She told me why our engagement had
been broken. It was all a mistake a
cruel persecution, but she did not learn
the truth until after she was married,
and then she was too noble to speak ol
It."

"Huhl Did she tell you that she loved
you?"

"Yes."
The captain reached over and took up

one of the pistols. "There you are,"
he said, polntlnsr to the other one. Buley
got up and kicked the pistol. It fell
on the grave. He sat down. The captain
spoke: "You loved her?"

"Yes."
"And you will not defend yourself?"'
"I will not." ,

"I see. You want to be with her yo"
want me to kill you. I will see yo&
damned first. Goodnight"

Ho Did.
Poet Did you. feel the force and direct-

ness of that pointed article I left for you
this morning?

Editor, furiously So It was you who put
that bentpln in mychalr, was it, you scoun-
drel. New York World.

She, pretending huff Arc you sorry yco
kissed me?

He, making sudden discovery Tes; inas-
much as your little brrther is under fha
sora.and your fatherstandlng on the8talr3.- -
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