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Fbr 30 years they had been "pard-
ners," had worked or played. enjeycl
or suffered, and fed or starved to-

gether. Neither the desert's vastness,
the mountau's ruggedress, nor the

forest's impenetrabiehess had been
strong enough to separate them, but
now that mightier thing, the love of
woman, threatened to come br=tween.

Singularly enough it all came about,
as good old Hugh McCarthy, who
owned the claim farther up the canyon,
said, because of "the buttin' in of civ-
ilization." And Hugh ought to know,
because for ten years he had been
their only neighbor within a day's
ride.

The Abpalino, as it meandered along
the line trying to find whether it
flowed in California or Oregon, wasn't
very rich in gold: "jest fair diggin's-
yes, jest fair dlggin's." the partners
had truthfully told the forlorn-look-
ing Jim Sands, when he first appeared
on the scene with the woman, then
his wife.

Mr. and Mrs. Jim, "not hankerin'
much fur riches," staked as their
claim the regulation number of feet a
mile below. Then, as Hugh said,
"Jim had caused a heap of trouble by
gettin' up and dyin'." That was less
than a year after his arrival.

Neither tears nor weeds were af-
fected by the widow: she was a little
too used to "tough luck" and a little
too angular and sharp-featured for
either. One of the kind of women who
seem to take nearly everything as a
matter of course and all in the day's
work. But the partners were tender-
hearted old fellows, as becomes men
whose lives had been passed out in
God's good open, and from the time
of Sand's death their trouble began.

Life with them had assumed great
method, passing along fixed lines and
within definite times. Their routine
being broken upon, through the neces-
Ity of "lookin' after the widder" each
twilight after the day's toil, was real-
ly the first little crack within the fife.
It isn't on record anywhere whether
Abner or Ezra was the one who first
thought of going to her assistance, but
It's most probable that both thought
of it at the same time. The effect,
however, was- quite obvious.

Now that there was a widow a mile-
down the canyon, the grass didn't look
so nice and the bushes weren't so
trim, and it didn't take a pair of field-
glasses to find a we-d here and there
in the garden. That's what Hugh
said.

It went on this way quite a while,
until after they had cut wood enough
to run the Sands derelict through the
winter and were ready to haul and
pile it in her cache. And in the mean-
'time the cumulative result was that
both loved the widow, and both want-
ed to marry her, and each kept quiet
because he didn't want to hurt his
partner's feelings.

The widow was a willing sort, and
would probably have just as soon ac-
cepted one as the other.

One night, after they had trudged,
through the darkness to their own
cabin, lighited the lamp and taken
their regular seats in regular places
on opposite sides of It, Abner broke
silence.

"Ezry," he said, with an odd little
quaver in -his voice, "you've got to
marry the widder. I give you my
consent. 'Tain't fair to a woman to
pay her as much attention as you nave
without marryin' her."

Altihpugh Ezra wanted mightily to
tmarry the widow, he didn't want to
leave Abner, and it hurt his heart
that Abner wanted to "marry him off
that-saway.s

His jaw dropped until his mouth
hung open, his eyes filled tp the brim
with tears, and he looked really old.
He sat for a long time and gazed at
the floor, a picture of utter dejection.

"Abner," he said, after he could
trust himslf to speak, "I ain't done
nothin' to you, her I? Ye don't want
to get abet of me-do you?"

Then they both broke down about
as far s they could, neither wishing
to show his enotions to the other, and1 anded by discuesing the trying astua-
tios from all points of view. Abner
waseat altogether freak, though; he
p; sed deception by Insisting that
^ hWNt loue the widow. Their eon-
* onoe brught forth one result, and
at was"-tbe partition. There hadse many mental reviews of the
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-Ezra ad Abner proposed M the
widow the next day, Abner accom-
panying Ezra to thE bend of the road
and waiting until he should return.
The world looked pretty gray. Lone-
liness was leering at him from the
corners and preparing to rub shoul-
ders. Thirty years of partne.ship.
and then desertion! He bravely triec
to whistle when he heard the foot
steps returning. Yea, Ezra had woi
by putting the case before her in
good, honest, old-time way.

Abner had checked off five months
in the almanac, not having much else
to do in the evenings, when the end
came. In all those five months he had
daily shriveled in size, become re-
pressed in spirit and sad of eye. From
brooding at tnight he took to brooding
in the day, and always was with him
the feeling that now, at last, he was
old. He seldom spoke in those days,
and it one asked a question of the
paltners, it was Ezra who answered,
in a falsetto solo. Duets were out of
fashion. That is, Ezra answered un-
less his wife was around, on which oc-
casions she answered enough for all
three.

One day the remarkable thing hap-
pened. Abner was taken sick and
couldn't work. It was the first time
in at least 50 years, and naturally
Ezra took note of it. The whole uni-
-erse was upset. Then he, too.
h:coded, and from Abner's side of the
part ition.

There was but one solution, and in
great issues he was not wont to shirk.
He went through the dividing line
and softly but with firmness closed
the door.

"We both love ye," he said to his
bride, "and I don't want to do nothin'
to hurt your feelin's, but if you don't

"We Bcth Love Ye," He S id, "But If
You Don't Mind, I Guess You'll Have
to Go."

mind, I guess you'll have to go. You
see, Abner and me was fair to married
before we mr-zt you, and we both feels
as'though we was committin' bi an:y
or burglary, or some other dreffal
thing. Abner's dyin' in there-of a
broken heart. He ain't never been
the same," and here he paussd and
with an unconsciously tragic gesture
waved his arm at the partition, "since
that thing was built." At last he was
awake to the fact that it had divided
their lives.

The former Mrs. Sands didn't seem
to mind much.

About a hundred feet below their
cabin the partners built one for her
much more pretentious than their
own. They devoted great time and
care to its fitting-and wrought well.
And with her went the partition from
the older home-a menace destroyed.
Then they dropped back as nearly as
possible into the old life and tried to
readjust themselves. They invariably
passed a portion of the evening with
her and, as befitted gentlemen,
worked for her happiness. It is doubt-
ful if ever she had been as happy.

One day she died. They gently laid
her away where she had wished, up
on the hillside back of the garden,
where the little cross they afterward
erected could always look down upon
them in loving remembrance and
gratitude for giving her the happiest
days she had ever known.

The Sower-k of spring snuggled
round her resting-place, nor did they
lack care in their nurturing, for each
night two loving old men carried wa-
ter for their replenishing ; and
wrenched away vagrant weeds.

It was on the anniversary of her
death that they made the last oblitera-
tioI. No ons knows whether they had.
ever discussed it In words. It was as
evening-the long, 11ulet evening-
came that together they walked to the
cabia built for her, and occupled by
nome but her, and to it applied the
AnIlk

They sat in silence, these two old,
men, until maught remained but a few
glowing heaps of logs, angd the moon
bad arisen, and the plot was mellow-
with memories of the joys ad trage-
dies of t W lives.

-"Yearmasee down the eanyon sest
the way we vutt belbr we buit It,-
said Usa, with a uest, sonde, long.
lag tenderness.

"Yes, mi use dews feat the way
we -adir besr.we buit it." ame thab
wsinally -anwer w* sortr.
"Je. the way we wter."
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