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CHAPTER L.
In Search of Gold.

TRANGE things breed in ,lhc
deserts of southern California
—some of thew beantiful,
some of them symbolic of

endless and terrible thirst

There are three thirsts in this world:
That for wealth; the one for life; great-
est of all, the thirst for love.

The first and the last expression of

(-'lii;a:-ti-m is the locked door, and
from Mhbe time the primal carpenter
laid down his tools and went within
his rude house the door has stood for
all time a defense and an opportunity.

In the long vista of life we find muny

locked doors and gates—doors to hap-

piness, to life and to love.

Fancy to yourselves thirsty men
knocking with seared Lknuckles on
these doors. Then realize that sooner
or later experience tells them that they
cannot enter without a key. *“Who
holds the ‘master key' to all these lock-
ed doors?™ we cry.

This was the silent question is the
hearts of two’men, wearily struggling
through tle sage brush te. .vd the
e st 90 1he Hams _]_..;inlu moin-
tains in sputhern California,

*1 wonder,” said Thomas Gallen, fin-
gering his prospector’s guide, “whether
we will find that gold—the gold the
Indizing told us about. Yes, 1 must
find that zold.”

“You don't seem to realize that you

GUur

have a partner,” snaried Wilkerson. !

“You are always talking about I—1—-1.
Haven't I got a share in this? Haven't
1 dug up money? And yet yvou don't
seem to think that I've any concern in
this matter.,”

“Excuse me, pariner,” seid the other
man, fixing his dim gaze on the moun-
tain. “I'm always thinking of that girl
of mine. You know she's in school, and
she’s got to have a good education, and
I've got to wwork to pay for it. Excuse
me, partner; you know I did not mean
it that way, but when I remember her
mother”— He broke off abruptly, and
both men stopped.

“Her mother?" asked Wilkerson.

“Yes, her mother,” choked Gallon. |

“The girl deserves the best there is in
this world. I'm all she's got. and, by
heavens”—he shook his fist toward
the distant blue hills—*'she =hall have
it if I have to tear that mountain apart
with my finger nails."

“Well,” suid Wilkerson impatiently,
“let’s camp. I'm thirsty.”

They stopped in the shade of the fal-
low plume of the Yucca gnd made their
Httle fire for coffee, but before the
blaze was well started Wilkerson
picked up the water bag and took u
long drink. ITis companion suiddenly
flashed in anger.

“Say, partoer,” he said sternly, “that
water has to last us clear to the moun-
tains.”

Wilkerson flung his head lack and
Inughed. “Why worry? Don't you see
the spow there on San Jacinto peak?

That means creeks down every ravine |

and gulch." . .

Instantly Gallon's eyes dulled. He
seemed to once more subside into a
dream.

“There's where they sald the gold
was,” he muttered. *In one of them
gulches up there. Gold! Gold! Say,
Wilkerson, we'll get that gold, but we
‘must save the water.
any barm, partoner, for calling you
down for drinking that water, but I've
got to get that gold.”

Wilkerson once more reached for the
water and took a long draft.

*“l guess this will last till we reach |
those foothills,” be said. But his com- |

panion pald no attention to him, stol-
fdly ‘preparing their slender meal of
coffee and beans.

When they had eaten Gallon brusque-

I didn’t mean |

| siiy.

lutely alone. Chance, the master of us |
all, delights in strange freaks. Now at |
this moment, when he felt hatred in his |
heart for his partner, when he knew |
that he had come on his final quest
with a weakling to coddle along, Mis-
tress Chance laid her quick finger on |
him and whispered, “Here!"

He heard that light whisper and |
dropped his gaze to the ground. A mo- |
ment later he was furiously hammer- |
Ing at the outcropping of rock that
threw its sharp shadow down the hill |

Wilkerson turned sluggishly in his |
5:(’1‘]I.

*1 wender where the old man is,” he |
muttered to himself. *“He's always |
prowling round o' nights."

What was that figure slinking around
the Huf? Something in his partpers |

“That’s my pencil,” he thought dully
“There is not another pencil in this
desert. How can I write to Dolores if
Old Man Gallon walks off

He took out of his pocket a worn
leather wallet and drew out the pic
ture of a woman, whaose ealm, cold fea- |
tures, unadorned by the photographer's |
art, were appealing to the man of his
appetites.

He looked at this a moment, and |
then all the morbid fire in his Dblood
flamed toward his heart. Love, life
and happiness depended upon the pos-
session of gold. Therefore, with this
fire in his heart, Wilkerson suddenly
got that absolute thirst for gold which
traverses deserts, which has killed
inore people than the armies of Eu
oW,

attitude as he stopped directly in the | And in hix sydden access of physical

full sheen of the myonlight made him
pause,

“He's got something,” he thought
“Why does he not come down to

BES B

a—

, ¥ 'Pulled Out His Revoiver and Fired

at the Man.

camp? I think T'll see.”” So he wrap.
ped himself in his Dlanket again, but
hls eyes were open and turned on his
partner.

A few moments later Gallon came to

camp, heavy footed, as if half asleep, |

dropped his bammer and kicked the
fire to a blaze,

“If 1 bhad a proper partner there |

would be coffee for me,” he said in to
tone loud enough to reach the sleeper.

“What's the matter, old pal? asked
Wilkerson, apparently drowsy.

“Ch, nothing,” said Gallon. "I just
thought you might have left some cof-
fee.”

“Did not find anything, did you, part-
ner?" asked Wilkerson. .

“Nopey; pothing doing. Guess those
Indians did not give me the right
hunch™

Wilkerson turned over as if once
more going to sleep, buf his eyes were
| open, and he saw Gaffon marking
| down sonie notes on a piece of paper.

“Did you say the Indinus did not
give you the right hunch?" Wilkerson
asked suddenly. “How often have I
got to fenl You we're partners. I be-
liave if you got a strike you wouldn’t
tell me. Are we partners or not?™

“Yes; we're partners all right I
baven’t found anything.”
|  *“What was that stuff yon had in
your hand?" asked Wilkerson drow-
“You're always bringing in a
lot of dirt and looking it over, but I |

desire for goRr jn adarto attain this
| woman he rose qe yeo oot nd thage |
came upon his £ ' oy
stealthy lMlt determined.
1 He putl the photograph away and,
| panthGilike stole into the shadow un-

| der ”_‘.n hill and toward the man who j

had ‘,}men his partner, but whom he
| was’resolved to kill. He crept aling,
' i-’lkfug all precautions against disturb-

“_':g i single pebhle, until he stood over |

i{;ullun. and in the full moonlight he

saw that Gallon was drawing the plans |

and marking the locations of a mine.
“How rfar,” he thought forcefully to
| himself, “has the old man gone What
| gulch is this? What place is this? Ile
bas found the gold, and I'm going to
{ have it!” He still watched the pencil
and saw him trace in rude letters:
“This will make you happy.”

| That moment Callon saw Wilkerson |

| me.

race a swift expre:ion, v~

IASTE

| rustling of the ary reaves of the
| yuccas and the murmur of the cactus
as it died of drought. He was really of
\two minds. One c}f ire was to find tlse
| location of the golfl The other was to
save his own life
ter fast which he knew meant death.

d assuage the bit- |
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2 |
’ wag a murderer. Ywhat would happen Lot
to Ruth if he were convicted of killing |

At last be stumbled to his feet and |

peered across the mist veiled valley.
{ Far away be saw a light. Gathering

[ all his strength, he started toward it, |

| for it held out to him the prospect of
| belp for bis physical injury, and as he
fingered his revoiver he feverishly
dreamed of finding Gailon and so
avenging himself.

Under the stars he tramped on., As
men sec alieir real world in miniature
and their ideal world magnified, as we
all do, the moon, Hooding its light |
down uponr his path, did not appear |
within hiz range of vision. It w;;si
only the little pin points of stars in
the purple black sky that he discerned 1
and in the midst of this firmament, as
if borizons had been obliterated, he ‘
saw a soiitary twinkling light, which i
meant a human habitation. }

“I'll get him yet." he muttered thick- |

Iy. The mere act of articulate speech |

i died in-his throat. He reglized that he

had no water, and the ovérpowering
thirst burned in his very marrow. {
“I can't make it.,"” he thought to him- 1
self. “Gallon has got the bist off
He found that place and madg
the plan apd fooled me.” He paix.
fully lifted his clinched bands towuirg

' heaven and cursed vehemently untj !

his curses faded into a perfect deliring
of mad dreams. Far away on the hi})
the coyotes barked dismnally,

No longer stealthily like a man ol |

gessed, but with one desire, he strng
gled down the hill and out upon the
mesi.  Yet there was still in his eyes
all the innumerable stars, and be eqfi”
not fix his direction in his mifd. for
to his accentuated sight they W1l ap
peared brilliant and peculiar. Tisus he
got lost. )
At times, in moments when they pad
Iy thirst which parched his _f,.lf:;n:lt a-

lowed him to drink, he SAY% ihe onc

Rlimmering Mght, which Fnarked the
place where he knew GalYon had sone.

| Miles and hours becayiie to him as

nothing, yet finally thr ough his sharp
ened senses he smelledq water, and as
the sun was risige over San Jacinto
"wountfES e Tell foce downward Into
a stream, Some instinct told him that
towns were built on hills; that conse
quently to find the town he should =zo
upstream. Bo he struggled, sfemming
| the corrent, dragging his feet, his left
innd clinched Into the folds of his
| skirt over the wound. In his heart
was still smoldering the flame which
in the fulness of his physical strength
ad been hatred of his partner.
[ “I'll get him yet,” he muttered,

CHAPTER i,
“You are under arrest”

AR away on the same dimly 1ig
desert another man was seek-
ing the same licht. Thomas

Gallon bad . realized that Le

| this fellow’s partner.
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his partner? This was -the thought
which drove-him on—onward toward
the little speck across the mesa. Care-
less of the cactus, of the sagebrush, ab-
sclutely unmindful of the little gul-
lies made by Iast year's rains, he

tramped steadily enward, and as he |

did so there was formulated in his
mind a plan not only to save the gold
for his daughter, but to save her
father's honor.

It is troe of lights and ideals that the
farthier vou follow them the fainter |
they grow, and jt was with astonisb-
mwent that Themas Gallon soddeny
found himself in the street ol Valle |
Vista.

There is a lot of silent Influence In
the mere sizht of closed doors. Gallon
looked down the street, and every door
was closed gkcept one. No hospitality. |
One sipgle sign showed that law and |
order, always vigilant, held their sway. !
He stagzgered on toward the green
light which marked the sherifl’s office.
I there hie found an alert deputy.

“Who are you?" |

“1 am, Gallon.,” he said firmly. “The
outinws have got my partner and near
¥ orip me!”

JThe deputy looked at him shrewdly
1 moment and seemed satisfied. An in-
stunt later he was on his feet, buckling
on his belt and revolver, aud in a sec-
ond instant he had broshed his way
juist the old miner and was bawling
vut into what apparently was a vacauot
Gallon dimly- heard his call
[1is ope thouzht was to play his part
to the end. Would these men find by |
accident his gold? A moment later a [

slrect

eirtain on the saloon across the street !

was lowered and the door opened.

“*What's the matter?” velled a balf
drunken fellow, reeling out.

is out again!" cried the dep-

“Get the sheriff, They have got |

! ' Then he turned
Gullon aunthoritatively and said,
“How much did you have?”

“Nothing.™ said Gallon. “We did not
sirike anything, but they thought we

VY R
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uty.

1
n

But with a qunick gesture the deputy
graspend Gallon’s wrist and opened his
fand. disclosing 2 nuzget. “Where did
vul et thiz?" he ashed,

e old man stared down stupidly at
th: e nd earricd

it clear ae N2 Thess, embiei.ef bis
thirst, symihl of hiz undying desire.
[For the nowent he did not know what
to answer. Then he recovered himself
and said quietly, *I was goihg to”— He
pansed a moment aml looked straizht
into the eyes of the man opposite him.
“1 was going to save all 1 had.”

*1f thot's all you bad Matias did not
get miuch, and be is considered a pret
ty smart fellow,” was the curt re
sponse. *“Here comes the sherifi.”

In the west their ordinary speech Is
Appeared other men

it welfin it of =old.

o]

deeids, not words,
and then the
ifi.
limirrles, but quickly roared, “Which
way

T wat the foot of San Jacinto mona-
tnfr. on the upper level,” Gallon stam

! smiling at him.

Smiles and tears, sorvow and laugh-
ter have made this world what it is,
| nnd the smile on the saturnine visage

of Wilkerson stirred Gallon to his
depths. Did Wilkerson know? Had

Wilkerson seen? Was Ruth to lose the

gold that he had found after all these
| years? Wilkerson had peered over his
| shonlder. Wilkerson! Wilkerson! Wil
F kerson! There must be no Wilkerson!
| He pulled out his revolver and fired
at the man smiling at him from the
shadow.

| Wilkerson emptied his revolver at |

the old man. Bat Gailon's trained eye,
| backed up by his overmastering pas-

| sion, had directed his weapon too sure- |

| ly. Wilkerson realized that his ene-
my's builet had gone home.
Still with the blood lust jn his heart,

]
|

|
|
t
|
!
|

|
I

l

& |
t-ilky fizure of the sher- |
This mun wiasted no time In pre- |

{ wishly stretehed himself.
| later he flung the empty coffeepot into

mered.
i “Get your horses,
sheriff.

It was not but a few minutes until
the posse, Gallon riding stolidly en an
extra horse, was scamperingz through

| the streets toward the mountains, now
absolutely dark, as the moon had set
Sherif Hawkins was pot aware that
| as they crossed a wash a panting.
groaming man was crawling on his
belly toward the solitary light which
marked Valle Vista. Nor did Gallon,
dumbly riding toward the darkpess
which hid the scene of his crime, real-
fze that Wilkerson was within ten
¥ands of him as they splashed through
the stream.

Then sudden!y appeared in the sky a
spot of white, which spread nuntil the
murk of the night had turned to dusk.

“Well, thank God it's daylight,” said
the sherifl to Gallon. *] guess we can
get your partner all right now.™ And
even as he spoke the dusk suddeniy he-
eame enriched by the light of the sun
rising iw the enst. The moment. it
struck the brass on his pony’s bridle
Gallon involuntarily reined in. Through
his blistered lips he muttered: “Gold!
Ruth!™

Inquiring eves were turped on him
The sheriff shoved his horse over and
asked. “What gotd?

At the same instant came the deputy
on the other side of him.

“8ay, chief, he says there was no
gold.”

A sinewy arm reached out and took
Gallon's gun away from him. “l think
[ better keep this,” said the sheriif, his
dark countenance growing stern

So this cavaleade made fts way
through the fresh California daown
antil thers was a sudden break in the
mesa. The deputy threw out his hand
“There are a hundred gulches in these
mountains. Which one is it. pardner?”

At the word “pardner” Gallon pulled
himself torether. glitter of the
brass on the horse’s headstall and that
word. Should he tell them the location
of that guleh? The of
horse's hoof might disclose the mother
lode, and yet he had told them the out-
laws had killed Wilkerson.

His horse stumbled and threw him.
When he zot up bhe gropingly peinted

| his hands toward the hills and mut-
tered, “That way, boys—that's where
thew zot Lim.”

boys,” ordered the

The

stroke one

Half an hour later the posse L

grofiped about the dead fire. and the
sheriff wug staring at a blood stalued
blanket. ‘

“There has heen iouble,” he said
abruptiy. Then he turné! on Galion.

“Why is this coffee h¢t?’ be said

lifting up the pot. The brosque tones
| of the sheriff cut the silence that fol-
lowed. '

“I don’t see your man. I don't under-
stand this. You are under arrest—for
the murder of "— e looked at Gallon.
anid the old man involuntarily said,
“Wilkerson.™
[ All day the sheriff, with Gallon. his
| arms pinfoned behind bim, searched

the gullics and gulches for the man

whose blood stained blanket they had
found. The old man, taciturn us ever,
| merely said, as if repeating by rote,

“The ontlaws got him.™

When the full moon bad risen and
| the nizht life of the desert had besun,
arotesque life, bullt of fieeting forms
und bizarre shadows, the sheriff ealied

| @ halt up the canyon.
On one side of the mmlley on which
| they were camped the sheriff's men
bad buile o fire. B wos aseainst a w ek,

which rose whitely under the moon
| Gallon saw his chance. He workod
his way to the fire and in spite of the
pn held his hands out over the Lilaze

[ until he felt the strands of the rope

| weaken and finally part

[ A momert later he was makines his

{ Wiy 1o where the horses were tied

| I leaped upon the nears st one ansd
within a second was on lils way down
the hill into the mist which tilled the

| vhalley,

| tut the noize of his horse’s hoofs on
the rough shale of the hillside awak

| ened the puard,

“I think T will have a cup of coffep.™
he said to himself sleepily and slugz-
A moment

the Qarkness. “Sherif?,” he cried, “he’s

i gone!

_, The sheriff lifted his lnnky form as
.lf by a single movement. *“Who's
| Bone? he yelled.

| “That man, Gallon,” replied the
| guard,

“We must get him, hoys™ the sheril?
siid. They rode to the edeze of the hill
and looked down into an irideseent sen
of mist, a mere pool of curdling moon-
shine,

“He's got away from us, boys,” sald
the sherifl.
there.”

Gallon rode quickly on, no loncer
seeking for a light, but for darkness,

| and yet as be felt the pony quiver an-
der him he himself feit a strange trem- |
| ar—Wilkerson

was still alive—some-
where behind that veil was his enemy
and the man who knew the location of

the richest mine in all golden Califor-

nia.
Mission Street pler marks the point
on the San Francisco water front where

| Sooner or lafer every one in this world | was notileg- ke 60, St b ua
41l B8 W3

passes, and among the maltitudes

“We'll never find him |

A Romance of
Love, Life and
Money

R on (I whiie coveiig or the" punk
and once more dipped into his jacket
This time it was the picture of a girl.

l': wi:! save it fe? youn, ¥ :]f_a marmof
@i to himsell. Yhe bare rcow beld
but one movable articie of furniture—
a chest of strange workmausbip and
redolent of alien lands. Gallou stoop-
ed over and pulled at the lid It came
open to his fouch, and he saw then a
strange conglomeration of articles. An
idol lay there, inanimate, but impor-
tout. He picked it up, and as he did so
ene of its coral eyes feil out.

To him it was a Sinister omen, ang
he stared for a moment, clutching at
his breast. Then he guave way to the
bysteria of the hunted und the haunted.

“] don’t Enow whose god vou gre”
be muttered, “but if you must have it
—take it.™ And into the open socket
he thrust the paper that held the se-
cret of his mine.

That sleep which is like a shot in the
heart overtook Gallon before the Santa
Ciara was well to sea. He was awai-
ened from it by the sound of an alter-
cation

“You'se got to put back to port™
said a volce in an vgly tone.

There was a fusilade of shots, and
then the deck beneath him tilted slow-
ly. The chest slid down the deck to-
ward shiore. Galion locked the chest,
dragged it across the sili and then
looked back to see an enormous wall
of water This wall erumpicd. faded,

e

ser ieff mim oreathless. Wuit was -»

matter? Then bhe saw huge columns
of smoke pouring out from the after
part of the ship. It was not the In-
exorable and avenging sea, but fire
He saw the boats go over the slile. He
saw two men stroggling in the tops—
yet it was a dream. His conseionsness
beld but two facis—one the chest that
contained the secret of his mine, the
other the key that had locked within
that strange and alien (IL-pository the
picture of a .li".t',e girl. ;

Six hours later a heavy sea drove a
plece of wreckage up the crumbling
beach benea‘h a ¢lif on the OfcEon
shore. On it was'a man—Dbrine drench
ed, almost unconscious, but still able
to crawl beyond the reach of the lin-
gering breakers, clutching a key. It
wias Thomas Gallon.

He sat down and stared at the burn-
ing ship he had left. Dimly he remem-
bered those strunge numbers that
marked the position of that vessel
finming to destruction far odt on the
horizon.

157, 23 west; 31, 27 north.

But how to remember them? How
to Keep t'is precions information in
bis head. His groping fingers found
the Key. A moment later he was
scratching the numbers on Its soft sur
face.

“This,” he said througzh his =salt
parched lps, “is the master key.” He
stared up at the biue sky, and then
bowed his head in utter weakness.

L] - - - L

"If Wilkerson Is.-alive he knows.
Every day™Is the same. When can [
find the secret of “The Muaster Key? "

Thomas Gallon then picked up his
letter file and dully icoked over its
contents.

“Fouey,” he thought to himself,
“that that engineer that [ wrote to
Drake about has pot turued up.” fe
fumbled the letter uncertainly, but the
name caught his eye—=lohn Dorr,

At that very moment the motor stage
chuzged slowly into camp, and a tali,
heavily bufit man swung down into
the street, suit case in band. He look-
ed about hitn with a trained eye. lle
saw the opening of a mine upon the
hill—the trestlef crawling toward the
dump, the pump house—all the para-
phernalin of an active mine, but be
aiso perceived that the stamp mill was
slleut

“I'il bet they've lost the lode!l” he
thonght to himself. He turned to a
miner who was passing and asked,
“Where is Mr. Gallon?”

“Up there in that bungalow,” was
the reply.

John Dorr straightened himself up
and went quietly up the acclivity, until
he finally arrived before a typical Cali-
forpia bouse. To his great astonish-
ment a slender, fair haired girl con-
fronted him, instead of the brusque,
rude miner he had been led to ex-
pect be would meet on his arrival at
*“The Master Key.”

“I"'m John Dorr,” he said awkwardly.
“I caue to see Mr. Gallon. 1 am the

pew mining engineer.”
Ruth iooked at him critically.

| SN
“ b

He

ok ; | Gallon pulled out the picture of a little
t
o bt ind of keep that OIt I |[) ' nd passionately kissdd it

your hand."” gt N ITHe Ruth.”
Wilkerson once more yielded to his | You look like your mother, Ruth, |

exieal | he whispered.
physical desire for sleep, but WEs | But while be was yielding to this

awakened by the barking of a covote | :
on the hill. He auddezﬂg ralsed him. | 9Ueer tenderness his former partner

If and 1 | was struggling to his feet—dizzy with |
oty i the de- [ pnin. abseolutely cowed by the shock of |

stroyer of his sleep. Then he swiftly | 2 =
realized that Galion was still awake, | finding himself physically helpless, yet

sitting by the fireside, writing with { driven by instinct to find other human
th:: same stub pencil, * | beings. Where were they? There was

, uo sound on__the desert except Lhe

| used to. His clothes were godd
| fairly breathed soap and water, and
his very apparent strength glowed be-
| neath a clear, smooth skin and well
proportioned limbs. Then she met his

Ir motioned to Wilkerson to clean up
the camp and then silently started up
the gulch. !

“l never heard of finding gold by
moonlight,” his partner muttered to
himself. “Let the old man dig around
If be wants to.” And Immediately once
more Le yielded to his physical desires,
this time for sleep.

Gallon steadily trudged around the
biufr, following the streum as best he |
could until be knew that he was abso- |

| strange, subdued and upsubdued by
the tremendous forces which make our
| civilization, Gallon found himself abso-
lutely unobserved in this throng—he
was as be hoped to be. Berthed at
| the pier was a steamsbip, quartermas- | ©¢8 (b frank admiration.
| terg at the gangway, and a sign bung | Il eall father,” she said, but she
| onthe tafl saying, “We sail at 9:45 | *UU Desitated. That gentle pause
| p. m.” . brought the blood to John Dorr's face.
| When be reached his cabin Gallon A H¢ realized that this was a moment

| stealthily took out from his poeket a = 3¢ Would always remem 2 L
folded paper and Jooked at it. _He laid (Continued next Sunday).




