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"It's like all of their stories,"'t:ried

Leonie Burch. "I'll never believe
their wild fables again."

She was a passionate little thing
by nature and tired and bruised from
a long, dangerous descent into the
old Wenatchee mine. She had been
visiting the deserted diggings for
days. Some one had told her of a
miner's wife picking up an apronful
of rich quartz, taking it to the smelt-
er and getting over a hundred dol-

lars out of the little heap.
"Why, I haven't even seen a spar-

kle," she began indignantly. Then
she scurried behind a rock and blew
out the tallow dip and crouched
there, for a new glint had come from
the next level and a man's hard
breathing notified her that an intrud-
er was coming into evidence.

He, too, carried a candle and as he
stood not 20 feet away from her cov-
ert, Leonie watched him timorously,
but curiously. He set the candle on
the ground and approached the wall,
felt over it, retreated, drew a revolver
from his belt, and describing the arc
of a circle of 30 feet, exploded the
seven chambers of the firearm. Then
taking up his candle he climbed the
ladder to leave the mine.

"I guess it," breathed Leonie.
"They are 'salting' the mine for a
sucker."

Delicate ladies of the upper social
crust would have lifted their hands
aghast at the utterance". Yet Leonie
expresesd her thought innocently,
unafraid of the coarseness of the
vernacular atmosphere surrounding
her. Triteness was her aim and it
came out spontaneously.

Leonie lit her candle. Sh'e went
over to the rounding ore ledge and
inspected its surface. The calcare-
ous formation was dotted with shiny
flecks and nuggets. It was the fa-

vorite way of "salting"' a mine. Le

onie had been only a year at BurrelT,
but she had learned that. She had
recognized the "salter" as one of a
loafing, drinking, fighting group who
preyed on tenderfeet, the community
and all others unfortunate enough
to come their way.

She imagined how they would lead
their victim to the old mine and sug-

gest that he take away some of the
specimens for analysis and assay
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with his own hand. Sale of the mine
would follow.

Leonie shook her head dolefully at
the general unworthiness of man-
kind and left the place and started
for the log cabin she called home.

It was home to Leonie because
there lived old Mr. and Mrs. Dorsey.
They had been as father and mother
to orphaned Leonie. They had
adopted her when they had been rich

way back in the east. They had
clung to her when their means were


