(Capstight, 1895, by ITret Ilarte)

e had never sedén a steambont ia his
1re. Norn and reared in one of the west-
ern territories, far from a navigable river,
he hail krown only the “dug outl” or cance
an A hmicans of tonveyancd aoross tha scant
streamy whome fordabie walers made even
those searcily a necesnity The long, nar-
row, hooded wagon, drawn by snaying
oxen familiariy Known nE 0 tprai-
rle g pchooner,” in which e Jour-
fieyod acrosw the plaine o Callfornia in
e, Ald not help Wi conception by that
pautioal fgure. And when et lant he dropped
upon the land of promise through one of
the mouthern mountiun passes, he thalted
)l unconmlonsly upen the low banks of a

groat yellow river amidat s tangled brake of
stranie, reed-llke grosses that wers unknown
ag it de-

to lilm, The river brondening

bouched through many channes into A
Jordly buy woomed to him  the ultimate
thule of his Jjourneyings Unyoking his
oxon on the edge of the luxuriant meadows
whieh blended with searcely any line of

demarcation into the great stream itzclf, he
found the prospect ‘'good” wecording 1o his
lghto and pralrie exporiencos, and convirts
ing  his hilted  wagon duto & ll>1ll|,i':.f-"ll-‘}'
cablti, he resolved 1o rest here aml *'Het-
tle.” There wae little difflculty in #0 doing.
The oultivated clearings he il paxsed
were few and far between; the fand would
be hiz hy discovery und  ovtcupation; his
habite of loneliness and self-reliance made
bim independent of neighbors, He took his
firgt meal 1o his new solitude under a spread-
tng willow, but so near hia natural bunndnry

that the waters gurgled and oozsd in the
feeds but a fow feet from him. The sun
gnnk, deepening the gold of the river until

It ht have been the siream of Taclotus

fecif, But Martin Morse had no imnginm-
titn; he wasw not even & gold seeker; he
the roving Instincts of

had simply oheyed
the frontler man in
land was virgin and unoecupied;
he wus alone. These questions guttled he
emoked his plpe with less concern over his
3 000 miles' transfercnce of habltatlon than
the man of citles who hag moved Into the
next street, When the sun gank he rolled
himself in his blankels In the wagon bed
and went guletly to sleep.

But he \:‘au ;:)r sently awakened Dby mnln'—
thing which at first he could not determine
to be o nois: or an intangible seneation, It
wag o deep throbbing through the #lence of
the night; n pulsation that geemed even to be
commnunicatsd to the rude bed wherpon he
lay As It come niarer It wapnratad Iteelf
fnto a labored monotonous panting, continu-
ous, but distinet from an equally monotonous
but falnter beat'ng of the waters, as if the
whole track of the mver were belng coursed
and trodden by o multitude of awiftly tramp-
ling fert. A strange fe ling took posgession

of him. half of fear, half of curloug cxpeota-
He rose, leaped

coming  hither, The
it wis his;

tion, It was coming nearer,
hurrledly from the wagon and ran to the
bank. ‘The nlght wis dark. At first lie saw

nothing bifore him but the st-el blnck ﬁk}:
plereid with far-spaced, irregulnr scattercc
stars, Then there stemed to be appronching
him from the left another and more sym-
metr.cal constillation; a few red and blu2
stars high above the river, with thres ¢ m-
pact llnes of larger planetary lights flashing
toward him and apparently on his own 1evel
1t was almost uptin him; he iny lantarily
drew back as the strange phenomenon Ewept
abreaet of where he stood and rezoly d itsell
fnto n dark, yet alry bullt, whose vagusness,
topped Ly enormous towers, wis vet -
minated by those open squares of Hght that h
had taken for stare, but which he esaw now
were  brilllantly 1t windows,  Their vivid
rays shot through the reeds and gent brond
bands acrogs the meandow, the stationary
wagon and the slumbering  oxen. But all
this was nothing to the innor lfe they dis-
cloead through Hfted curtalns and open blinds
—which was the crown ng revelation of this
strange and wonderful speetacle. Elegantly
Aressed men and women moved through bril-
Hantly 1t and elaborately gllt galpons: in cne
a banquer seemd to be spread, sery d by
whited Jacketted gervants; in another were
men ploying cards around marble topped
tabl:e: In another the light flushed bick
again from the mirrors and glistening glasics
and decanters of a REITEIOUR © freshment
saloon: in smaller openings there was the
shy discloaure of dalnty white curtning and
velvet lounges of more intimate aparim:nts,
Martin Morse stood enthralled and mystified,
It wae as if some invisibl, Asmodeus had
revealed to this simple frontier man waorld
af which he had never dreamed. 1t was the
worlil—a world of which he knew nothing In
his simple rustie hablts and profound western
fsolatlon—sweeping by him with the rush of
an unknown planst. In anoth'r momant It
way gone; a shower of sparks shot up from
one of the towers and fell all around hiim and
then vanished even as he remembered the
pot plece of “Fourth of July' fireworks had
yanish o in his own rural town, whein he waa
4 boy. ‘The darkness fell with it, teo. Bt
such was hlg utter absorption und utler
broathless precceupntion that enly a cold chill
recalled him to himself, and he found he was
gtanding mid-leg diep in the surge cast over
the low banks by this passage of th: first
gteamboat he bad ever soen!

He walted for it the next night, when it
appeared a Hitle later from the opporite di-
rection, on Its return trip. He watched |t
the next night and the next. Hereafter he
never migsed lt-——coming or golng—whuateéver
the hard and wopry preoccupations of his new
and lonely N>, He f(elt he could not have
glept without seelng It go by, Oddly enough
hig Interest and desire did not go further;
even had he the time and money to spend
In a passage on a boat and thus netively
realize the great world of which he had only
these raro glimpsee, a certaln proud rustie
shyness kept him from It. It was not his
world, he could not affront the snubg that
hig Ignorance and inexperierce woulll have
provoked, and he wax dimly conscious, as =0
many of us are Iin our Ignorance, that in
mingling with it he would simply lose the
enny privileges of allen criticism, For there
wis much that he did not understand and
somo things that grated upon hig lonely In-
dependence.

One night, a lghter one than those pre-
yioug, he lngered a little longer in the moon-
light to watch the phosphorescent wake of
the retreating boat, Suddinly It struck him
that there was a certaln (rregular splash-
fng In the water quite different from the reg-
uldr, dipgonally crossing surges fthat the
bost swept upon the bhank., Looking at It
more intently he saw a blick object turning
in the water lHke a porpolse and then the
unmistakable uplifting of & black arm in
an unskilful swimmer's overhand stroke, 1t
was o siruggling man, Hut It was quickly
evident that the current was too strong and
the turbiulence of the shallow water too great
for his ¢Morts. Without m moment's hesite-
tion, c¢lad a8 he was in only his ehirt and
trousers, Morse strode into the reeds and
the next moment, without a call of warning,
wan swlmming towards the now wildly strug-
gling fligure. Hot from some unknown reason
asg Morse approached him nearer, the man ut-
tered some Incoherent protest and desperately
trned away, throwlog off Morse's extended
arm, Atiributing this enly to the vagu: con-
vulslons of a drowning tan Morse, a skilled
pwimmer, managed to clutch his shoulder
and propelled him at arm's length, still
struggling apparently with as, much reluet-
ance as Incapucity, towards the bink. As
thelr feet touched the reeds and slimy bot-
tom, the man's resistance ceased and he
lapsed quite Hstlesely (0 Moree's grme,  Half
lftlog, helf dragging his burden, he suc-
ceeded at last In galoing the strip of meadow
and depesited the uwnconsclous man bereath
the willow tree. Theu he ran to hls wagon
for whirky.

But to his surprise on his roturn the man
win already sitting up wund wringing the
water from his clothes, He then saw for
the frst time, by the clear moonligh!, that
the sirangir was elegantly dressed and of
siriking appearance, and was clearly a part
of that bright and fascinating world Morse
kad been contemplating In his solitude., He
eagerly took the profered tin cup and drank
the whisky. Then he rose to his feet, stag-
gered m few steps forward and  glanced
cirlously around him, st the still motion-
lean wagon, the few felled trees and evidence
of “clearing” and even at the rude cabin
of logn and canvas just beginping to rise
froy the ground a few paces dislant, nd
sald lmpatiently:

“Where the devil am 17
. Morse bealtated He was unable to name
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bank of the Sacramento.”
turned upon Wim a look of
unmingled with resntment,
With ironfeal gravity, “and 1
this water you ploked me out
wWHs the Sacramento river. Thank you!"
Morse with slow western patience ex-
plained  that he had only = ttled there
throe weoks ago, and the place had  no
name,
“What's
“Thar

¥our mnearest town
min’t nany. Thar's n

then?"
blackemith’s
BLGp and grocery at the cross roads twenly

| mies further on, but It's got no name as
I I've hoard on,'
& l_h Btranger'a look of suspiclon passsd
WelL™ ks sald In an Imperative fashion
| which, however, seemed as much the re-
#ult of hablt ae theé oceaslon, "1 want 4
horte, and pretty d=d qulck, too."
“Huin't got any."
‘No horse? How did you get to this
d—d place?
‘ ;\Fﬂl‘r-‘ poainted to his slumbering oxen.
The Stranger again stared  curlously  at
him. Aftér a pouse he =ald with a halt

pliying, half humorous smile;

“Plke—aren't you?'"*

Whethor Morse did or d4id not know that
this current California slong for a denizen
af the bucolle west tmplied & ceortain con-
tempt, he replled simply:

“I'm from Plke county, Mizzourl."

; WAL mald the stranger, resuming his
impiatient manner, “yon must bheg or steal
a horse from your nelghbore,

“Thar ain't any nelghbors
fifteen miles.”

“Then send fifteen miles, d—n It! Stop!"
He opened his still clinglng shirt and drew
tut a belt pouch which lhie threw to Morse.
“There!  there's §$260 In that. Now I want
4 horee, Sabe?

“Thar ain't anyone to send,” sald Morse
quietly,

“Do you mean
here?™*

“Yop.

:',\\‘ml you fished me out—all by yourself?"
Vow. "

The atranger again examined him curlously.
Th'n he suddenly stretehed out his hand and
grasped his companion's,

AN right! It you can't gend, 1 reckon I
ean manige to walk over there tomorrow.'

“I wax goln' on to say,” sid Morse simply,
“that If you'll e by tonight I'1l start over at
Bun up aftep puttin’ out the cattle and feteh
vou back a hors* afore noon.”

“That’s enough.'” He., however, remalnid
looking curlgusly at Morse. “DId you never
hear," he sald, with a singular smile, “that
It was about the meanest kind of luek that

niearer than

to may you are all alone

eculd happen to you to save a drowning
muan?"’
“No," sald Morse, slmply. 'l reckon it

busolie virgin, And this reserved and shy
frontier mah found himsalf that night sleap-
lesn, and hovering with an abaahed timidity
and conmelousness around the wagon that
sheltsred bis goest, as If he had been & very
Corydon watehing the moonlit couch of wome
slumhrring Amaryills.

He wan off by daylight—after having placed
& rude breakfast by the side of the still sleep-
Ing guest—and before midday hs had returned
wWith a horse. Whah he handed the stranger
hin ponch Jess the amount he had pald for the
harse, the man mid curtly:

""What's that tor?"

“Your ehange. 1 pald only $50 for
hotse.""

The steanger regarded him with his peculine
emile, Then replacing the pouch in his beit
he shook Morse's hand again and moonnted the
horse.

“Sp your name:
goodbye, Marsey!™

Morse hesltated,
cheek.

“You didn't tell me your name,” he sald,
"In case—"'

“In oawe U'm wanted? Well, yon can call
me Captain Jack He smiled and nodded
lig head, put spurs to his mustdng and can-
tered away.

Morse did not do muech work that day, fall-
ing Into abstracted moods and Hving over his
pxperiences of the previous night untll he
fancied he could almost #ee hin sStrange guest
agaln, The nartow sirlp of meadow Was
haunted by him, There was the tree undes
whieh he huad first placed hlm, and that was
whiore he had seen him sitting up In his
dripping  but well fitting clothes, In the
rough marments he had worn and returntd
linge ed a new seent of some delicate soRp,
overpowering the strong alkall flavor of his
own. He was early by the river slds, having
a vague hope, he knew not why, that he
ghould again #ee Wim  and recognize him
among the passengers, He was wading out
among the reeds in the faint light of the
tising moon, recalllng the exact Epot where
he had first secn the stranger, when he was

the

Martin Morse! Well—

A blush rose to his dark

muddenly startled by the rolling over
in® the watsr of some black object that
had  eaught agalnet  the bank but  had
been  diElodged by Nlg  movements Ta
hin horror it bore a faint  ressmblance
to his first vision of the priceding night.

it a wecond glance at the helples:ly floating
hair and bloated gutline showed him that it
wae a drad man, and of a type and bu'ld far
different from his former companlon. There
was a brutee upon hlg matted forehead and
an enormous wiund In his throat, already
waeliedl bloodless, white and waxen. An
inexplicable fear came upon him, not at the
glght of the corpss, fur he had been in Indlan
massacres and had rescued bodles mutiinted
beyond  recognition—but  from  some moral
drend that strangely enough qulekened and
deepened with the far off pant of the ad-
vaneing steamboal. Secarce'ly knowing why,
he dragged the body hurrledly ashore, con-
cpaling It In the reeds, as if he was digposing
of the evidence of his own crime. Then, to
his preposterous terror, he notlesd that the
panting of the steamboat and the benat of Its
pnddles were “slowing' as the vaguer bulk
otme In slght, untll a huge wave from
the suddenly arrested wheels aent a surge
IHk* an enorrious h2art beal pulsating through

FREE—WITH A BULLET IN HIS HEART.

arter be the moanest If you didn't."

“That depends upon the man you save,
gald the stranger with the same ambiguous
amlle, “and whether the saving him is only
pulting things off. Look here.” he added,
with an abrupt return to his fmperative
style, “can't you give me some dry clothes?"

Morse brought him a palr of overalls and a
“hlckory shirt,” well worn, but smelling
strongly of a recent wash with coarse soap.
The stranger put them on while his com-
panion busied Fimself in colleciing a pils of
eiicks nnd dry leaves,

“What's that for?" said the stranger, sud-
denly.

A fire to dry your clothes."
stranger calmly kieked the plle aside,
any fire tonight If 1 know it,”" he
#nld, brusquely. . Before Mors» could resent
hig quickly ehanging moods he continued in
another tene, dropping to an casy reclining
position bineath the tree: “Now, tell me all
about yourself and what you're doing here,”

Thus commanded Mors: patiently repeated
his story from the time ho had left his back-
wonds  esbln to his selection of the river
bank for a “location.’”” He pointed out the
riech gquality of this alluvial bottom and I's
adaptability for the ralsing of stock which
he hopedl woon to acquire. The wtranger
smiled grimly, ralsed hims=ell to a sitting
pos tion and taking n p nknoite from his damp
clcthes began lo elean his nalla in the bright
mocnlight—nn opeupation which made the
simple Morse wander vaguely In his narro-
tion.

“And you don't know that this d—d hole
will give you chills and fever, till you'll shake
yoursclf out of your boots?"

Morse hud lived before In agueish districts
and had no fear.

And yvou never heard that some night the
whole river will rise up and walk over you
and your ecabin and your stock?"

“No, For I reckon to move my shanty
further buck.”

The man shut up his penknife with a ellek
and rose, *“If you've got to ge! up at sunrise
wae'd better be turning in. 1 suppose you
can give me g palr of blankets?"

Morse polnted to the wagon. “‘Thar's a
shake-down In the wagon bed; you kin 1l
there." Nevertheless he hesitated, and with
the loconséquence and abruptness of a shy
min continued the previous conversation,

“I shouldn't like to move far away, for
them wmteamboats 18 pow'ful kempany o
nights. I—never seed one afore 1 kem here,”

and with the Inconsstency of a4 reserved man
and without a word of further preliminary
he launched forth into a confidential dls-
plosure of his late experiences. The stranger
listened with a singular {nteresat, and with n
quletly searching eye, ]

“Then you were watehing the boat very
closely Just now, when you saw me. What
eloe did you see? Anything bifore that—be-
fore you saw me In the water?”

"No—the boat had got well off before |
saw you at all'

AL sald the stranger. "Well, I'm golng
to turn in.* He walked to the wagon,
mounted It, and by the thme that Morsz had
reached It with hie wet clothes, he was al-
rendy wrapp#d In the blankiéts, A moment
later he seemed to be in a profound slumber,

It was only then, when his guest was
Iying helplessly at his merey, that he began
to reallze his strange expsriences. The dom-
Ination of thts man bad be:n so complete
that Morse, although by nature Independent
and self-rellant, had not permitted himself
to question hie right or to resent his rude-
ness, He had accepted his guest's carelen
or premeditatid sllence regarding the partic-
ulars of bis accident as a matter of course,
and had never dremmed of questionlng him
That it wus a natural aceident of that great
world so apart from his own expoeri-
ences he did not doabit, and thought no inore
ubout 1t. The advent of the man himsslf
was greater to Mim than the caus:s which
brought him there, He wis ks yet gulte un-
consclous of the complete fascination this
mysterlous strangor held over him, but he
found himself shyly pleased with even the
slight Iuterest he bad displayed in his aflMalrs,
and his hand fell yet warm and tlngling
from his sudden soft but expressive grasp, as
If it had been a4 woman's. There is a simple
Intuition of friendship in some Jonely welf-
abstracted natures that s nearly akin to love
#t Arst sight, Even the audacities and Inso-
lonee of this stranger afected Morss, as he
might have been touched and capilvated by
the ooguelries or lmperiousness of some

the sedge that half submerged him. The
flashing of thres or four lanterns on deck
and the motlonlese ling of lghts abroast of
hite dazzled his eyes, bu! he knew that the
low fringe of willows hid his louse and
wegon completely from view. A vague mur-
mur of voices from thy deck was suddenly
overrlddea by a sharp order, and to his relief
the slowly revolving wheels agaln sent a
puleation through the water and ths great
fabric moved celowly away., A sense of
rellel came over him, he knew not why, and
he was conscious that for the frst time he
had not eared to look at the boat.

When the moon rose he agaln examined
the body and took from its clothing a few
articles of identification and some papers of
formality and precision which he vaguely
conjectured to b: rome law papers from
their semblance to ths pheasing of sheriffa’
and electors’ notle s whioh he had seen in
the papers. He then buried the corpse in n
ahallow trench which be dug by the Hght of
the moon. He had no question of responsgl-
bility; his ploneer tralnlng had net ineluded
coroner's inquests (n Its cxperlence;: in giviug
the body n speedy and seoura burlal from
predatory antmals he did what one frontier
man would do for another; what he hoped
might be done for him. If his previous un-
accountable feslings return:d  ooccasionally
It was not from thal, but rether from som:
uneasiness In regard to his late guest's possl-
ble feelings and a regret that he had not
been here at the finding of the body. That
It would In some way have explained hie
own accldent, he did not doubt,

The boat did not "slow up' the next night
but passed as usual, yet thres or four days
elapsed before he could look forward to it
coming with hig old extravagance and half-
exnltiéd curlosity—which wa® the nearest ap-
proach to imoglnatlion, He was then able to
examine It more closely for the appearance
of the stranger whom he now bigan to call
“his friend” in his verbal communions with
himself—but whom he did not seem destined
to again discover, until one day, to his as-
tonishment, n couple of fine horses were
broughit to hils clearing by a stock drover.
They had been *'ordered” to be left there,
In vain Morge expostulated and questloned,
“Your name's Morse, aln't 7" gald the
drover with business brusqueness, “and |
reckon there ain’t no other man o' that name
around here?’ “Ng" sald Morse. “Woll,
then, they're yours," "“Hut who sent them 3
insisted Morse. ""What was his name and
where do:e he live?' “I don't know es |
was called upon to give the pedigree o° buy-
ers," sald the drover drily, “but the horses
Is ‘Morgan,’ you kin bet your life,” he
grinned as he rode away.

That Captain Jack had s:nt them and that
It was a natural prelude to his again vislt-
Ing him, Morse did pot doubt, and for »
few days he lived in that dream, But Cap-
tain Jack did not come. The anlmals were
af great service to him In “Yrounding up’ the
stock he now easlly took In for pasturage
and saved him the necessity of having a part-
ner or a hirdd man. The idea that this su-
perior geutlemun In fine clothes might ever
appear to him in the former capicity had
even fitted through his brain, but he had
rejected 1t with a slgh. But the Idea that
with luck and Industry he himszlf might in
Lourse of time approximate to Captain Juck's
evident statlon, did ovcur to him, und was an
Ineentive to enorgy. Yet it was quite die-
tinet from the ordipary working man's wm-
bitlon of wealth und state. It was only that
It might make bl more worthy of his
friend, The great world was etill as it bad
appeared to him In o passing bost—a thing
to wonder at—to be above—und to eriticise.

For all that bhe prospered in his oceu-
pation, But one day he awoke with |ist-
less limbs and feet (hnt wearcely carried him
through hisz dally labors, At night his
listlessicss changed to active pain and a
feverishness that seemed to dmpel him toward

the fateful river, ae if his one alm In life
was to drink up jis waters and bathe
in Ha yellow stream, But wheusver he

sepmed to altempt it strange dreams as-
salled him of dead bodies arlsing  with
swollen and distorted lips to touch his own
as he strove to drink, or of his myeterious
guest battling with him In s current and
driving bim ashore, Agaln when he essayed
to bathe his parched and crackling limbs in
ite flood he would be confronted with the
dazeling lights of the motionless steam-
boat and the glare of stony eyes—until he
0ed in almiess terror. How long this lasted

THE OMAHA DAILY BEE: TRIRS

to convince.

- Quitting

DAY, DEOEMBER 19, 1803

fancy worsteds, etc........

ere’s the War Talk=-

It’s to uphold the “Equity Doctrine”—
which is to clean out the entire line of
Suits, Overcoats and Furnishings—Only
another week to do it in—We want an
army of 2000 men to come and aid us
in mowing down what'’s left of this great
stock-——-We have smitten the prices hip
and thigh.

Here's the Way the Glothing Garnage Goes On:

¢10.00 all wool men's winter suits,

e L R O R RO R K R O R LG
83,00 all wool men's winter overcoats,

CHOIBE: 52507 510 514 0 bdie a8 500 B8 2 0ot e Kn a6 hie) § 0108
810.00 all wool men's winter overcoats,

CHOICE. s 5icsivie o 4isninis 6265016 6/0m 0 8= SH /A0S o0
¢12.00 all wool men's ulsters,
o 1 Lo Lo - e S S T B S S T K R T3
$15.00 all wool men's suits (think of jt),

ORIVay ceiaibia s mia ains0 48lanae Vb s s eesemnsna e s
¢18.00 all wool men’s suits,
Ny 123 1680 000 o s fuane e aivivavere vinte oEerale
$20.00 and $25.00 imported clay worsteds,

"™ All Furnishings at Half Price.

Business.

—— ————-H

$4.50
$3.75
$5.00
$6.50
$6.75
$8.50
$12.50

Words will not convey the marvelousness of these values—It needs an examination

QUITY CLOTHING CO.

13th and Farnam.

—

he knew not, until oane morning he awoke
In hig new cabin with a strange man sitiing
by his bed and a negress (p the doorway.
“You've had a sharp attack of ‘tub
rever,” " sald the strauger, dropping Morse's
lletless wrist and answering his questioning
eyes, “'but you're all right now, and you will
pull through."

“Who are you?"' stammered Morse, feebly.
“Dr, Deukesne of Sacramento,'”

“How did you come here?”’

1 was ordered to come to you and bLring
a nurse, as you were alone. There she 18"
He pointed to the smiling negress.

“Who ordered you?"

The doctor emiled with professional
erance. “‘One of your friends, of course,”
“But what was his name?”
“Really I don't remember,

tol-

Put don't dis-

tress  yourself. He has settled everything
rlght royally., You have only to get stroug
now. My duty is cnded and 1 ean safcly

leave you with the nurege. Only when you
are grong agaln, 1 say—and he says—heep
back further from the river.'

And that was all he knew. For even the
nurse who attended him through the firel
days of hlg brief convalescence, would tell
him nothing more, He quickly got rid of
her and resumed his work, for a new and
strange phase of his  simple, childish
affection for his benefactor, parily superin-
duced by illness, was affecting him. He
was beginning to feel the pain of an unequal
friendship; he was dimly consclous that his
mysterlous guest was only coldly returning
his hospitality and bepefits, while holding
aloof from any assoclation with him—and in-
dicating the hmmensurable distanee that had
withheld any kind message or sympothetie
groeting, he had kept buck even his name.
The shy, proud, ignorsnt heart of the
frontiersman swelled bencath this  fancled
slight, which left him helpless allke of re-
proach or resentment, He could not return
tha horses, although in a fit of childish In-
dignation he had resalved not to use thim;
he could not relmburee him for the doctor's
Bill, although lhe had sent away the nurse.
He took a foollsh eatisfaction in not moving
back from the river, with a faint hope that
his lgnoring of Captain Jack's advice might
mysteriously be conyeyed to him., He even
thought of =elling out his location and aban-
doning It that he might egcape the cold
survelllance of hig heartless friend. All this
was undoubtedly childish—but there is an
[rrepregsible simpliecity of youth in all deep
feeling, and the worldly experience of the
frontier man left him as innocent as a child.
In this phase of his unrequited affection he
even went so far as to seek some news of
Captaln Jack of Sacramento, and following
out his foolish quest to even tuke the steam-
boat from thencs to Stockton,

What bappened to him then was perhaps
the common experlence of such natures,
Once upon the boat the Iluslon of the great
world It contained for him utterly vanished,
He found it noisy, formal, insincere, and had
he ever understood or used the word in his
limited voecabulary, vuwlgae. Rather perhaps,
It #eemed to him that the prevalling senti-

ment and action of thoue who
frequented  It—and  for whom it was
bullt—were of a lowir grade than
his own. And strungely enough this gave

him none of his former sense of critical su-
porlerity, but only of his utter and complete
Isolation. He wandered ' in his rough fron-
tiersman’s clothes, from deck to cabin, from
niry galleries to long. saloons, alone, unchal-
lenged, unrecogniz:d, us If he were agaln
haunting it only in spirit, as he had o often
done in his dreams. His preésence on the
fringe of soma voluble erowd cauped no Inter-
ruption; to him this speseh wos almost for-
elgn In Its allusjons (o things he did not un-
derstand, or worse, seemed Inconsistent with
their eagerness and excltement, How differ-
ent from a#ll this wos. recollection of' the
slowly oncoming teams  uplifted above the
level horlzon of the plaius in his old wander-
Ings; the few sauntering fgures that met hlm
48 man to man and exchangsd the chronicle
of the road, the record of Indlan tracks, the
finding of a spring, the discovery of pastur-
age with the lazy, resiful hospliality of the
night. And how flerce here this continual
struggle for dominance and ex!stince even In
this lull of passage, For above all and
through gll he wus consclous of the fevorish
haste of speed and exertion. The boat trem-
bled, vibrated and shook with every stroke
of the ponderous piston. The laughter of the
crowd, the exchange of gossip and news, the
banguet at the long table, the newspupers
and books in the reading room, éven tha
luxurious couches In the state roocms, were
all dominated, thrilled and pulsating with
perpetual throb of the demon of hurry and
unreat. And when, at last, a horrible fas
clnation dragged blm Into the engine room
and he saw the crusl, relentless muchinery at
work, be seemed to recognlze and understand
some intelligent but pitiless Muloch who was
dragging this feverish world at its heals

La‘er be was seated lo a corner of the
hurricans deck whence he could view the

menotonous banks of the river, yet perhiaps

| points

by certaln signs uncbservable to others, he
knew he was approaching his own loecallty.
He knew that his cabin and clearing would
be undiscernible behind the fringe of willows
on the bank, but he-already distinguished the
where a few epttonwoods struggled
Into a promontory of lighler foliage beyond
them. Here volees fell upon hie ear und he
wau suddenly aware that two men had lazlly
crogpcd over from the other side of the boat,
and were standing befors him looking upon
the bank.

“It was about here, T reckon,” sald one
listlessly as if eontinuing a previous lagging
conversation, ‘‘that it must have happenzd.
For it was after we were making for the
bend we've just passed that the deputy, goin’
to the =tate room just below us, found the
door locked dnd the windew open. But both
men—Juck Despard and Sz2th Hall—the sherlft
—weren't 1o be found., Not a trace of 'em.
The boat was searched, but all for nothing.
The Id:a I8 that the sheriff arter gettin' his
prisoner comf'ble in the state room took off

THAT IT WAS A DEAD MAN,

Jack's handeofts and Jocked the door; that
Juck, who wos mighty desp'rats, bslted
thiough Lthe window into the river, and ‘he
sheriff, who wasn't & sloueh, arter him,
Others allow—for the chalre and things was
all togsed about In the siate room, that th:
two men clinehed thar and Jack choked Haull
and chucked him out and then slipped elar
Into the watey himeelf. For the state room
windpow wus Just ahead of the paddle bhox
and the cap'n allows that no man or men
would fall atore the paddles and live. Any-
how that was all they ever knew of It

“And there wasn't no trace of them found
sald the second maon, aftsr n long pause.

“Np, Cap'n says them paddles would hev
just catehed ‘em and slung ‘em round and
round and burled ‘tm way down in the ooz
¢f the river bed with all the slit of the eur-
rent otop of ‘em and they mightn't coms: up
for ages, or elge the wheels might have
wiltzed ‘em way up o Bicramento until
thar wasn't enough left of 'em (o float, and
droppad 'em when the boat stopp:d.*

“ip was & mighty fool risk for a man
ke Despard 1o take" resumed the pecond
gpiaker, as he turned away with a slight
yawn,

“Het your life! but he was desp'rate and
the sheriff had got him safe. And they do
say that he was superstitious lke all
thim gamblers and allowed that a man who
was fixed to die by a rope or a plstol
wasn't to be washed out o' Nfe by water,"

The two HAgures driftid lagily away, but
Morse ¥at rigld and motionless, Yet strang
to say only one ldea came to him clearly out
of this awful rivelatlon—the though: that
s friend was still true to him-—and that his
strarge abeence wnd mysterious sllenies was
fully accounttd for and explained, And with
it came the more thrilling fancy that this man
wis alive new te him alone. He was the
mole custodian of his seoret. Thy morality
of the question, while It profoundly disturbed
him, was rather In refirencs to It effect
upon the chances of Captain Jack and the
power it gave his enemies, than hig own
consclence, He would rather that bis friond
should have proven (he prescribed outlaw
who retalped an unselfish interest In him,
then the superior g/ ntleman who was coldly
wiping out his gratitude. He thought e un-
derstood now the reason of bis strange and
varylng moods, even his bitter superstitious
warning In regard to the probable curm

entalled upon himself for saving a drown-
ing mun. "'Of this h= thought 1ittle, enough
that he fancied that Captain Jack’s coneern
in his illnese was heightened by that fear,
and this assurcnce of his protecting friend-
ship thrilled h'm with pleasure. There wae
no reakon now why he should not at least go
back to hls farm—where at least Captaln Jack
would always find hWlm—and he Ald so, re-
turning on the same hoat. He wis now
fully recovered from his Mness and caliicr
In mind; he redoubled his labors to put him-
#elf in a position to help the mysterious fugl-
tive when the time should come. The remote
furm should always be a havin of refuge
for him, and In this hope he foribore to
take any outslde help, remalning solitary
and alonoe that Captain Jack's retreat shouwid
be Inviolate. And so the long, dry ®asan
puesed, the hay was gathered, the pastur-
ing herds s=ent home, and the first rains
dimpling like shot the hroadening surfaco
of the river were all that broks his unending

golltude. In this enforced attitude of walt-
ing and expectancy he wus exalted  and
etrenglhened by a new fidea, He was not
a rellglous man, but dmly rmembering

the exhortations of some camp meeting of
his boyhood, he coneeived Lhe Jdea that he
might bave been selected to work out the
reg-neration of Captain Jock, What might

not come of this meeting and communing
tegether in this lovely spot! That anyih ng
wis due to the Infured repressntatives of

the murdered sheriff, whose bones wiore rot-
ting In the tréench he dally but uneoncernedly
pagred, did not oeeur to him. Peorliaps ik
mind was not large enough for the doulls
consideration. Friendship and Jove—and for
th= matter of that religlon—are emliontly
une-tdeqed,

But one night he awakeped with a start
His hand, which was hanging out of his bhunk
wins dubbling idly in water! He had boarely
time to spring to the milddle in what sezmed
to be a slowly-filllng tank, before the doo
r=1l In as from an Inward pregsence, and his
whole shanty collaseed liks o pack of cards
Dut 1t fell outwards; the roof sliding from
over his hesd ke a withdrawn canopy, and
he was swept from hie feet agalest dv, and
theneo out Inte what might have beon an-
other world! For the rain had cea=:d and
the full moon revealed only one vast, lmit
nbip expanse of water. It was not an ove:-
flow, but the whols rushing river magnified
apd repiatsd w milllon Hmes, which even as
ho gasped for breath and clung to the root,
wis bearing him away he knew not whither
But it wan bearing him away upon its center.
for ns he cast one gwift glanes towards his
meadows he saw they were covired hy the
siine #weeping torrent, dotted with his sall-

Ing hay ricke and reuching to the wooded
foothille., It was the great flood of '64—In lis
awe-ngplring completeness It might have

stemed to bhim the prinmieval deluge,

As him fral) eraft gwept under o co tanwond
he caught at one of the overhanging lmbe:
and working his way desperately along the
bough, at last reached o wecure position In
the fork of the tree. Heire he was for the
moment safe.  Bul the devastation wviewed
from this helgh! was only the more appalling
Bvéry sign of his olearing—all evidence of

Iis past year's industry had disappesr:d,  Hi
way now conscioun for the first Ume, of th
lowlng of the few cattle he had kept, a

huddled together on w slght eminencs they
one by cne elinped over, struggling, Into the
flond, The shining bodles of hin dead horses
rolled by him as he gazged. The lower lying
limbs of the sycapmiore near him were hopd

ing with the barden of the lghter articles
from his overturned wagon and cabin which
they hud caught and retmln d, and a rike

was securely lodged Ina bough, The habltual

wuter. To this wam adided the hallucination
|u1 nolses. He heard volces, Lls own namd
cilled by a voles he knew—Captaln Jack's!

Suddenly he started, but in that fatal mo-
ment logl his balance and plungsd downward,
But before tho water closed sbova his hond
he had had a eruel gllmpee of help near him;
of a Mlashing light—of the black hull of a tug
not many yards away—of moving figures—the
gensation of & sudden plunge following his
own, the grip of a strong hatid upon his eollar
and—unconsclousness! When he eame to he
wans belng lNfted In a boat from the tug and
rowed through the deseried streels of a large
eity until e was taken In through the second
oiory  window of a half-submerged ho-
tel and cared for, But all his questionings
yielded only the information that this tug—a
privately procured one—not belonging to the
Public  lelisf  gsaocintion—had  been  dig-
pitehed for him with speclal directlons, by a
man who acted ag one of the crew, and who
wig the one who had plunged in for him at
the last moment, The muan had left the
boal at Stoekton, There was nothing more?
Yoes!  He had left a letter. Morse selzed it
feverishly, It was= only u fow lines,

“We are quits now. You are all right.
I have saved you from drownlng and shifted
the wire to my own shoulders, Good-hye,
Captain Jack."

The artounded man attempted
uwiter an explanation, but fell back
s ioluE.

Weeks pasgod before he wag able to leave
Wiv bed, and then only as an impoverished
andd physically shattered aman, He had no
means (o restoek the farm left bare by the
subsiding  water, A kindly traln-packer
offercd him 4 sltuation n¥ muleteer in u pack
traln gelng to the moupiaiug, for he knew
tracks and passes o could  rlde. The
mountaing gave him back u Jttle of the vigor
e hud lokt In the river valley, but none of
Ity dredme and ambitions, One day while
tracking u lost mule he stopped fo slake his
thirst In & water hole, all that the summer
bad left of a lonely mountain torrent, En-
jarging the hole to give drink to hils beast
aigo he was ctliged 1o distodige and throw
out with the red =il some Llts of honey-
comb rock, which were no quesr-looking and
s0 hedvy ag to attract his ntiention.  Two of
the largest he took back to camp with him.
They were gold. Frem the locality he tovk
out a fortune, Nobody wondered, Tu the
Californian’s superstition it was  perfectly
natural, It was “nlgger luck'—the luclk of
the stupld, the jgnorant, the Inexperienced,
the non-seeker—the leony of the gods!

But the simple, bucolle pature that had sibe
tuined itsell agalnet tempiation with pationt
Industry and lenely self-concentration, sue-
cumbed to rapidly eeguired weallh. Bo It
chanced that one day with o crowd of exclie-
ment-loving spendthrifty and companlons he
found himself on the outskirts of a lawless
mountain town, An vagér, frantle crowd
hud already pesembled there; o desperado wis

to rise, Lo
uneon-

to be lynehed! IPushing Lie way through the
crowd for # neuarer view of the excliting
spectacte, the changed aad reckleks Morse

was stopped by armed men only at the foot
aof a cart, which uplield a quict, determined
mun, who with a ropo arcund hin neck was
woeonrnfully surveying the mob whoe held dhe
other end of the rops drawn geross the b
tho

of a tree nbove him, The eyes of
doomed man caught thow: of Morse—his ox-
pression  changed—a  Kindly smile it his

head for the first
f farewsll.

fneo—he bowed hig proud
time, with an casy gekture

And then with a ehrliek Morse threw hlms-
welf upon thé neprest armed guoard and a
flerce strugele began, He had overpowered
hia adversury wnd seleed anecher in his
hopeless fight toward the cart, when the

solitude of his loculily was now sirangely In

hulf astopished  crowd fely that something

vaded by deifting shode, agricoiiural imple | must he done. It was done, with a sharp
ments and fence ralls from unkoown and ro- | report, the upward curl of smoke and the
mote nelghbors, and he could faintly hear | holdlag back of the goard as Morse stag-
the far-calling of some unhappy  farmer | gored forward freg—w th a bullet In his
adrift upen 8  spar of his wreoked | hoart,  Yet even then he did not fall until he
and sho tered house, When day broke | renched the eart, whin he leaped forward,
he wha cold aund hungry Hours | dead, with his arms outstretched and his
pass:d In  hopeless  monotory, with no | head upon the docmed man's Teel,

slackening mnor dimioution of the witers Thire was somethiog so supreme and all-
Even the drifts became leer and a vacant | pewerful in this hopeless aot of divotion that

soa ut lawt spread before him on which nothe-
ing moved. An awful silence Impressed him. |
In the afternoan reln agaln began 1o fall on |
thiw griy, nebulous expanse, unthl the whole |

world siemed wmade of aquegur vapor. He |
had but one ldexr now—the coming of the |
evening beat, and he would reserve his

strength Lo swim to it He did not know un- |
L later that it could no longer follow the old |
channel of the river and passed for beyvond
hiw wight and hearing,. With his digappoint-
ment and exporure that plght caine a return
of his old fever. His Hmbz were alternately
racked with paln or benumbed and 1leless. |
He could scurcely tetaln hiw pomtion At l
times he searcely cared lo—and speculated |
upon ending his sullcriog by a quick plunge
downwards, In other mements of lucld mis ry
he wap consclour of bhaviag wandered It hils
mind, of haviug eeen the dead face of the
murdered sheriff, washed ocut of the shallow

grave by the floor, staring at bim frem the

the heart of the multitude thrilled and chen
recolled apghoast at s work, and & single
word or o gesture from the doomed man
himeell might have set hhin free.  DBut they
suy—and It I8 oredibly recorded—that as
Captain  Juck Despard  looked down  upon
hig hopeless sacriflce at his feet his eyew
Llazed and he fung upon the crowd a curse
so awful apd ewceplog thet hardened aws
they were their blood ran cold or else
Jeaped furiously to thelr cheeks, “And now,'
be said coolly tghtening the rope around his
neck with a Jerk of his head—""Go on, and
be d—d to you! I'm ready.”

They did pot hesltate this time, And
Martin Morse und Captaly Jeck Despard
were buried In the gume grave,

A. G, Bartley of Magic. Fa., writes: "I
feel 1t a duty of mine 10 Inform you and the
public that DeWitt's Witeh Hazel Salve cured
me of a very bad case of eczvma, It alse
cured my boy of & runping sore oo Lis leg

-




