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CHAPTER |,
The Bonanza King.
The cold of foothill Culifornia in

the month of January held the night
The occupants of the surerey were 10O
cramped and stiffened by 11, amd too
meningt 14

uncomfortably enwreppod

to speik. Bllence ns complele a8 thnt
whith lay lke » gpell on the land-
geape brooded over them At the

Ingt stopping place, Chinese Uialeh, a |

geuttering of houses six miles behind
them on Lhe mountain road, they had
halted a¥ the maln saloon, rod whirky

and water had been passed to the
driver and to the burller hgure Oh
the back seat, The werlohers that |

thronged to the saloon door liad aved
the third occupnpt of the carriage with
the Intent, shecplsh curlosity of the
fsointed man In presence of Lhe stran-
ger female, Alterward, cach one was
voluble in his lmpresslonsg of Ler [ace,
yale in the smoky lumplight, und the
hand that slid, small and white, out
of lis loosge glove when the warming
glane was offered her,

Sinece then bolh she and her com-
panjon had leaned back In thelr Rey-

ornl corners gond proserved an o oun-
broken sllence

The surrey sped awiftly along the
voad which wound in sgpectral pallor

over the shoulder of the foot-hill, now
Qlpping uto the blackness of a ravine,
then creeplng up & bare slope, where
the horee's hoofg dug In laboriously
amid loosened stones. The solemn
Yoneliness of ‘the Jandscape, Caintly
voevenisd by the light of lnrge, clear
wtnrs, seemed o find wpproprinte ex
pression In this frosty, smoke-breath-
fng stillness,

The larger figure on the back seat
ed, and turned 8 faoe, #il of which
hidden save the oyes, toward its

comphnlon,

"Hungry?' querled a deep bass
wwice: the Inguiring polysylable shot

t suddenly over un upiurned. bul-

ark of collars.

& ®Fearfully,” came the answer In a
mufled feminine treble, (hat sulted
the more diminutive bulk.

“Get 4 move on, Jake" to the driv-
er. "“This girl’'s most famished.”

“Hold your horses,” growled the
other man; “we're just aboul there

A% At these words the woman pricked
up her éars, und, leaning forward,
peered ahead. As they rounded n pro-
truding angle of the hill, a huddle of
voofs and walls spotted with lights
came into view, sud the sight drew
ber hand forward with an eagerly-
pointing finger,

*So that's Rocky Bar!” she cried,
“Have wesreally got there at last?

The driver chuckled.

“That’'s Rocky DBar all right. Now
got your appetite good and ready ™

“No need,” she responded gaily;
*“it's been ready and walting for hours.
I was beginning to think that you'd
lost your way."”

“Me!" with an snccent of inered-
ulous scorn. “Ah, get out! How does
it come, Governor, that Bill Cannon's
glrl don’t know mno more about thess

parts than a young lady from New |

York?"

“She's never been up here before,”
sald the man on the back seat, begin-
niog to untangle himself from hig on-
folding rugs. “I've brought her up
with me this time to show her some
of the places where her pa used to
work round with the boye, long before
sbhe was ever thought of.”

A loud barking of doxs broke out
Ms they approached the Hrst deinched
houses of the settlement. Shapes ap-
peared ut the lghted doorways, and
By the surrey drew up st the hotel

e balcony & crowding of henlds was seen
dn the windowe. The entire popula-
fdon of Rocky Bar spont its avenings
@E this hospitable resort, ln summer
on (he baleony under the shnde of the
Bocunt trees, in winter round the offics
wtore, spitting and smoking (n cheery
woclabllity, But st this hour the great
wveant of Rocky Bar's dsy was over.
The elght slages, the passengers of
wwhich dined at the hotel, had long
passed onwurd on thelr various routes
up apd down the "mother lode" and
into the camps of the Blerra, That the
nightly excltement of the “victualing
up” was to he supplemented by o lute
arrival In a surrey, driven by Jake
MeoVelgh, the proprictor of the Han
Jacinto stables, und sccompanied by

® woman, was A sensatlonal event not |

often awarded to Rocky Dar, even o
the heyday of summertime

The ocoupants of the otfles crowided
into the doorway and pressed them-
stlves against thoe windows,

The hotel proprietor, an ancient
man with & loosened vest, and trou
sers tucked into loug boots, dispersod
them as he ushared the strangers Into
the office. That they were travelers
of distinction was obvious, as much
from thelr own nppeursnes as from
the fact that Jake McVeigh was driv-
fog them himself, in his best survey
and with his finest team. But just
bow Important they were no one
suessed tH MeVeigh followed theam
in, and into ears streteboed for the in
formation dropped (he sentence, half-
heard, llke u sluge anlde:

“It's Bill Cannon and his daughbter

"

Upon the proprietor it hud an elec-

gric eftect. He sped from the room
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| with the alertness of youth, promising
“a cold lunch” In a minute, To the
‘-lrlxvrn it eame as a plece of intelil
\i{"lu-v that added awe to the lghter
| emotions of the oceaslon, By common

| congent thelr eyes focused on  the
grent man who stood warming hls
'Immla at the stove Even the rare,

unusual woman, revealed now as suffi-
clently pretty to be an ohbject of fu-
ture dreams, wag Interesting only to
the younger and more impressionable
| members of the throng. All but these
| gazed abeorbed, unblinking, at  Bil
| Cannon, the Bonanza King.

He was used 1o it., It had been a
l;mrt of his Hle for yearn. Eying hils
admirers with a geninl good humor,
he entered Into converaation with
them, his manner marked by an easy
irnnullnriiy, which swept away all
| shades of embarrassment, and drew
ltlm men Around the stove, eager (o

respond to his questions as to the con-

| ditlon nnd proaspects of the locallty
| The talk was becoming general and
aonimated, when the anclent man re
turned and anvounced that the “rold
{ luneh” was ready and to plense “step
wfier him into the dinlng-room.”

This gaunt apartment, grimly un
adorned and rfalntly Numined, an oe
casional lantern backed by a tin re
flector projecting a feeble Ught into
Its echoing emptiness, was swept of
ali Intruders, and showed a barndlke
bureness of wall and loftiness of roof
Lines of tables, uncovered between
flanking wooden benches, were ar
ranged down Ita length. Across the
end of one of these u white cloth was
spread and three places set.  Jake
McVeigh, lesa lunocently democratie
than the hotel proprietor, was nbout tu
withdraw from the soclety of his dis
tingulshed patron and seat himself In
atemly loneliness at an  adjacent
table, when Bill Cannon’s voice nrrest-
od him.

“What are you going off there for,
sonny, as If you were a loper? Come
over here and sit slde of us.”

Cannon, bis overcoat removed, was
sten to be a powerful, thick-set man,
with a bulkiness that was more a
matter of broad bulld and muscular
development than fat, His coat set 111
upon him and strafned at the buttons.
It had the effect of having worked up
toward the shoulders, noticeabls In
the clothes of men who are deep-
chested and sit bunchily. He had a
short neck which he aecommodated
with a turn-down ¢allar, a gray beard,
clipped close to hia cheeks und square
on the chin, and gray halr, worn rath
er long wnd combed sleekly and with-
out parting back from his forehead
In nge he was clogo (o seventy, but
the alertness and Intelllgence of a
conquering energy and vitnlity were
in his glance, and showed In his move-
ments, deliberate, but sure and full of
precision. He spoke little as he ate
his dinner, leaning over his plate and
responding to the remarks of nls
daughter with an occasional monosyl-
labla that might have sounded curt,
had It not been accompanled with a
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“What Are You Going Off There For,
Sonny, as If You Were a Leper?™

A
]

lnny cast of his eye upon her that was
|an full of affectlion ns
The young Indy,

B CATvRa

who had also put
| off her outer wrups, atlll wore her hat,
which wos widebrimmed and cast n
shadow over the upper part of hor
'I'dl!.l. Below 1t her Lale showed a (ine,
| bright blonde, glving forth  sliky
| gleams In the lamplight. To the peep:
| ing hends In the dourway she seemod
{a ecreature Instinet with romantle
charm, which was «xpressed in such
delicncies of appearance as w pearl
white throat, & rounded chin, und Hps
ithat amiled readily. These graces, en
gerly dw.lph{":’('d throueh dimness and
distance, had the attraction of the
seml-seen, and Imagloation, thus giv
o un encouraging filip, invested DI
Cannon’s girl with a huupting beauty
It was ramarked that she bore no re
semblance to her father In coloring,
features, or bulld. In talking it over
later, Rocky Bar decided that she
must favor her mother, who, as all
Caulifornin knew, had beon a waltress
In the Yuba Hotel at Marysville, when

e
Bl Cannon, then a miner In the
Freage-Out, had wooed and won her,

It was toward the end of the mesal,
that, looking at the opposite wall, her
glance was caught by a large clock
to which she drew her father's atten
tion

“Hall-past
We Are!

nine! How fashionable
And when are you going to
get um up to Antelope, Mr., McVelgh?

MoVeleh studied the clock |-m1dt'r-
Ingly as he felt in his breast pockst

for his toothpick
"Well,” he sald, “iIf we leave here
it ten and make good time the hull

way-—It's up hill pretty much with-
out a break-—1'll1 get you there about
midnight.”

She made a little grimace.

"And It will be much colder, won't
ft o
n'
with

“Caolder colder, You'll be goin’
higher every step, Antelope's
on the slope of the Biarrn, nnd you
oan’t expect to be warm up there In
the end of January."

“If you hadn't wanted to come,”
#ald her father, “vou'd have been
just nbout getting ready for Mre, Ry-
an's bal. ten't thix the maglc
hour when you begin lay on the
first layer of warpaint?”’

The girl looked at the clock, nod
ding with s faint, reminiscent smile.

"Just about.” she said. 'I'd have
been probably looking at my dress
lald out on the bed and saying to my-
self, “Now | wonder If it's worth while
getting in‘o that thing and having
all the bother of going to this ball’
On the evenings when | go out,
there’s nlways n stage when that hap
pens.”

McVelgh, with his toothpick in full
aperntion, looked at her, admiring and

about

{11

half comprebending, for the first time
feeling himsel! an outsider, She
eaught his eve, read (ts meaning, and
with the quick tact of a dellcate pa-
ture, sald:

“It's Mre. Cornellus Ryan In San
Francisco, She hae a bell tonight
and 1 was golng, but | came up here
with papa instead I don’'t care for
balls."

“Bort of late to be primping up for
a ball,” sald McVelgh, restoring the
toothpick to his pocket and pushing
back his chair. “I'l go and have a
look at the horses, And, Governor,
If you'll be ready in fifteen minutes

I'll be round at the porch waiting."

Cannon nodded, and, as the driver
clumped off over the board floor, sald
to hin daunghter:;

“1 wonder If Dominick Ryan'll be
there—at the ball, | mean, His moth-
er's made up her mind not to recog-
nize the woman he's merried, and to
freeze her out, but I wonder If she'll
have the nerve no. to ask her to-
nlght.™

"l don’t see how she could do that,”
sald the girl. *“This is one of the
largest balls ever given in San Fran-
¢lsco. She can't leave her son out,
end she couldn't ask him without his
wife.”

“Couldn’t she?” sald the old man,
with a narrowing of his eves and a
knowing wag of his head, *“You don't
know Delia Ryan. 1 do. 1've known
her forty vears, ever slnce she was
firast married and did wasbing on the
back porch of her shanty In Virginla
City. 8he was a good deal of a wom-
an then, a strong, bralny woman, and
she's the same to«lay, but hard as
nalle. 1'11 bet a hat she haen't nsked
Dominiek’'s wife to that ball."

"What do you suppose hell do?"
asled the daughter, somewhnt aghast
at this glimpse at the Hyan family
skeluton

“Don't nek
I'm glad 1I'm
know, When

me such conundrums.
not In It, that's all 1
two women lock horns
I'm ready to step quietly down and
out I never to my knowledge saw
Dominlek's wife, but I've heard about
her, and take it she's & pretty hard
kind of a proposition, They say she
married the boy for money and posl
tlon, and hasn't got elther Delin,
who has the money, hagn't given them
a cent since the marriage; made up
her mind, people say, to force Mrs
Dominlek out. She doesn't seem to
have done it, nand 1 guess it's been
for: of nggravating to her. Just the
same 1'd llke to know If she's had
the nerve not to send the woman an
Invitation to the ball. That would be
pretiy tough.”

"I've never seen elther Dominlck or
his wife,' sald the girl. “It seems odd
when | know Mrs, Ryan and Cornelia
so well. But he married the year |
came back from Europe, and he's
never been anywhere glnce, 1 don't
believe he evVer goes to his mother's
There's Mr. McVelgh In the doorway:
we'd better be golng”

Onee agaln In the carriage they
were soon clear of the last straggling
shanty, and speeding along the pale,
ascending road. The silence that
held the trio befors thelr arrival at
Rocky DBar agaln fell on  them
Wrapped in overcoats and rugs, Bl
Cannen appeared to slumber, every
and then the wheels jolted
over a plece of rough road bed —shak
intoe pgrowing wakefulness M
Velgh nlso rolled sleeplly In his seat
ovcasionnlly leaning sidewisa Epit
over the wheel, Only the girl seemed
alert wide-awake, her face cran
Ing out from the shadowed back sent
her strained plerce the ob
scurit for the first time the
landseape of foot-hill Californla, of
which her father had so often told
her

McVeigh looked back aver
shoulder, paw the bright eyes
the hat brim, and sald softly

“The S8llver Crescent stamp-mill
The last big mine wo'll see.”

The sscending road crept along the
adges of ravines whence the sound of

now 1]
on
10
nnd
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and see

under

ing, dived down Into black caverns
of trees unlighted by the feeblost ruy
of starshine, and then cllmbed In
slow, laborious loops the bare bul-

lw.-rh of the wountain. Had the gir

his |

bheen nble to mee plainly she would
have notleed the ohange in the foll-
age, the disappearance of the smaller
shrubs and delicate Interlacement of
naked boughs, and the mightier
growth of the pines, soaring shafts
devold of branches 1o n great helght.
Houlders appearad among thelr roots,
stralght falls of rock edged the road
ke the walla of a fort

MoVelgh turned and
bright

“Seems
a lot

aew

caught the
eye

lika
of what

think
the
all

vour paw must
he's heard about
strike at Greenhide to come
this way.," he whispered.

“I guess he does,” came
sponse in the same key

‘It sort of sturups me to know why
you came along with him,"” he contin-
urd, his eyes on the horses, but lean
ing back to catch her answer

“Mightn't T just want to see
country 7"

Wall,
don't
much

the re

the
mebbe you might, but it
#e¢m to me that you're seein'
of It to-night.”

He heard her smothered laugh, shot
his glance back to his horses, and
then turning back to her

“You're a lively girl, aln't you?" he
gnid.

1 don’t feel very lively Jjust at
this minute. I'm a cold girl, the cold-
est |n Callfornia, I think."

That made him laugh, too, but he
turned back to his horses, saylng with
quick conslderation;

“l guess you are. Come, boys." to
the horscs, “we've got to get 8 move
We can't let thls young indy
enteh cold.” ¥

The horees quickened thelr pace

and there was no more talk. An hour
later the firat broken lights of Ante-
lope sparkled along the road The

old mining camp, in a hollow between
two butiresses of the Slerra, lay shut-
tered and dreaming under the star
lHght, A lamp-lit window, here and
there, ehowed the course of Its strag-
gling main street, and where the ho
el stood, welcoming rays winked be-
tween the boughs of lenfless trees,
As the thud of the approaching

ful volece, "Well, It won't be the firat
time I've been snowed up in Ante
|np('."

CHAPTER I,

A Young Man Married.
same evening, at the hour
when Bill Cannon and his daughter
were setting out from Rocky Dar,
Dominlck Hyan was walking up Van
Ness Avenue toward his mother's
house.
Dominick did

That

not know at what
hours balls of the kind Mrs, Ryan
was giving that evening were sup-
posed to begin, It was nearly three
years gince he had been a participant
in such festal gatherings., He had
not been at n dance, or a dinner, or
a theater party since his marringe
He had heard that these “functions.”
as people now called them, began lat.
er than they did In his day. Stop-
ping by a lamp he drew out his watch

ten o'clock. It was later than he
expected. In truth, as he had soen
the house looming magslvely from its
less Imposing nelghbors, his foot had
lagged, his approach had grown slow-
er and slower. It was hig mother's
home, once his own, and r8 he drew
nearar to it his reluctance to enter
grew sironger, more overpoweringly
oppreasive,

The stimulating unquiet of festival
was in the alr. Round the mouth of
the canvas tunnel that stretched from
the door a dingy crowd was assem-
bled, staring in at nothing more In-
spiring than the blank visage of the
closed portal. At every passing foot-
step each face turned to the street,
hopefully expectant of the first guest
The whining of catgut strings, swept
by tentative bows, struck on Doml-
nick's ear as he pushed his way
through the throng and passed up the
tunnel. Before he touched the bhell
the door swung back and a man-ser-
vant he had never secen before mur-
mured politely In low tones:

“Gentlemen’'s dressing-room
floor to the right.”

Dominick stood uncertain,

first

He was
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“And 80 Your Wife Sent You Up

hoof-beats woke the echoes a sudden
violent barking of dogs broke out,
Antelope was evidently not as sound
aslecep as It looked. At the hotel, es-
peclully, there was life and move
ment. The bar disgorged a throng of
men, and Perley, the proprietor, had
to push his way through them to wel-
come his midnight gueats. Antelope,
though remote, was in telegraphic
communication with the world, and
the operator at Rocky Bar had wired
Perley to be ready for the distin-
guished arrivals—news that In a halt-
hour was known throughout the
town and had brought most of the
unuttached male population Into the
hotel

Jake McVelgh was pulling the lug-
gage from under the seats and Can-
non was Interchuanging the first greet-
Ings with his landlord, when the girl
who had gone 10 the balcony ralling

and was looking out into the dark
ness, cried

“Why, papa, snow!"”

The information seemed to startle

| every one Tha men crowded from
the doorway and balvcory Into the
atreet. McVelgh set down the bags,
and, turning his weather-beaten face
"u the sky, uttered a smothered ejne-
ulation of a profane character. Can-
non came forward to where his daugh-
ter stood und looked into the hlack.
ness beyond. The girl had drawn off

running water came In & clear elink- | peor glove and held her bare hand out, |

| then stepping back to the light of the
window, she showed it to her father
The white skin was sprinkled with
snow crystals,

“Bure enough,” be sald in a thought-
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Here to Beg for an Invitation.”

only a rare, occaslonal visitor at his
mother’s house, and to-nlght the hall
slripped for revelry looked strangely
unfamiliar

“Gentlemen's dressing-room first
floor to the right,” repeated the ser-
vant, and Dominick became aware of
the man's eyes, fixed on him with a
gleam of wuneasy scrutiny shining
through cultivated obsequicusness.

“Where lg my—" he was golng to
say "mother,” but checked himself,
amending it with, “Where Is Mrs.
Ryan?”

The servan! Indlecated the open door-
way to the right and Dominlek passed
|in.  Through the vista of two rooms,

thelr connecting archwayes uancur-
Etnlmwl, he saw the shinlng spuclous
| ness of the ball-room, the room his
| mother had added to the house when
! Cornella, his sister, had “come out.”

As he entered he saw his mother
and Cornelln. They had been stand
lug In one corner, Cornelia adjusting
| the shade of an electric light,

His mother was standing beside her
watchlng the arranging hand She
was slxty-elght years of nge and very
stout, but her great wealth made it
Hmsnlbl-- for her to employ dressmak
ers who were artists and experts, and
her Parislan costume made her look
ulmost shapely It fell nbout her in
some jetted garnishings. With thelr
shifting gleam the glint of dlamonds
mingled. She also wore pearls round
her peck and some dinmond orna
ments in her elaborately.dressed gray
hair,

“There!"™ sald
they're all even”

Cornelin, “Now
and she wheeled

slowly, her glance allpping along the
volled lighta of the sconces. In (its
cirenit It encountered Dominick’s Ag-
ure in the doorway,

"Dominlck!™ she cried, and stood
staring, naively astonlgshed sand dls-
mayed,

Mrs. Ryan turned with a start, her
face suffused with color. The one
word seemed to have an electrifying
effect upon her, joyous, perturbing—
unquestionably exeiting,

“My boy!" she said, and she rustied
acrogs the room with her hands out.

Dominlek walked toward her, He
was grave, pale, and looked thor-
oughly miserable. He had his cane
In one hand, his hat in the other. As
he approached her he moved the hat
to his left hand and took hsrs.

"You've come!" ghe sald fondly, “I
knew you would, That's my boy. 1
knew you'd come when your mother
asked you.”

“Yos, I've come,” he mald slowly,
and looking down as If desiring to
avold her eyes, “You, I've come,
but—"*

His mother's glance fell from his
face to hia figure and saw under the
loose fronts of his overcoat that he
wore his business sult. Her counte-
nance inetantly, with almost electrie
suddenness, stiffened Into =ntagonism,
Her eye lost its love, and hardened
into a stony look of defiant Indigna-
tion. Bhe pulled her bhand from his
and jerked back the front of his coat
with |t.

“What's this mean?" she sald sharp-
ly. "Why aren’t you dressed? The
people will be here in & minute. You
can't come this way."

“l was going home to dress,” hae
sald. "1 am not suré yet that | can
come."”

"Why?" she demanded.

“l eame to ask you for an invita
tlon for Berny."

“Hah!" sald his mother, expelling
her breath in an angry ejaculation of
confirmed suspiclon. “That's (t, s
iIt? I thought as much!”

“Mammua!" said the girl who had
been standing by, uneasily listening
“Mamma dear—"

“Keep qulet, Cornie,” sald her
mother, “vou're not in this"—turning
to Dominick. “And so your wife sent
you up here to beg for an invitation!
She's got you under her thumb ta
that extent? Waell, go back to het
and tell her that she can send you
forty times and you'll not get it-—not
while th# is my house. When I'm
dead you can do what you like.”

She turned away from him, her face
dark with stirred blood, her body
quivering. Anger was not the only
passion that shook her. Deeper than
this went outraged pride, love turned
to gall, Impotent fury that the woman
her son had married had power ove:
him so to reéduce his pride and hum-
ble his manhood—her only son, the
Joy and glory of her old age, her Ben
Jjamin, .

He looked after
frowning, desperate,

“It's not right,” he protested.
not falr,
to me."”

The old woman moved across the
room to the corner where she had
been standing when he entered. She
did not turn, and he continued:

“"You're asking people to this ball
that you hardly know. Evervbody In
San Franclsco’'s going. What harm
has Berny done that you should leave
her out this way?"

“1 don't want women with that kind
of record fn my house. 1 don't ask
decent people here to meet thut sort,”
sald his mother over her shoulder.

“Are you ever going to forget the
past, mother?"

She wheeled
most shouting:

“No—no—no! Never!
your mind up to that*

They looked at each other across
the open space, the angry deflance
in their faces not hiding the love and
appeal that spoke in their eyes.

*QOh, " he exclaimed,

her, uncertain
“It"s
You're unjust to her and

round toward him al

Never! Make

mother! half
turning awny with a movement of de
spalr,

His mother looked at him from un
der her lowered brows, her under lig
thrust out, her face unrelenting

“Come here whenever you llke,” ghe
sald, “as often as you want, It's vour
home, Dominlck, mine and yours
But it's not your wife's, Understand
that.”

She turned away and again moved
slowly toward the corner, her rich
skirts trailing fanwlse over the panr
quet, He stood, sick at heart, look
Ing at the tip of his cane as it rested
on the floor. s

"Dominick,” said his slster's volce
beside him, “go; that's the only thing
to do. You see it's no use.” She made
a backward jerk of her head toward
thelr mother, and then, struck by the
misery of the eyes he lifted to her
face, sald tenderly, “I'm so sorry
You know I'd have sent it if I could -
But It's no use. It's just the same
old fight over agaln and nothing
galned. Tell your wife it's hopelessa
Make her give It up.”

He turned slowly, his head hanging

“ANl pight,” he sald, “I'll tell her
Good night, mother,”

Good night, Dominick.”
ANEWer,

“Ghood night, Cornle,” he sald
muffled volce and left the room

He passed through the brilllantly
bright, lowersceuted parlors and was
shown out by the strdnge man-ser
vant

He wasa a man In the full vigor of
his youth, strongk and brave, vet ul
this moment he feared, feared ag a
child or » timld woman might fear,
the thought of his wife e dreaded
to meet her; he shrank from it, and ta
put It off he wandored about the [a-
miliny strewts, up one and down the
other, trylug to overcome his slck
reluciance, trylng to make up his
mind to go to her, trylng o conquer
Lile fear
(TU BE CONTINUED)
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