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CHAPTER L

WHO BOUGHT IT.

T was a steep trall
leading over the
Monterey coast
range, Concho was
very tired, Concho
very dusty,
Was very
mueh disgusted. To
Concho’s mind
there was but one
relief for these in-
surmountable diffi-
culties, and that lay
in a leathern bottle slung over the machillas
of his saddle. Concho raised the bottle to
his lips, took a long draught, made a Wry
face, and ejaculated:
“Carajo!” '
It appeared that the bottle did not contain
aguardiente, but had lately been filledh in a
tavern near Tres Pinos by an Irishman who
sold bad American whisky under that pleas-
ing Castilian title. Nevertheless, Concho had
already nearlv emptied the bottle, and it fell
back against the saddle as yellow and flaccid
as his own cheelkg. Thus re-enforced, Concho
turnad to look at the valley behind him, from
which he had climbed since noon, It wasa
sterile waste bordered here and there by ara-
ble fringes and valdas of meadow land, but in
the main dusty, dry and forbidding. His eye
rested for a moment on a low, white cloud
line on the eastern horizon, but so mocking
and unsubstantial that it seemed to come and
go as he gazed. Concho struck his forehead
and winked his hot eyelids. Was it the Sierras
or the cursed American whisky
Again he recommenced the ascent At times
the half-worn, half-invisible trail became ut-
terly lost in the bare black out-crop of the
ridge, but his sagacious mule soon found it

again, until, stepping upon a loose bowlder,
In vain Concho tried to

WwWiLs
(‘omcho

she slipped and fell.
lift her from out the ruin of camp kettles,
prospecting pans and picks; she remained

quietly recumbent, occasionally raising her |

head as if to contemplatively glance over tix
arid plain below. Then he had recourse to
useless blows. Then he essayed profanity of
a secular kind, such as “Assassin,” “Thief,”
“Beast with a pig's head,” “Food for the Bull's
Horns,” but with no eflfect.

Then he had recourse to the curse ecclesias-
tic: “Ah, Judas Iscariot! is it thus, renegade
and traitor, thou leavest me, thy master, a
league from camp and supper waiting? Stealer
of the Sacrament, get up!”

8till no effect. Concho began to feel un-
easy; never before had a mule of pious Lne-
age failed to respond to this kind of exhorta-
He made one more desperate attempt:

defliler of the altar! lie not there!
Look!” he threw his hand into the air, extend-
ing the fingers suddenly. “Behold, flend| 1
exorcise thee! Hai tremblest! Look but a lit-
tle now—see' Apostate! [—I—excommuni-
cate thee—Mula!”

“What are you kicking up such a devil of
" said a gruff voice from

tion.
“Ah,

row down there for{
the rocks above,

Concho shuddered. Could it be that the
devil was really going tofly away with his
mule. He dared not look up.

“Come now.” continued the voice, “you just
let up on that mule, you d—— d old Greaser.
Don't you see she's slipped her shoulder?”

Alarmed as Concho was at the information
he could not help feeling to a certain extent
relieved. She was lamed, but had not lost her
standing as a good Catholic.

He ventured to lift his eyes. A stranger—
an Americano from his dress and accent
—was descending the rocks toward him. He
was a slight-built man ®ith a dark, smooth
face, that would have been quite common-
place and inexpressive but for his leit eye, in
which all that in him ap-
[-:u‘u'nt]j\' centered., Shut that eye, and you
had the features and expression of an or-

was villainous

cover up those features, and the
like Eblis’ Nature had
apparently observed this too, and had, by a
paralysis of the nerve, ironically dropped the
corner of the upper lid over it like a curtain,
laughed at her handiwork, and turned him
louse to prey upon the credulous world.
“What are you doing sald the
stranger after he had assisted Concho in
bringing the mule to her feet, and a helpless
halt.
“Prospes

dinary man;

eve shown out OWIL.

heref”’

ting, Senor.”
turned his respectable right

his left looked

The stranger

eye toward Concho, while

unutterable scorn and wickedness over tlmh

landscape.

“Prospecting, what for¢”

e I
— S

“Frospecting, what for 7"
“Grold

most, "

“Alonet”

“Of us there are four.”

The stranger looked around,

“In camp—a lemague beyond”
the Mexican.

“Found anything ™

“Of this—much.” Concho took from his
saddle bags a lump of grayish iron ore, studded
here and there with star points of pyrites,
The stranger said nothing, but his eye looked
a diabolical suggestion.

“You are lucky, friend Greaser.”

“Eht”’

“It is silver.”

“How you know this?

“It is my business. I'm a metallurgist.”

and silver, Senot~yet for silver

explained

| as Mr.

F

| mountain

“And you can say what shall be sliver and |

what is not{”
“Yes—see here!™ The
little

dozen

stranger took from
his saddle bags a leather con-
taining some bhalf phials en-
wrapped in dark blue paper, he held up to
Concho,

CASO
Une,

“This contains a preparation of silver.”
sparkled, but looked
doubtingly at the stranger.

“Giot me some water in your pan.”

Concho emptied his water bottle in his pros-
pecting pan and handed it to the stranger.
He dipped a dried blade of grass in the bot-
tle and then let a drop fall from its tip in the
water. The water remained unchanged

“Now throw a little salt in the water,”
the stranger,

Concho did so. Instantly a white film ap-
|h'1!!l‘ll on the .-.urfn-'u, and [ll"l*hl‘llll} the whole

Concho's eyos he

sald

mass assumex a milky hue

“M wher of

Concho crossed himsaell hastily,
Crodd, 1t 18 magic!”

“It is chloride of silver, you darned fool.”

Not content
the stranger then took Concho’s breath away
by reddening some litiuus paper with the
nitrate, and then completely krocked over
the simple Mexican by restdring its color by
dipping it in the salt water,

“You shall try me this,” said Concho, offer-
ing bis iron ore to the stranger; “you shall
use the silver and the salt.”

“Not so fast my friend,” answered the
gtranger: “in the first place this ore must be

with this cheap experiment,

| that the

melted, and then a chip taken and put in
shape like this—and that is worth something,
my OGreaser cherub. No, sir, a man don't
spend all his youth at Freiburg and Heidel-
burg to throw away his science gratuitously
on the first Greaser he meeta.”

“It will cost—eh—how muchf said the
Mexican eagerly.

“Well, I should say it would ta’ e about §100
and expenses to--to—find silver in that ore,
But once you've got it there—you're all right
fow tons of it.”

“You shall have it.” said the now excited
Mexican. “You shall have it of us—the
four! You shall come to our ecamp and shall
melt it—and show the silver, and-—enough!
Come!" and in his feverishness he clutched
the hand of his companion as if to lead him
forth at once,

“What are you going to do with your

mule! said the stranger.
“True, holy mother—what, indeed ”

“Look yer,” said the stranger, with a grim
smile, “she won't stray far, I'll be bound.

['ve an extra pack mule above here; you can |

ride on her, and lead me into camp, and to-
morrow come back for your beast.”
Poor honest Concho's heart sickened at the

prospect of leaving behind the tired servant |

he had objurgated so strongly a moment be-
fore, but the love of gold was uppermost. “l
will come back to thee,
a rich man. Meanwhile, wait thou here,
patient one—Adios!—thou smallest of mules
— Adios!"

And, seizing the stranger’s hand, he clam-

little one, to-morrow, |

bered up the rocky ledge until they reached |

the summit. Then the stranger tumed and
gave one sweep of his malevolent eye over
the valley.

Wherefore, in after years, when their
story was related, with the devotion of true
Catholic ploneers, they named the mountain
“l.a Canada de la Visitacion del Diablo.”
“The Gulch of the Visitation of the Devil”
the same being now the boundary lines of
one of the famous Mexican land grants,

CHAFPTER Il

WHO IT,
ONCHO was g0 in
patient to reach the
camp and delives
nis good news to hi

that
more than once thi

FOUND

companions

stranger WAt

obliged to command |

him to slacken his

pace. “Is it not

enough, you infer

nal that
vou lame your own llllllt‘, but you must H'}
your hand on mine?! Or am I to put Jinny
lown among the expensesi?” he added with
a grin and a slight lifting of his baleful eye
L1,

When they had ridden a mile along the
ridge they began to descend again toward the
valley. Vegetation now sparingly bordered
the trail, clumps of chemisal, an occasional
manzanita bush and one or two dwarfed
“buckeyes” rooted their way between the
interstices of the black-gray rock. Now and
then, in crossing some dry gully, worn by the
overflow of winter torrents from above, the
rrayish rock gloom was relieved by dull red
and brown masses of color, and almost every
overhanging rock bore the mark of a miner's
pick. Presently, as they rounded the curv
ing flank of the mountain, from a rocky
bench below them, a thin ghost-like stream
f smoke seemed to be steadily drawn by in-
visible hands into the invisible ether. “It is
the sadd gleefully; “I will
myself forward to prepare them for the stran

(ireaser,

camp,”’ Concho,
ger,” and before his companion could detain
him he had disappeared at a sharp canter
around the curve o the trail.

Left to himself, the stranger took a more
leisurely pace, which left him ample time for
reflection. Scamp as he was, there was some

hing in the simple credulity of poor Concho
hat made him uneasy. Not that his moral
onsciousness was touched, but he feared that
Concho’s companions might, knowing Con-
cho's simplicity, instantly suspect him of trad-
ing upon it. He rode on in a deep study.
Was he reviewing his past life! A vagabond
by birth and education, a swindler by profes-
sion, an outcast by reputation, without abso-
lutely turning his back upon respectability,
he had trembled on the perilous edge of crim-
inality ever since his boyhood., He did not
scruple to cheat these Mexicans—they were a
degraded race—and for a moment he felt al-
most an accredited agent of progress and civ-
lization, We never really understand the
meaning of enlightenment until we begin to
use it aggressively.

A few paces further on four figures ap-
peared imsthe now gathering darkness of the
trail. The stranger quickly recognized the
beaming smile of Concho, foremost of the
party. A quick glance at the faces of the
others satisfied him that while they lacked
Concho's good humor, they certainly did not
surpass him in intellect. Pedro was a stout
vaquero. Manuel was a slim balf-breed and
ex-convert of the Mission of San Carme,, and
Miguel a recent butcher of Montere)
Under the benign influences of Concho that
suspicion with which the ignorant regard

strangers died away, and the whole party es
corted the stranger—who had given his name
Joseph Wiles-—~to their camp fire. So
anxious wern they to begin their experiments
that even the instincts of hospitality were
forgotten, and it was not until Mr. Wiles—
now known as ‘‘Don Jose"—sharply reminded
them that he ' that they
came to their senses. When the frugal meal
of tortillas, frijoles, salt pork, and chocolate
was over, an oven was built of the dark red
rock brought from the ledge before them, ana
an earthenware jar, glazed by some peculiar
local process, tightly fitted over it, and packed
with clay and sods, A fire was speedily bullit
of pine boughs continually brought from a
wooded ravine below, and in a
the furnace was full

Mr. Wiles did not participate in

active preparations, except to give oco-
casional directions between his teet®. which
were contemplatively fixed over aclay pipe
as he lay comfortably on his back the
ground. Whatever enjoyment the rascal
may have had in their useless labors he did
not show it, but it was observed that his left
eye often followed the broad figure of the ex-
vagquero, Pedro, and often dwelt on that wor-
thy's beetling brows and half savage face,
Meeting that baleful glance Pedro
growled out an oath, but could not resist a
hideous

wanted some “grub,’
r

few
blast,
these

moments in

il

OO,
fascination that caused him again
and again to seek it

The scene was weird enough without Wiles'
aye to add to its wild picturesqueness. The
towered above—a heavy Rem-
brandtish mass of black shadow—sharply cut
here and there against a sky so inconceivably
remote that the worldsick soul must have
despaired of ever reaching so far or of climb-
ing its steel-blue walls. The stars were large,
keen and brilliant, but cold and steadfast,
They did not dance nor twinkle in their ada-
mantine setting. The furnace fire painted
the faces of the men an Indian red, glanced
on brightly colored blanket and serape, but
was eventually caught and absorbed in the
waiting shadows of the black mountain,
scarcely twenty feet from the furnace door,
The low, half-sung, half-whispered foreign
speech of the group, the roaring of the fur-
nace and the quick, sharp velp of the coyote
on the plain below were the only sounds that
broke the awful sulence of the hills.

It was almost dawn when it was announced
had fused. And it was high
time, for the pot was slowly sinking into the
fast crumbling oven. Concho uttered a jubi-
lant “God and Liberty,” but Don Jose Wiles
bade him be silent and bring stakes to sup-
port the pot. Then Don Jose bent over the
seething niass, It was for a moment only.
But in that moment this accomplished met-
tallurgist, Mr Wiles, had
dropped a silver half dollar into the pot!

Then he charged them to keep up the fires
and went to sleep—all but one eye.

Dawn came with dull beacon fires on the

onne

Jtﬁl‘ph

quietly |

| sand tiny

|

|

near hill tops, and, far in the east, roses over lf

the Slerran snow.

Birds twittering in the |

alder fringes a mile below, aad the creaking |
of wagon wheels—the wagon itselfl a mere |

cloud of dust in the distant road—were heard |
distinctly. Then the melting pot was sol- |
emnly broken by Den Jose, and the glowing
incandescent mass twned into the ro-dw

cool,

And then the metallurgist elipped a .n‘n
fragment from the mass and pounded it, and

chipped nnnthar mﬂer pim l.nd poundul
that. and then subjected it to acid, and then
treated it to a sait bath which became at
once milky—and at last produced a white
something—mirabile dictu!—two cents’ worth
of silver!

Concho shouted with joy; the rest gazed at
cach other doubtingly and distrustfully
panions in poverty, they began to diverge
and suspect each other in prosperity, Wiles'
left eye glanced ironically from the one to
the other.

“Here is the £100, Don Jose,” said Pedro,
handing the gold to Wiles with a decidedly
brusque intimation that the services and
presence of a stranger were no longer re

s COIn-

quired,

Wiles took the money with a gracious
simile and a wink that sent Pedro's heart into
his boots, and was turning away when a cry
from Manuel stopped him:

“The pot—the pot—it has leaked! look! be
hold! see!”

He had been cleaning away the crumbled
fragments of the furnace to get ready for
breakfast, and had disclosed a shining pool of
quicksilver!

Wiles started, cast a rapid glance around
the group, saw in a flash that the metal was
uanknown to them, and then said, quietly:

“It is not silver.”

“Pardon, it is, and still molten.”

Wiles stooped and ran his fingers through
the ul:inin: metal.

“Mother of God-

“No, only base metal.”

Senor,

what is it, then ~—magic?”’
But here,
emboldened by Wiles' experiment, attempted
to seize a handful of the
instantly broke through his fingers in a thou-
and even a few
gzlobules up his shirt sleeves, until he danced

LConcho,
glistening mass that

spherules, sent
around in mingled fear and childish pleasure,

“And it is not worth the taking?”
Pedro of Wiles.

Wiles' right eye and bland face were
mirned toward the speaker, but his malevo-
lent left was glancing at the dull, red -brown
rock on the hillside.

“No!" and turning abruptly away he pro-
ceeded to saddle his mule,

Manuel, Miguel and Pedro, left to them-
wlves, began talking earnestly togother,
while Concho, now mindful of his crippled
mule, made his way back to the trail where
he had left her. But she was no longer there,
Constant to her master through beatings and

qm-riml

bullyings, she could not stand incivility and
inattention. There
the sex that belong to all animated nature.

footsore and remorseful, Con-

are certain qualities of

Inconsolable,
cho returned to the camp and furnace, three
rocky ridge
his astonishment on arriving to find the place
deserted of man, mule
Concho called aloud. Only the echoing rocks
grimly answergl him. Was it a trick?
cho triedd to ]HH;EL ﬁh-~}f'ﬂ-—--tl EIHHI Oone—a
joke—no—no—they had deserted him! And
then poor Concho bowed his head to the
ground, and falling on his face, cried as if his
honest heart would break.

miles across the

and camp equipage.

L iTl-

Concho's nature to suffer long nor to brood
over an injury. As bhe raised his head again
his eye caught the shimmer of the quick-
slilver—that pool of merry antic metal that
had so delighted him an hour before. Ina
few moments Concho was again disporting
with it; chasing it here and shere, rolling i
in his palms and laughing with boylike glee
at its elusive freaks and fancies. “Abh,
sprightly one- skipjack—there thou goest—
come here, This way—now | have thee, lit-
tle muchacha—come and Kiss
me,” until he had quite forgotten the defec-
tion of his companions. And when he
shouldered his sorry pack, to
carry his playmate away with him in his
empty leathern flask.

And yvet 1 fancy the sun kindly on
him as the black
mountain side, and his step was none the less
free nor light that he carried with him
neither the brilliant prospects nor the crime

O118—COT1e,
even

he was fain

looked

he strode cheerily down

of his late comrades.

CHAFPTER 111

WHO CLAIMED IT.

HE fog had already
closed in on Monte-
and was now
rolling, a white,
]ri“u“'}' A ﬂl}n\'n‘,
that soon shut out
the blue breakers
below, Once’ or
twice in descend-
ing the mountain
{‘oncho had over-
hung the cliff and
lonked down upon
the curving horse
shoe of a bay ~-distant yet many
miles. Earlier in the afternoon he had seen the
gilt cross on the white-faced Mission flare in the
sunlight By the time
he reached the highway of the town it was
quite dark, and he plunged into the first
the wavyside, and endeavored to
forget his woes and his weariness in aguar-
diente. But Concho's head
back and
tressed that he bethou

rey.

below him

. but now all was gone,

fonda at
ached, and his
80 generally dis-
‘it him of
~lately come into town,

ached, he was
a medico—
an American docton
who had once treated Concho and his mule
and after
‘oncho reas
| he were
he ought
his money, The
of life, of fruit

getables In California was inconsistent
infinitesimal

with apparently the same medicine,
fashion. (
logically, that
to be physicked at all
to get the worth of
grotesque extravagancs
and ve
with

the same heroie

Illjl"l:lIl “ljt

doses. In Concho's pre-
vious illness the doctor had given him a dozen
four-grain quinine powders, The
the grateful Mexican walked into the
dovtor's oflice—cured. The doctor was grati-
fled until, on examination, it appeared that,
to save trouble,

FHH:I"‘.

{ r“u'ﬂ' LI[H
day

and because his memory was
Concho had taken all the powders in
one doss 1he doctor r-.hr‘u,;;.;---l his shoulders
and-—altered his practice,

“Well.” DUr. Guild, as Concho sank
down exhaustedly in one of the doctor's two
“what now ("

sald
chairs, Have you been sleeping
you upset
with commissary whisky have it out,”

But Concho declared that the devil was in
his stomach, that Judas Iseariot had possessed
himself of his ST,

again in the tule marshes, or are

! Come,

that nps were in his
forehead, and that his feet had been scourged
by Pontius Pilate.

“T'hat means ‘blue mass,'” said the doctor,
and gave it to him—a bolus as large as a mus-
ket ball, and as heavy,

Concho took it on the spot, and turned to go.

“1 have no money, Senor Medico,”

“Never mind, It's only a dollar,

the price
of the medicine,”

Concho looked gulilty at having gulped
down so much cash. Then he said timidly:

“I1 have no money, but I bave got here what
18 fine and jolly, And he handed
over the contents of the precious tin can he
had brought with him.

The doctor took it, looked at the shivering
volatile mass, and said: “Why, this is quick-

silver!”

it is yours.”

“Concho langhed
so!"™

“Yes, very quick silver
and he snapped his fingers its
sprightliness.

The doctor's face grew sarnest. “Where
did you get this, Conchof” he finally asked.

“It van from the pot in the mountains be
yond.”

The doctor looked ineredulous. Then Conche
related the - aole story.

“Could you find the spot again "

to h!'lli'ﬁ'

“Couwld you find that spot again »
“Madre de Dios, yod. Thave 4 mule there; |

mly the devil iy away with her!”

But what was |

. erful medicine,”

| doctor's door,

| “Care not,

- darkly outlined on the ledge.
- have bx

- ll— -

“And you say your mﬂ-" w

“Why not?

“And you say they afterward left you-—de-
serted you?” '

“They did, ingrates!”

The doctor arose and shut his office door,
“Hark ye, Concho,” he said, “that bit of med-
icine I gave you just now was worth a dollar.
It was worth a dollar because the material of
which it was composed was made from the
stuff you have in that can-—quicksilver or
mercury. It is one of the most valuable of
metals, especially in a gold mining country.
My good fellow, if you kmow where to find
enough of it, your fortune is made.”

Concho rose to his fect.

“Tell me, was the ro*k you built your fur-
nace of red?”

“Si, Senor.”

“And brown?”

N1, Senor.”

“And crumbled under the heat?”

“As to nothing.”

“And did you see much of this red rock?y”

“The mountain mother is in travail with it.”

“Are you sure that your comrades have not
taken possession of the mountain mother?

“As how{"

“By claiming its discovery under the min-
ing laws, or by pre-emption?”’

“They shall not.”

“But how will you, single handed, fight the
four; for I doubt not your scientifio friend
has a band in it

“1 will fight.”

“Yes, my Concho, but suppose 1 take the
fight off your hands. Now, here’s a propo
gition: I will get half a dozen Americanos to
go in with you. You will have to get money
to work the mine—you will need funds. You
shall share half with them. They will take
the risk, raise the money, and protect you.”

“1 see,” said Concho, nodding his head and
winking his eyes rapidly. Bueno!”

“1 wild return in ten minutes,” said the
doctor, taking his hat.

He was as good as his word. In ten min-
utes he returned with six original locaters, a
board of directors, a president, secretary, and
a deed of incorporation of the “Blue Mass
Quicksilver Mining Co." This latter was a
delicate compliment to the doctor, who was
popular. The president added to these neces-
sary articles a revolver,

“Take it,”

he said, handing over the weapon
to Concho. “Take it; my
take that, ride like h—-1 and hang on to the
claim until we come!”

horse 18 outside:

In another moment Concho was in the sad-
dle. Then the mining director lapsed into
the physician,

“I hardly know,” said Dr. Guild,
fully, in your present condition,
*hit to travel.

doubt-
yon

You have just taken a pow-
and the doctor looked hypo-

1--"17'

‘ain

critically concerned.

“Ah.—the devil!”
the quicksilver that is in to that which is out?
Hoopa, la Mula!"” and, with a clatter of hoofs
and jingle of spurs, he was presently lost in

laughed Concho, “what is

| the darkness.
The tempest passed in a nioment; it was not |

“You were none to soon gentlemen,” said the
American alcalde, as he drew up before the
“Another company has just
been incorporated for the same location, I
reckon.”

“Who are they?”

“Three Mexicans—Pedro, Manuel and Mig-
uel—headed by that d—d cock-eyed Sydney
duck, Wiles."”

“Are they here?™

“Manuel and Miguel, only, The
are over at Tres Pinos lally-gaging
mon and trying to rope him in to pay off their
whisky bills at his grocery.”

“If that's so we needn’t start before sunrise,
for they're sure to get roaring drunk.”

And this Jegitimate successor of the grave
Mexican alealdes, having thus delivered his
impartial opinion, rode away.

Meanwhile, Concho the redoubtable, Concho
the fortunate, spared neither riata nor spur.
The way was dark, the trail obscure and at
times even dangerous, and Concho, familiar
was with these mountain fastnesses,
often regretted his sure-footed Francisquita.
(0 Concho,” he would say to him-
self, “'tis but a little while, only a littie while,
and thou shalt have another Francisquita to
bless thee. Eh, shipjack, there was fine music
to thy dancing. A dollar for an ounce—'tis
as good as silver, and merrier.” Yet for all
his good spirits he kept a sharp lookout at
certain bends of the mountain trail; not for
assassins or brigands, for Concho was physi
cally courageous, but for the Evil one, who, in
various forms, was said to lurk in the Santa
Cruz range, to the great discomfort of all true
Catholics. He recalled the incident of Igna
cio, a muleteer of the Franciscan friars, who,
stopping at the Angelus to repeat the credo,
saw Luzbel plainly in the likeness of a mon-
strous grizzly bear, mocking him by sitting
on his haunches and lifting his paws, clasped
together, as if in prayer. Nevertheless, with
one hand grasping the reins and his rosary
and the other clutching his whisky flask and

others
L ome0Im-

as he

revolver,

dawn far-off Sierran

were outlining the
peaks.
table land, he descended cautiously afoot un-
til he reached the bench, the wall of red rock

and the crumbled and dismantled furnace. It

was as he had left it that morning : there was

no trace of recent human visitation,
in hand, Concho examined every cave, gully
and recess, peered behind trees, penetrated
copses of buckeye and manzanita, and listened,
There was no sound but the faint soughing
of the wind over the pines below him,

vague sense of being a sentinel, but his mer-
curial nature soon rebeled against this mo-
notony, and soon the fatigues of the day began
to tell upon him. Recourse to his whisky
flask only made him the drowsier, until at
last he was fain to lie down and roll himself
up tightly in his blanket. The next moment
he was sound asleep.

His horse neighed twice from the summit,
but Concho heard him not. Then the brush
crackled on the ledge above him, a sinall frag-
ment of rock rolled near his feet, but he stirred
not. And then two black figures were out
lined on the crags beyond.

“St-t-t!"” whispered a voice. “There is one
lying beside the furnace.” The speech was
Spanish, but the voice was Wiles',

The other figure crept cautiously to the
edge of the crag and looked over., “It is
("oncho, the imbecile,” said Pedro, contemptu-
ously,

“But if he should not be alone,
should waken{”

“1 will watch and wait.
the notification.”

Wiles disappeared. Pedro began to creep
down the face of the rocky ledge, supporting
himself by chemisal and brushwood.

The next moment Fedro steod beside

unconscious man., Then he looked ll‘Il.llliHllh]_‘-
around. The figure of his companion was
lost in the shadow of the rocks above; only a
slight crackle of brush betrayed his where-
abouts. Buddenly Pedro flung his serape
over the sleeper's head, and then threw his
powerful frame and tremendous weight full
upon Concho's upturned face, while hisstrong
arms clasped the blanket pinioned limbs of
his victim, There was a momentary up-
heaval, a spasm and a struggle; but the
tightly rolled blanket clung to the unfortu.
nate man like cerements,

There was no noise, no outery, no sound of
struggle. There was nothing to be seen but
the peaceful, prostrate figures of the two men
They might
en sleeping in each other's arms.
the black silence the stealthy tread of Wiles

or if he

(0 you and affix

the

' in the bush above was distinctly audible.

Gradually the struggles grew fainter. Then

l a whisper from the crags:

“1 can’t see you,
“Watching!”
“Sleeps het”
“He sleeps!”
“Soundly ™
“Soundly.”
“After the manner of the dead!”

“After the fashion of the dead!”

The last tremor had ceased. Pedro rose as

What are you doing

Wiles descended.

“All is ready,” sald Wiles; 'yu' are & wit-
ness of my placing the notifications ™
“I am a witness. *

“But of this onel” pointing to Conche.

“Shall we leave him herel”

“A drunken imbecile—~why not!"
Wiles turned his left eye om the speaker.
They chanced to be standing mearly in the

. same attitude they bad stood the preceding

-crag and scar.

| quma mute to their I't'[:l'n:lr‘lu-*«.

he fared on so rapidly that he
reached the summit as the earlier streaks of

Tethering his horse on a strip of

levolver

For a
while he paced backward and forward with a

In |

night. Pedro uttered a ery and an imprecs-
tion, “Carramba! Take your devil's eye from
me! What see you?! Eh-—what{”

“Nothing, good Pedro,” said Wiles, turning
his blank right cheek to Pedro. The In-

furiated and half frightened ex-vaquero re- |

turned the long knife he had half drawn from
its sheath, and growled surlily:

There was a momentary strugyle.

“(Go on, then! But kH*]r thou on that
and 1 will on this.” And so, side by side,
listening, watching, distrustful of all thin
but mainly of each other, they stole back
up into thogse shadows from which they mi

side,

nnd
ht,
like evil spirits, have been poetically

A bhalf hour passed,
brightened, flashed
gold. And then the sun came up
and a fog that had stolen across
in the night arose and fled up th
lide, tearing its white robes 1n it At
and leaving them fluttering
A thousand tiny blad
ling in the crevices of rocks,
storms and rocked by the
stretched their wan and feeble
Him: but Concho the strong, Con ho
brave, Concho the light
nor stiurred.

in which

and agvain

Lilll

nurturod
trade  win
ard
the

0

nrms tow

hearted spake not

CHAPTER IV,
WHO TOOK IT
HERE

i
ont neighinge

was presist-
on the
sumnt LCoucho's
horse wanted his
Lrealif ast
Lhis p:

reachoed the o

i par:

the mo

its westorn |

one of 1l

was fami

all. that
lving

(U TLD,
That Mexican's
where,” said the president of th
“1 don't like the look of this
Dr. Guild, as they rode up besid
nant animal. “If it had been an
might have been carelessness, b
Drive

DR.

d—

ever forgets his beast,
we may be too late.”

In half an hour they came in
ledge below, the crumbled furna
motionless figure of Concho,
blanket, lying prone in the sunlight

“I told you so—drunk!

The doctor looked grave, ak.
They dismounted and picketed their Lo ses
Then crept on all fours to the ledge Lhe
furnace. Thore was a cry
Gibbs., “lLook yer, Some fellal
jumping us, boys.

There were two notices on canvas af.ixol
to the rock, claiming the ground, and signed
by Pedro, Manuel, Miguel, Wiles and I
QUIMIAON,

“This was done,
worthy GUreaser locater—d I
there drunk. What's to

But the doctor was making his way
unfortunate cause of their defeat,

‘-'.1."

" sald the p 1

Il'ﬁi‘ {llil '[_..T . d

{rom relary
]I | i 1)
Nee these notices,

doctor, while your trust

him—lay
be done, now

to the
Iving there
The others
followed him.

The doctor knelt unrolled
him, placed his band upon his wrist, his ear
over his heart, and then said;

“Dead.”

“Of course. He got medicine of you last
night. This comes of your d-——qd
practice.”

Dut the doctor was too much occupied to
heed the speaker's raillery. He had peered
into Concho’s protuberant evye, opened his
mouth, and gazed at the swollen tongue, and
then Hmhlvlil}' rose to his feet.

“Tear down those notices, but keep
them. Put up your own. Don't be alarmed ;
you will not be interfered with,
murder added to robbery:”

“Murder?”

“Yes,” excitedly, “I'll take
my oath on any inquest that this man was
strangled to death. He
asleep. Look here.” He pointed to the revolver
still in Conclw's stiffening hand, which the
murdered man had instantly cocked, but could
not use in the struggle,

“lThat's s0,”
goes to sleep with a cocked revolver
to be donef”

“Everything,”

lH""-:l-'li' *‘lllii'ljfi1

heroic

|HH,‘_-=,,

for here 1s

said the doctor,

was surprised while

sald the president; “no man

W hat's

“This deed
was committed within the last two hours: the
body is still 1The did not
come our way, or we should have met him on
the trail. He is, if anywhere,
and Tres Pinos,”

“Gentlemen,” said the president, with a
slight preparatory and half judicial cough,
“two of you will stay and stick! The
others will follow me to Tres Pinos. The law
has outraged You understand the
court!

By some odd influence the little group of
balf-cynical, half-trifling and wholly reckless
men had become suddenly sober, earnest eiti-
gens, They nodded their
heads, and betook themselves to their horses

“Had we not better wait for the inquest and
swear out a warrant!” said the secretary,
cautiously

“How many men have we!”

“Five,”

“Then,” said the president, summing up the
Revised Statutes of the state of California in
one strong sentence, “then we don't want no
d-—d warrant.”

saild the doctor

WATII. murderer

I L ween Ill'ri!

Lhere

IH'I'“

said: “Go on”

|TO BE CONTINUED. ]

don't cure anything but Rheuamatism,  but it cures
that every time. It cured
BaM'L. Bonxs, Lancaster, Pa,
Ma Hanrmaw, 8r , Bloomsbhurg, Pa,
Mea Rev. R H Romisson, Staanton, Va,
Mus W Menano, 1580 Wylie Bt., Philadelphis.
J. F. Newron, Cammden, N J
Mea Many CarnoN, Moorestown, N J.
Frawzg Maxi, Mauch Chunk Pa
- EVERY BOX

HAS BOTH

TEADE MARKS

AND -

Bone Gen m:r t:l‘: uEI‘ l‘:h Hig-

% PER BOL,
For complete information, Descriptive FPame.

phlet, with testimonials, free.

For sale by all druggists. 1f one or the other is
not in position to furnish it to you, do not be per.
suaded to take anything else, but apply direct to the
General Agents, PFAELZER BROS. & OO,
S190 & 821 Market Sireet, Philadelphia,

LIME | LIME

No. 1 Wood Burnt Lime,

= POR v

BUILDING AND WHITEWASHING
LOWEST PRICES
J., B, SAPPNGTON,

Absefretety

+ from Oplates, Fmet' a2 and Polson,

AFE.
JRE.
- AUNPT.

JTATE AND ['eal.EEA.

m' CHARLES A. YOUKLER CO. BALTINORY NN,

OBS

‘TJAC

<RAPE

8 Cures Rheumﬂlsm Neuralgia
I'H‘I i l'_ll’l”l { l "\ I"-l

~‘ ﬁf Paln Backache, Headnrhe, THIIIII‘.-"
J AT DRUGEH L RS,

ralma, Nralses, ote,, #te
FUUE CHARLES A. VOUELFR 1 . "'I
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IF YOU
Want a Cook,
Want a Clerk,
Want a Partoer,
Want a Situntion,
Waunt 1o sell a Piano,

1‘FVJI.HI to gell n ";lfl]H‘!’t'1
Want to I'rlll’-. or sell s F.-HHI,
Wauntto sell house or Propertr,
Want to let House or Cottnge
“'unl to EE“ Lsroceries nr [I['||.1L=1».~
i Want 1o sell Household Furniture,
Want 1o sell Dry Goods or Clothing,

| Want to find Customers for Anything,
ADVERTISE IN THA

CHRSTERTOWN TRANSCRIPT

CHESTERTOWN. MARYLAND

.-\d'_'r'l'll:ullrlh[ the road to
.’\.I.H'rrlt.-llul.f will ganin new Customers,
‘\li‘c’%' ”Hfl;_" klt-i-a‘ 0ld
Advertising libernlly,
I\*i"*"ll'ﬁ.TIL mnkes
.'\li"-'!'fl'.tu'.rlg NIVEeS L onhdence,
Advertising shows envrgy,
.~'§.l|.1r-l
Advi
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Advernige Here,
ADVE!" TISE
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Ghestertown Plumbing  Honse

CLEMENTS & YORK.

WATER,
E arenow prepared to make

AND STEAM
AND PUMPS

\ and doall kinds

wauter, gus and stenm ;

IS =Ll F'h-._n..’.

Customers,
piys W ell,

SUCCeSs,

HBINE evVinees Life.

rFiise {.1'“‘1!1“:!”_'&,

skillfully.
}'kl"'i | V.

(AN WINDMILLS

contrad is
Of work appertaining te
witull hine of stenn
Vill VB, fauce!s stop and waste valves. nnd a tull
line of hrngs work and httings for plumbin

work Pipe of all sizes, both plain: nd galvan.
} 1zed. Buth-<tuhbs, Kite wen sinks, Ii_'\ Aranis, strevi
H[H’Hlkli'l'h Aand waler terrn-col s IIIIH'.
bends and benches of all descriptions,

Work done by Practical Mechanies
[{rp.urin; nromptiy attended to.

SANITARY PLUMBING. DRAIN
AGE & VENTILATION A
SPECIALTY.
E<timates Made Free of Charge
Kent News olhice,

|
i st

ClOSPLS.

l'”ii‘i'—- IH-*II'I
Jan. 29

| Wedding Presents.

SOLID GOLD
PLATED
ROGERS

INoOveltie: s,

JEWELRY,
JEWELRY.
B}

and many things smtable for Wed
ding Hohday Presents ¢an befound

"l
M. LUCA®S

opp. Kent News office, Chestertown,

THE

BLATCHLEY

who know Low O cCcon-

PUMP

When desired they are
lined with 8 e ¢ ally heav
l’t: lﬂhhll or.. nuprr aor '"\
Drive well Cylinders, at
stmall add Lm.'w‘ co=t-

When r:aiy (o buy, In-
alst on seeing and examin-
ing them. Uses your own
jutigment, and con't be
persunied to act contirary
RO Yvoury own Interesis.

1Th»y are rod by some
EO®d LioURke Ledll JOU,

C. G. BLATCHLEY,
MAXTFACTURER,
TSCB LMARKET STREET,
Philadelphia

e

Spices!

CLOVES, NUTMEGS, ALLSPICE,

CINNAMON,
GREEN AND GROUND GINGER,

CELERY SEED. MUSTARD SEED, RED

AND BLACK PEPPER,

ALL FRESH,

Nice and Well-selected goods,

COLIN F. STA

Aug. 26, 1886.

TO ALL PE 1.,530'_'_'
Interested 1n Coal.

E, having made arrangements by which
we have our Conl shipped direct from
the mines to Chestertown, perhaps it would be

LO youri nterert 1o call and see us belure hn_y-
ing elsewhere.

J. T,

2. .B8S.
NEW STORE
At GaLe's WHARF,
where GOUODS can be had at
Citv Prices for Cash.
FLOUK. FISH, MEAT, SALT,
MACHINE OIL, HARDW ARE. &e
JOHN GA" E.

TWILLEY & CO.

July

June 24 —tf.
" DO YOU WANT
AGOOD FARM WAGON OR DEARBORN

Either Fli-ptiq Springs or Platform ? If you
do call at CHAPMAN & LAMBERT'S and he
urprised at the redmction in price belor
buyin.

DR. T. H. COOPER,
HOMEOPATHIC,

Office Main street, opposite Voshell House, can
be found in office every day from 10 A, M, 1 |
12 M. Sundays exce ptrﬂ

Special attention given to women and chil-

July 22, 1886 —1I.
PURE SPICES,
WHOLE OR GROUND, h

MACE, CINNAMON
UMERIC, &ec.

M. A. TOULSON,
Druggist |

CLOVES., ALLSPICE,
GREEN GINGER,

Aug. 26, 1886,

AND SHOES, und will make it 10 the
interest of buyers to call and examine goods and

befl hasi
PO ReRn purohes’®s: 5. 5. niupmes.

ST SILVER WEAR |

Is careful'y made by men; |

. LAWN MOWERS

[ |
Oall on

“ime0 May 1, 1936, Tas LinRARY MAGAZINE is published

solid ' literature, such as deserves the thought of cultivated peopile,
than either of the great $i00 monthlies. Price §1.00 aa year. Specimen copy [ree.

TRIAL TR[P 'r“['l -_ 17 "'ll'lﬂ “’Il] lm garnt JJJI’ {r "ﬂﬂf’l! on Tl‘fl‘-‘ f“
the nominal charge of 23 cents, | 1 tho beli«f Luat & brief acquaintance thus made will secure
many permanent subscribers at a (air price. Club Agents Wanted.

contr| buto VS, Jean Ingelow Williem Mayes Ward.,

Henry Lrvine. Ben). D. Warfield,
flelen Jackson, (C1. H.) W. Mattien Williamas.
. : b o o
The followinz i3 a characteristic |
Aushors whose contributions havo appeared

o § iR, C. Jebd Andrew Wilson.
Wm. Sloane Kennedy. Bayard Wilson.

{n its pages gince January, 1555

Frank Abell Andrew Lang

[tose Kingsley . Rev.J. G. Wood.
Bir Hutherford Alencl iiev. Henry Lanscaell

.
The Critics Say:
Arthur Arnold. M. | Fmitle de Lavelcye,

““Is one of the best publications of
:d.:':ﬂ ﬂ"ﬁ“':‘il : t‘,'”'_' '1' 'I"T' its kind in the world."" -—Journal, Indianapolis,
thew Arno ¥ 55 140

George Baden Powell Pliza Linn Linton, *‘Is certainly quite the equal of the
8. W. G !H-FI; I:f;ln i ;‘1';' | | 'j‘r”' g hest of the four-dollar monthlies in the value of
Prof Frederi contents.”' —Christian Advocate, Pitt: Lurgh,

gustina Birr bir J v Lol
L:L'“JLLT“”“ 'Iil;::--t-i-rl- “;.;1{ n, “‘ The contents are thoughtful with-
Paron Bramwell Justin ve Carth) ¢t heing drowsily so ; and so varied that they

will uot fail toengage the interest of every in-
telligent reader. ' — Evening Star, Philadelphia,

Bir H. Brackenbury Donald Me Leod
V. Lovett Cameron Lre. Charles Mackay .

““This is an excellent monthly,”"—
Southern Churchman, Richmond, Va.

The Biahop of Carlisie Jumocs Mew .
Andrew Carnegle Frof. A. F. Mitehe!]
“ Has gradually forced its way to the
front until it has come to be recognized as

The Barlof Carnarvon, James Cotter MOrwon
Capt. C. R, €onder F. Max Mulicr

among the best of the eclectic magazines.' -
Times, Denver, Colo.

F. Marion Crawford rs. Mulock-Lralis.
C. F. Gordon Cumming. W, H, Myers

“ The selections are well made and
the bound volumes are quite a storehouse of

A. V. Dicey Cardinal Nevwma.
The Earl of Ducl« Yvalter Pater

useful information.”— National Baptist, Phile-
delphia, Pa

H. Sutberland Bawarda,  J. Allanson Victon,
T. H. 8. Escotl E. H. Flumptr.,
F. M. Falrbalrn. ILichard A, Proetor,
@anon Farrar. Yrof. U, U. Ramsuy.
Archibald Forbes. Ma) -Gen, lawlioson,
W. E. Forster M. P J. E. 1herold Rogers.
Filwmd A. Freeman. Goreorge ) Ilnmullzli-n,
; L el W, Ula k Russell 4 ‘ "
:i'l; .‘:l Gladstone. Frof. J. i, Banderson. The Library Mazuma is gotten up
Edamund Gosse, A. H. Sajyce. on the plan of Littell's Living Age and the
f‘:',::',:.'::f"’ ik e annum, the latter at $5., while the Library
P. G. Hammion, E. V.8malley. Magazine, equally a8 good in every respect as
either of the above, costs only $1.50 per annum,
John B. Alden. the publisher, is one of the re-
markable men of his age. He it was whostarted
the ' Literary Revolution ' in the book publishing
line which has afforded the millions the best
ty of reading matter at the lowest possible
Prof. Juhn Tyndal t{ll-l.u
'11{ Ili‘l !EIIJ:;?T.E Gilbert Venables cost."'—Medical Journal, Atlanta, Ga.
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUER of Choice Hukl, 132 pages, 4 cents | Condensed Catas
logue, free. The best literature of the world &t Lhe lowest prices ever known. Address

Frederic Harfison. Goldwin Smith
"JOHN B. ALDEN, Publisher, 393 PearlSt.,, New York.

H. R. Hawels Horbert Spencer
fhe Alden Dook Co., Clark and Adams Sts., Chicago ; 420 Yonge St., Toronte,

A New Departure.—

weekly. 1t gives umrf-p: T

“'l"":.-i

4 M ks . lLl

Mary Howlitt Elizabeih Cady Stanton,
Thomas Hughes. Rich'd, Henry Stoddard.

Wwm. Henry Hurlbert, A.C. Sswinburne,
John F. Hurst. Maurice Thompson,

R. H. Hutton. Henry M. Trollope
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FULL STOCK LOW PRICES.

k132 LIGHT ST. WHARF >

F - i, |
GOLD AND SILVER WATCHES

WM. B, TILGWHMAN. ¢, U . TIGHMAN, M. T. EARLE,

Wm. B. T'l1lghman o CO.,

Successurs to Kenly & Tilghman,

General Commaission Merchant

No.1l Bowlevs Whanrt,
BALTIMORE, MD.,

Jan, 22, 1885,

YL BURNSCO.
c= WUMBER

- SHINGLES, LATHS,
PICKETS,SASH,DOORS, BLINDS,

. BRICKS LIME Xt.
7' 104 LIGHT STWHARF '

— —

i

BALT IM ORE

©
v

lt Ay

W.R. JNNIRGM

DOWNES & JENNING

l.lm! L. DOWNES.

-

| AHITE WASH BRUSHES —a nice assortment. M@I‘Cha,nt Tlllors

ICE CREAM FREEZERS —several styles and all
SlZvS.

REFRIGERATORS & ICE CHESTS —kept iu1
8.OUK,

DOOR AND WINDOW SCREENS—made to fit nll|.

AFAN.D .

33 Hanover Street,

BALTIMORE.
IBR'

A ‘00D ! WOOD!!
Hickory, Oak and Pine.

Tur'subscriberhaspurchased 1000cordsofthe

very bestseasoned Oak,Hickdry and Pioe thas
has been in thismarketfor some time, and is

selling it, delivered, at $5 00 per cord fDI'OIk

and $6 00 ver cord for hickory; wood sawed
and split to order.

This Wood has all been culled over ; isful
length, clear of knots and smallstieks.
Pioe Kixpring Woop forsalelow.

WILLIAM PERKINS,

Rising Sun, 'hlnrm hestertow !

'(/mmnﬂ' Wax v B

AND

Jar Rubbers

—AT—
STAMS DRUG STORE

Aug. 26, 1886,

all widths,

DOOR AND WINDOW WIRE
f.a"”l*_

Very
""N‘[r l

different sizes. the best makes

WATER COOLERS, FLY FANS, WIRE
DISH COVERS,

J. K. ADRIDGE & G0

For Bird Cages, Hanging Baskets and Flow-
er Pots, see ‘ ‘
J. K.ALDRIDGE & CO,

4 A V’ P1 A
()Ilj bl() Jb-
Now for the 1‘I|I||iltg WArn season, [H*I"IIII}!H you

need an Uil Stove,
J. K. ALDRIDGE & OO,

have a nice [ine.

Field Kegs and Buckets at the Hardware
Store of

J. K. ALDRIDGE & CO

Call and examine the Patent Bush and Grass

tH‘Hlﬂ and Snathe, al
J K. ALDRIDGE & CO'S.
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CIGARS!!

—

(ﬂGARH!
A
Come and try our Edward Allen Poe

OIGARS,
M. A .TOULSON,
March 27 Druggh

—— e

CAPH
J. H. SIMPERS.

N:w FALL STYLES IN HATS &
for Geuts and Boys.




