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The same spring a breath of war swept over a foul,
decaying quagmire of the whole land, before which such
passing deeds as these were blown as vapor. It called
men of all rank and condition to battle for a nation’s
life, and among the first to respond were those into
whose boyish hands had been placed the nation’s honor.
It returned the epaulets to Poindexter’s shoulder with
the addition of a double star, carried him triumphantly to
the front, and left him, at the end of a summer’s day and
a hard-won fight, sorely wounded, at the door of a Blue
Grass farmhouse.  And the woman who sought him out
and ministered to his wants said timidly, as she left her
hand in his, “I told you I should live to repay you.”

Lefe Dut on Lone Star Mountaitt.

I

Tuere was little doubt that the Lone Star claim was
‘“ played out.” Not dug out, worked out, washed out, but
played out. For two years its five sanguine proprietors
had gone through the various stages of mining enthusi-
asm ; had prospected and planned, dug and doubted.
They had borrowed money with hearty but unredeeming
frankness, established a credit with unselfish abnegation
of all responsibility, and had borne the disappointment
of their creditors with a cheerful resignation which only
the consciousness of some deep Compensating Future
could give. Giving little else, however, a singular dis-
satisfaction obtained with the traders, and, being accom-
panied with a reluctance to make further advances, at last
touched the gentle stoicism of the proprietors themselves.
The youthful enthusiasm which had at first lifted the
most ineffectual trial, the most useless essay, to the plane
of actual achievement, died out, leaving them only the
dull, prosaic record of half-finished ditches, purposeless
shafts, untenable pits, abandoned engines, and meaning-
less disruptions of the soil upon the Lone Star claim, and
empty flour sacks and pork barrels in the Lone Star
cabin. -
They had borne their poverty, if that term could be ap-
plied to a light renunciation of all superfluities in food,
dress, or ornament, ameliorated by the gentle depreda-
tions already alluded to, with unassuming levity. More
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than that: having segregated themselves from their fellow-
miners of Red Gulch, and entered upon the possession of
the little manzanita-thicketed valley five miles away, the
failure of their enterprise had assumed in their eyes only
the vague significance of the decline and fall of a general
community, and to that extent relieved them of individual
responsibility. It was easier for them to admit that the
Lone Star claim was “played out ” than confess to a per-
sonal bankruptcy. Moreover, they still retained the sacred
right of criticism of government, and rose superior in their
private opinions to their own collective wisdom. Each
one experienced a grateful sense of the entire responsibil-
ity of the other four in the fate of their enterprise.

On December 24, 1863, a gentle rain was still falling
over the length and breadth of the Lone Star claim. It
had been falling for several days, had already called a faint
spring color to the wan landscape, repairing with tender
touches the ravages wrought by the preprietors, or chari-
tably covering their faults. The ragged seams in gulch
and canon lost their harsh outlines, a thin green mantle
faintly clothed the torn and abraded hillside. A few
weeks more, and a veil of forgetfulness would be drawn
over the feeble failures of the Lone Star claim. The
charming derelicts themselves, listening to the raindrops
on the roof of their little cabin, gazed philosophically
from the open door, and accepted the prospect as a moral
discharge from their obligations. Four of the five part-
ners were present. The Right and Left Bowers, Union
Mills, and the Judge.

It is scarcely necessary to say that not one of these
titles was the genuine name of its possessor. The Right
wsnd Left Bowers were two brothers ; their sobriquets, a
cheerful adaptation from the favorite game of euchre, ex-
pressing their relative value in the camp. The mere fact
¢hat Union Mills had at one time patched his trousers
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with an old floursack legibly bearing that brand of its
fabrication, was a tempting baptismal suggestion that the
other partners could not forego. The Judge, a singu-
larly inequitable Missourian, with no knowledge whatever
of the law, was an inspiration of gratuitous irony.

Union Mills, who had been for some time sitting
placidly on the threshold with one leg exposed to the
rain, from a sheer indolent inability to change his posi-
tion, finally withdrew that weather-beaten member, and
stood up. The movement more or less deranged the
attitudes of the other partuers, and was received with
cynical disfavor. It was somewhat remarkable that, al-
though generally giving the appearance of healthy youth
and perfect physical condition, they one and all simulated
the decrepitude of age and invalidism, and after limping
about for a few moments, settled back again upon their
bunks and stools in their former positions. The Left
Bower lazily replaced a bandage that he had worn around
his ankle for weeks without any apparent necessity, and
the Judge scrutinized with tender solicitude the faded
cicatrix of a scratch upon his arm. A passive hypochon-
dria, born of their isolation, was the last ludicrously
pathetic touch of their situation.’

The immediate cause of this commotion felt the neces-
sity of an explanation.

“Jt would have been just as easy for you to have
stayed outside with your business leg, instead of dragging
it into private life in that obtrusive way,” retorted the
Right Bower ; “but that exhaustive effort is n’t going to
fill the pork barrel. The grocery man at Dalton says —
what ’s that he said 2” he appealed lazily to the Judge.

«Said he reckoned the Lone Star was about played
out, and he did n’t want any more in his — thank you!”
repeated the Judge with a mechanical effort of memory
utterly devoid of personal or present interest.
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“I always suspected that man, after Grimshaw begun
to deal with him,” said the Left Bower. “They’re just
mean enough to join hands against us.” It was a fixed
belief of the Lone Star partners that they were pursued
by personal enmities.

“ More than likely those new strangers over in the
Fork have been paying cash and filled him up with con-
ceit,” said Union Mills, trying to dry his leg by alter-
nately beating it or rubbing it against the cabin wall.
“Once begin wrong with that kind of snipe and you
drag everybody down with you.”

This vague conclusion was received with dead silence.
Everybody had become interested in the speaker’s pecul-
iar method of drying his leg, to the exclusion of the pre-
vious topic. A few offered criticism, no one assistance.

“Who did the grocery man say that to?” asked the
Right Bower, finally returning to the question.

“The Old Man,” answered the Judge.

“ Of course,” ejaculated the Right Bower sarcastically.

“Of course,” echoed the other partners together.
“ That’s like him. The Old Man all over!

It did not appear exactly what was like the Old Man,
or why it was like him, but generally that he alone was
responsible for the grocery man’s defection. It was put
more concisely by Union Mills.

“That comes of letting him go there! It’s just a fair
provocation to any man to have the Old Man sent to
him. They can’t, sorter, restrain themselves at him.
He ’s enough to spoil the credit of the Rothschilds.”

“That’s so,” chimed in the Judge.  And look at his
prospecting. Why, he was out two nights last week, all
night, prospecting in the moonlight for blind leads, just
out of sheer foolishness.”

Tt was quite enough for me,” broke in the Left Bower,
“when the other day, you remember when, he proposed

Left Out on Lone Star Mountain. 339

to us white men to settle down to plain ground sluicing,
making ‘grub’ wages just like any Chinaman. It just
showed his idea of the Lone Star claim.”

«Well, I never said it afore,” added Union Mills, *but
when that one of the Mattison boys came over here to
examine the claim with an eye to purchasin’, it was the
Old Man that took the conceit out of him. He just as
cood as admitted that a lot of work had got to be done
afore any pay ore could be realized. Never even asked
him over to the shanty here to jine us in a friendly game ;
just kept him, so to speak, to himself. And naturally
the Mattisons did n’t see it.”

A silence followed, broken only by the rain monoto-
nously falling on the roof, and occasionally through the
broad adobe chimney, where it provoked a retaliating hiss
and splutter from the dying embers of the hearth. The
Right Bower, with a sudden access of energy, drew the
empty barrel before him, and taking a pack of well-worn
cards from his pocket, began to make a solitaire ” upon
the lid. The others gazed at him with languid interest.

« Makin’ it for anythin’ ? ”” asked Mills.

The Right Bower nodded.

The Judge and Left Bower, who were partly lying in
their respective bunks, sat up to get a better view of the
game. Union Mills slowly disengaged himself from the
wall and leaned over the ‘“solitaire ” player. The Right
Bower turned the last card in a pause of almost thrilling
suspense, and clapped it down on the lid with fateful.
emphasis.

« Tt went ! ” said the Judge in a voice of hushed respect.
“What did you make it for ?” he almost whispered.

“To know if we ’d make the break we talked about and
vamose the ranch. It’s the 7/# time to-day,” continued
the Right Bower in a voice of gloomy significance. “And
it went agin bad cards too.”

-
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“_I ain’t superstitious,” said the Judge, with awe and

f‘atulty: beam.ing‘ from every line of his credulous face,
;but it’s flyin’ in the face of Providence to go agin such
signs as that.”

“ Make it again, to see if the Old Man must go,” sug-
gested the Left Bower.

The suggestion was received with favor, the three men
gathering breathlessly around the player. Again the
fateful cards were shuffled deliberately, placed in their
mysterious combination, with the same ominous result.
_Ye‘t everybody seemed to breathe more freely, as if
rellleved from some responsibility, the Judge accepting
this manifest expression of Providence with resigned self-
righteousness.

‘ Yes, gentlemen,” resumed the Left Bower, serenely
as if a calm legal decision had just been recorded, « wé
must not let any foolishness or sentiment get mixed up
with this thing, but look at it like business men. The
only sensible move is to get up and get out of the camp.”

“ And the Old Man ?” queried the Judge.

“The Old Man — hush ! he ’s coming.”

The doorway was darkened by a slight lissome shadow.
It was the absent partner, otherwise known as “ the Old
Man.” Need it be added that he was a doy of nineteen
with a slight down just clothing his upper lip ! :

“ The creek is up over the ford, and I had to ‘shin’ up
a.willow on the bank and swing myself across,” he said
WIFh a quick, frank laugh ; “ but all the same, boys, it ’s’
going to clear up in about an hour, you bet. It’s break-
ing away over Bald Mountain, and there’s a sun-flash on
a bit of snow on Lone Peak. Look! you ean see it from
here. 1It’s for all the world like Noah’s dove just landed
on Mount Ararat. It’s a good omen.”

From sheer force of habit the men had momentarily
brightened up at the Old Man’s entrance. But the un-

L J

Left Out on Lone Star Mountain. 341

blushing exhibition of degrading superstition shown in
the last sentence recalled their just severity. They
exchanged meaning glances. Union Mills uttered hope-
lessly to himself: “Hell’s full of such omens.”

Too occupied with his subject to notice this ominous
reception, the Old Man continued : “I reckon I struck
a fresh lead in the new grocery man at the Crossing. He
says he ’1l let the Judge have a pair of boots on credit,
but he can’t send them over here; and considering that
the Judge has got to try them anyway, it don’t seem to
be asking too much for the Judge to go over there. He
says he 1l give us a barrel of pork and a bag of flour if
we Il give him the right of using our tail-race and clean
out the lower end of it.”"

“ It ’s the work of a Chinaman, and a four days’ job,”
broke in the Left Bower.

Tt took one while man only two hours to clean out a
third of it,” retorted the Old Man triumphantly, “for /7
pitched in at once with a pick he let me have on credit,
and did that amount of work this morning, and told him
the rest of you boys would finish it this afternoon.”

A slight gesture from the Right Bower checked an
angry exclamation from the Left. The Old Man did
not notice either, but, knitting his smooth young brow in
a paternally reflective fashion, went on : “ You'll have to
get a new pair of trousers, Mills, but as he does n’t keep
clothing, we’ll have to get some canvas and cut you out
a pair. I traded off the beans he let me have for some
tobacco for the Right Bower at the other shop, and got
them to throw in a new pack of cards. These are about
played out. We ’ll be wanting some brushwood for the
fire ; there ’s a heap in the hollow. Who'’s going to
bring it in? It’s the Judge’s turn, isn't it? Why, what's
the matter with you all? ”

The restraint and evident uneasiness of his companions

k
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had at last touched him. He turned his frank young
eyes upon them; they glanced helplessly at each other.
Yet his first concern was for them, his first instinct pa-
ternal and protecting. He ran his eyes quickly over
them‘; they were all there and apparently in their usual
condition. “ Anything wrong with the claim 2 ” he sug-
gested.

Without looking at him the Right Bower rose, leaned
against the open door with his hands behind him and his
fsfce towards the landscape, and said, apparently to the
d:ﬁtant prospect: “The claim’s played out, the partner-
ship’s played out, and the sooner we skedaddle out of this
th'e better. If,” he added, turning to the Old Man,

» “if you want to stay, if you want to do Chinaman’s work

< . ‘
at Chinaman’s wages, if you want to hang on to the -

cl::?.rity of the traders at the Crossing, you can do it, and
enjoy the prospects and the Noah’s doves alone. , But
we ‘re caleulatin’ to step out of it.”

“But [ have n’t said I wanted to do it alone,” protested
the Old Man with a gesture of bewilderment.

“If these are your general ideas of the partnership,”
continued the Right Bower, clinging to the estabfishe,d
hypothesis of the other partners for support, “it ain’t
ours, and the only way we can prove it is to stop the fool-
ishness right here. We calculated to dissolve the part-
nership and strike out for ourselves elsewhere. You 're
no longer responsible for us, nor we for you. And we
reckon it ’s the square thing to leave you the claim and
the cabin and all it contains. To prevent any trouble
with the traders, we *ve drawn up a paper here 7 —

“With a bonus of fifty thousand dollars each down
and the rest to be settled on my children,” inlerruptec]
the Old Man, with a half uneasy laugh. “Of course.
B‘ut ”— he stopped suddenly, the blood dropped from
his fresh cheek, and he again glanced quickly round the

L
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group. “I don’t think—1I — I quite sale, boys,” he
added, with a slight tremor of voice and lip. “If it’s a
conundrum, ask me an easier one.”

Any lingering doubt he might have had of their mean-
ing was dispelled by the Judge. “It’s about the softest
thing you kin drop into, Old Man,” he said confidentially ;
«if Zhad n’t promised the other boys to go with them,
and if T didn’t need the best medical advice in Sacra-
mento for my lungs, I°d just enjoy staying with you.”

“ Tt gives a sorter freedom to a young fellow like you,
Old Man, like goin’ into the world on your own capital,
that every Californian boy has n’t got,” said Union Mills,
patronizingly.

“Of course it ’s rather hard papers on us, you know,
givin’ up everything, so to speak ; but it’s for your good,
and we ain’t goin’ back on you,” said the Left Bower,
“are we, boys?”

The color had returned to the Old Man’s face a little
more quickly and freely than usual. He picked up the
hat he had cast down, put it on carefully over his brown
curls, drew the flap down on the side towards his compan-
ions, and put his hands in his pockets. ‘All right,” he
said, in a slightly altered voice. “ When do you go?”

“To-day,” answered the Left Bower. * We calculate
to take a moonlight pasear over to the Cross Roads and
meet the down stage at about twelve to-night. There’s
plenty of time yet,” he added, with a slight laugh; “it’s
only three o’clock now.”

There was a dead silence. Even the rain withheld its
continuous patter, a dumb, gray film covered the ashes of
the hushed hearth. For the first time the Right Bower
exhibited some slight embarrassment.

“T reckon it’s held up for a spell,” he said, ostenta-
tiously examining the weather, “and we might as well
take a run round the claim to see if we 've forgotten noth-
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ing.. Of course, we ’ll be back again,” he added hastily,
without looking at the Old Man, * before we go, you
know.”

The others began to look for their hats, but so awk-
wardly and with such evident preoccupation of mind that
it was not at first discovered that the Judge had his al-
ready on. This raised a laugh, as did also a clumsy
stumble of Union Mills against the pork barrel, a]thougﬁ
that gentleman took refuge from his confusion and se-
cured a decent retreat by a gross exaggeration of his
lameness, as he limped after the Right Bower. The Judge
whistled feebly. The Left Bower, in a more ambitious
effort to impart a certain gayety to his exit, stopped on
the threshold and said, as if in arch eonfidence to his
companions, “Darned if the Old Man don’t look two
inches higher since he became a proprietor,” laughed pat-
ronizingly, and vanished.

If the newly-made proprietor had increased in stature,
he had not otherwise changed his demeanor. He re-
mained in the same attitude until the last figure disap-
peared behind the fringe of buckeye that hid the distant
highway. Then he walked slowly to the fireplace, and,
leaning against the chimney, kicked the dying embers to-
gether with his foot. Something dropped and spattered in
the film of hot ashes. Surely the rain had not yet ceased !

His high color had already fled except for a spot on
either cheekbone that lent a brightness to his eyes. He
glanced around the cabin. It looked familiar and yet
strange. Rather, it looked strange secause still familiar,
and therefore incongruous with the new atmosphere that
surrounded it — discordant with the echo of their last
meeting, and painfully accenting the change. There
were the four “bunks,” or sleeping berths, of his compan-
ions, each still bearing some traces of the individuality of
its late occupant with a dumb loyalty that seemed to
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make their light-hearted defection monstrous. In the
dead ashes of the Judge’s pipe, scattered on his shelf, still
lived his old fire ; in the whittled and carved edges of the
Left Bower’s bunk still were the memories of bygone
days of delicious indolence ; in the bullet-holes. clustered
round a knot of one of the beams there was still the rec-
ord of the Right Bower’s old-time skill and practice ; in
the few engravings of female loveliness stuck upon each
headboard there were the proofs of their old extravagant
devotion — all a mute protest to the change.

He remembered how, a fatherless, truant schoolboy, he
had drifted into their adventurous, nomadic life, itself a life
of grown-up truancy like his own, and became one of that
gypsy family. How they had taken the place of relations
and household in his boyish fancy, filling it with the un-
substantial pageantry of a child’s play at grown-up €x-
istence, he knew only too well. But how, from being a
pet and protégé, he had gradually and unconsciously as-
serted his own individuality and taken upon his younger
shoulders not only a poet’s keen appreciation of that life,
but its actual responsibilities and half-childish burdens,
he never suspected. He had fondly believed that he
was a neophyte in their ways, a novice in their charming
faith and indolent creed, and they had encouraged it;
now their renunciation of that faith could only be an ex--
cuse for a renunciation of /im. The poetry that had for
two years invested the material and sometimes even mean
details of their existence was too much a part of himself
to be lightly dispelled. The lesson of those ingenuous
moralists failed, as such lessons are apt to fail ; their dis-
cipline provoked but did not subdue ; a rising indigna-
tion, stirred by a sense of injury, mounted to his cheek
and eyes. It was slow to come, but was none the less
violent that it had been preceded by the benumbing
shock of shame and pride.
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I hope I shall not prejudice the reader’s sympathies if
my duty as a simple chronicler compels me to state, there-
fore, that the sober second thought of this gentle poet was
to burn down the cabin on the spot with all its contents.
This yielded to a milder counsel — waiting for the return
of the party, challenging the Right Bower, a duel to the
death, perhaps himself the victim, with the crushing ex-
planation iz exfremis, “ It seems we are one too many.
No matter ; it is settled now. Farewell!” Dimly remem-
bering, however, that there was something of this in the
last well-worn novel they had read together, and that his
antagonist might recognize it, or even worse, anticipate
it himself, the idea was quickly rejected. Besides, the
opportunity for an apotheosis of self-sacrifice was past.
Nothing remained now but to refuse the proffered bribe
of claim and cabin by letter, for he must not wait their
return. He tore a leaf from a blotted diary, begun and
abandoned long since, and essayed to write. Scrawl afte:
scrawl was torn up, until his fury had cooled down to
a frigid third personality. “ Mr. John Ford regrets to in-
form his late partners that their tender of house, of furni-
ture,” however, seemed too inconsistent with the pork-
barrel table he was writing on ; a more eloquent renuncia-
tion of their offer became frivolous and idiotic from a
caricature of Union Mills, label and all, that appeared
suddenly on the other side of the leaf ; and when he at
last indited a satisfactory and impassioned exposition of
his feelings, the legible addendum of “ Oh, ain’t you glad
you ’'re out of the wilderness!” — the forgotten first line
of a popular song, which no scratching would erase —
seemed too like an ironical postscript to be thought of
for a moment. He threw aside his pen and cast the dis-
cordant record of past foolish pastime into the dead ashes
of the hearth.

How quiet it was! With the cessation of the rain the
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wind too had gone down, and scarcely a breath of air
came through the open door. He walked to the threshold
and gazed on the hushed prospect. In this listless atti-
tude he was faintly conscious of a distant reverberation, a
mere phantom of sound — perhaps the explosion of a
distant blast in the hills — that left the silence more
marked and oppressive. As he turned again into the
cabin a change seemed to have come over it. It already
looked old and decayed. The loneliness of years of
desertion seemed to have taken possession of it ; the at-
mosphere of dry rot was in the beams and rafters. To
his excited fancy the few disordered blankets and articles
of clothing seemed dropping to pieces; in one of the
bunks there was a hideous resemblance in the longitudi-
nal heap of clothing to a withered and mummied corpse.
So it might look in after-years when some passing stranger
— but he stopped. A dread of the place was beginning
to creep over him; a dread of the days to come, when
the monotonous sunshine should lay bare the loneliness
of these walls ; the long, long days of endless blue and
cloudless, overhanging solitude ; summer days when the
wearying, incessant trade winds should sing around that
empty shell and voice its desolation. He gathered to-
gether hastily a* few articles that were especially his own
— rather that the free communion of the camp, from in-
difference or accident, had left wholly to him. He hesi-
tated for a moment over his rifle, but, scrupulous in his
wounded pride, turned away and left the familiar weapon
that in the dark days had so often provided the dinner
or breakfast of the little household. Candor compels me
to state that his equipment was not large nor eminently
practical. His scant pack was a light weight for even
his young shoulders, but I fear he thought more of get-
ting away from the Past than providing for the Future.
With this vague but sole purpose he left the cabin, and
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almost mechanically turned his steps towards the creek
he had crossed that morning. He knew that by this
route he would avoid meeting his companions; its diffi-
culties and circuitousness would exercise his feverish
limbs and give him time for reflection. He had deter-
mined to leave the claim, but whence he had not yet con-
sidered. He reached the bank of the creek where he
had stood two hours before ; it seemed to him two years.
He looked curiously at his reflection in one of the broad
pools of overflow, and fancied he looked older. He
watched the rush and outset of the turbid current hurry-
ing to meet the South Fork, and to eventually lose itself
in the yellow Sacramento. Even in his preoccupation he
was impressed with a likeness to himself and his com-
panions in this flood that had burst its peaceful bounda-
rics. In the drifting fragments of one of their forgotten
flumes washed from the bank, he fancied he saw an
omen of the disintegration and decay of the Lone Star
claim.

The strange hush in the air that he had noticed before
—a calm so inconsistent with that hour and the season
as to seem portentous —became more marked in con-
trast to the feverish rush of the turbulent watercourse.
A few clouds lazily huddled in the west apparently had
gone to rest with the sun on beds of somnolent poppies.
There was a gleam as of golden water everywhere along
the horizon, washing out the cold snow-peaks, and drown-
ing even the rising moon. The creek caught it here and
there, until, in grim irony, it seemed to bear their broken
sluice-boxes and useless engines on the very Pactolian
stream they had been hopefully created to direct and
carry. But by some peculiar trick of the atmosphere
the perfect plenitude of that golden sunset glory was
lavished on the tugged sides and tangled crest of the
Lone Star Mountain. That isolated peak, the landmark
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of their claim, the gaunt monument of their folly, trans-
fiured in the evening splendor, kept its radiance un-
quenched long after the glow had fallen from the encom-
passing skies, and when at last the rising moon, step by
step, put out the fires along the winding valley and plains,
and erept up the bosky sides of the cafion, the vanishing
sunset was lost only to reappear as a golden crown.

The eyes of the young man were fixed upon it with
more than a momentary picturesque interest. It had been
the favorite ground of his prospecting exploits, its lowest
flank had been scarred in the old enthusiastic days with
hydraulic engines, or pierced with shafts, but its central
position in the claim and its superior height had always
given it a commanding view of the extent of their valley
and its approaches, and it was this practical preéminence
that alone attracted him at that moment. He knew that
from its crest he would be able to distinguish the figures
of his companions, as they crossed the valley near the
cabin, in the growing moonlight. Thus he could aveid
encountering them on his way to the highroad, and yet
see them, perhaps, for the last time. Even in his sense
of injury there was a strange satisfaction in the thought.

The ascent was toilsome, but familiar. All along the
dim trail he was accompanied by gentler memories of the
past, that seemed, like the faint odor of spiced leaves
and fragrant grasses wet with the rain and crushed beneath
his ascending tread, to exhale the sweeter perfume in his
effort to subdue or rise above them. There was the
thicket of manzanita, where they had broken noonday
bread together ; here was the rock beside their maiden
shafts, where they had poured a wild libation in boyish
enthusiasm of success; and here the ledge where their
first flag, a red shirt heroically sacrificed, was displayed
from a long-handled shovel to the gaze of admirers below.
When he at last reached the summit, the mysterious hush




