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CHAPTER ML

The Runaway Car.

ANY n man writes down on pa-
per the things he ecannot nr-
teulate, Thomas Gallon,
dreaming of two women, tacl
turn and silent as he was, wrote down
the thoughts which he could not ex-
press In speech, Hig diary, well thumb-

. ad, held the history of many n lonely
niglit, but of nll these nights there was
ong that stood out in bis mind:

It was the darkness Inclosing a wom-
an on a bed. He still heard ber whis-
pered cry. “You speak of God. Tom.
but 1 have no religion but mother-
hood/" Before Lils closed eyed came the
vision of 4 Inmp Ut then almost an ap-
parition—the face of his daughter, O
life had fled, possibly appalled by the
horrors of & world that recks not of our
poor humanity. Yet there was in the
dead woman's arms a child, gro-
tesquely’ asleep, a8 If unawakened to
the sorrows this mother had known,

*Ruth!" he cried. There was no an
swer from the still womnn in the dark.
ness, but thus he bhad christencd his
only chiid.

It seemed to bim as If that echo still

grberated from ' the moon washied
m which' marked the site of “The
Master Key."

*l am getting old,"" ‘he thought as he
turned the pages of the diary as if un.
consclously counting tlie years since n
womaon hnd leaned over lis shoulder.

“Ruth!" he muormured agalin.

The problem beforg him wus no
longer dim and vague, a8 It had been
in the dnys of bis prime, but absolutely
distinet and clear—what was to become
of Ituth when he died? With his train.
ed business Intelligence he set himselt
to golve this question.

He reviewed in his mind all the men
and women he hid known. It was a
strange processlon, They marched be-
fore his sharpened vision, old partners,
fresh young glrls, mature women, men
with ¢check books in thelr hands, men
dylng of thirst on the desert—and Wil
kerson. He sternly put out of his mind
the thought of his former partner—tho
man—wig he dend? If he haod not dled
that night In the guleh, If he were still
allve, knowing the secret of “The Mas-
ter Key," who wounld save Ruth from
his vengeance?

Then there rose before his mind the
straight, strong, nlmost austere flgure
of his mining engineer, John Dorr—

i youthful, of course, but he had proved
himself wholly competent In almost
every task that had been given him.

The old man thought more deeply.
He recalled hils own former years,  He
himself had broken down the iron bar-
riers of n'cold world for the sake of a
woman whose Image Ruth was. He
{ had seen in John Dorr's eyes the grow-

ing fiame of love. Long experience

had taught the old man that there ia
no passion #o dependable in this world

98 love,

v John Dorr loved Ruth! It needed no
monetary bond to assure his fidelity to
ber interests, and with the sudden,
swift, nlert step of @ man who had
made his final decision he: went out on
the porch and called, “John, John!"

Within the interior of the little house
down the hill the engineer of Thomas
Gallon's mine had abandoned his biue-
prints to study the letters on a llttle
pennant which represented his frst
victory, a touchdown on the football
feld within the last ten seconds of
play. He knew better than any one
thnt his mission to Valle Vista was
futile. Using every resonree at his
command, be conld find nu paying ore,
and yet—there wns the pennant, the
emblem of victory hard fought and
hard won. Should he give up now?
He beard n clear, stern ecall from up
the hill—=“John, Jolin!"

*I'I win out yet for Ruth's sake,”
be sald as he answered that imperious

‘ \

Other ears hbard that call, ond ns
John hastened down the hill he saw
Ruth's Agare by the side of the bunga:
low, andl as If by the opening of &
shutter be once more saw the lighta of
Broadway and a table sprend with
linen, two people sitting there—his
evil genfuses.

In this complex and highly organizsed
civilisation of ours no man can be as

—

sured that at any moment some other
‘man possitbly thousnnds of mies dis-
tant ia not planning on net whosa por-
tent wonld never ocour to bim,

At a table in a New York restnurant
A man and womnn were sltting with
the words "Gallon.” “Dorr’ nnd Wi
kerson' on:their lips.

“Harry: Wilkerson hns found Tom
Ballon,” she sald quietly, . “1 wonder
what will bappen?”

Her companion laughed. “Gallon? |
had a college mats named ‘Dorr.' who
{8 working for n man nnmed ‘Gallon’
romewhere ont in the mines.”

The woman's durk eyes 1t up, and
phe seemed more strikingly handsoni
18 ahe allowed her sndden passion to
flood her somber fice with color.

“There {a money In thot mine. Gearge
Crane!" she said. 'But this man Dorr
—what sort of chap 18 he? You min

ing, stockbrokers usually bave {nfor-
mation as to all these engineers.”

The slender man with the shrewd
face seated opposite ber dropped his
eyes. “To tell you the truth, Mrs. Dar-
nell, 'never liked John Dorr."

*Nelther does Hnrry,” she put in
quickly,

The stockbroker looked at his plate
& wmomgpt and then pulled out hls
memorandum book. “Listen. Jean) he
suld In & tone she recognized as utter-
¥/ businesslike. “Shall I buy “Master
Key' stock?"

“There is a girl bick there"— she
went on intensely.

Crane looked up swiftly. He caught
a glint of the jealousy in the woman's
eyes,  For his own purpose she was
most useful, so he snapped the rubber
bond around his memorandum book,
put It back fn his pocket and said with
fnality, “Jean, I'll buy ‘Master Key'

stock at any price!"
L] .

Mnstering the c¢ry which had come
to him from Thomas Gallon's bunga:
low and realizing that in it was a tone

'_,l:_ln determination to do everything in
his power to belp her father and his
gratitude that she had taken him Into
lier confideuve, so .he wmercly smiled,
waved hiz hand and went down the

l bill toward the dump benenth the head
end of the apraddiing trestle,

She called him back. “I forgot It

- was lunchtime,” she sald =hyly.

“T mugt get down to your father,” he
sald rather brusquely.

“Then Il bring you hoth down your
flnuchen to the mine! she sald, “*“We
can have a little plenie all by our-
selves”

As lie went up toward the end of the

trestle Dorr observed thit the engineer
running the donkey englne seemed
hardly to know hla business.

i "My dear fellow," he sald quletly.
‘you're allowing too much slack on
‘your cable. Tt is dongerous, Those ore
enrs ure coming down that trestle too
fast, If thelr brakes glve way it means
disaster!"”

|« "What's the trouble?" sald: Gallon,
coming up with a plece of ore in his
hand.

“T was just telling Bill Tubba that £
he did not keep up the slnck on his
‘cable on those cars he would whip
them over the end of the trestie,” said
Johu, ! :

He turned toward the old man and
sald In a different volce: “You called
me. What {8 it that you want?"

“Lpok at this. John," anid the older
mwun, handing out the plece of ore—
“dirt. not gold bearing quartz. | want
to talk to you: I've got sumething to
Bay to you,"

Involuntarily Joho looked down the
street,” Ho snw Buth comiug. swinging
the lunch banket in her hond . He re
m red her sHEY appeal that he
would do the best he could for "The
Master I{ey."

“1 think we had better go into the
mine; W& cun talk there!' e sald
. “They ure setting off o blast," Gullon
remnrked.

Dorr looked up'at the ecar ronring
past them vyerhend and suld saddenly:
“Belove swuything elie son onght 1o ix
that trestle. Some day a car will go
over on the dump,”

Gillon looked up and then glunced at
Dorr. “1 guess you're right. John: I've
thought of that myself. Things have
kind of gone at Ioose ends, Now I'll
see (o It wmy=elf with your help, be-
cause 1 have something to suy to you."

“Leoave h to me.

he had never heard before, John Don
strode down the bill. As‘lie crossed the
gulch be snw the door of the bungnlow
open, and Ruth appeared,

“I thought 1 beard your father call,”
be snid awkwardly,

“He wad calling you,” she nnswered
quletly, "but be went over townrd the
dump. | think he wants you thore."
Ruth lald hee little hand on Jobn |
Dorr's brawny arm. “John,"” she sald,
the swift color rslog in her cheeks, 1
don't want to suy anything to make
trouble, but father is worrled. He
trusta you; but, you know, we haven't
recovered the Jost veln"

John looked ber straight in the eye.
“Leave It to mo."

Her appenling kands crept up bis
arms, and for one moment she al-
lowed him to read her sonl, She made
a potent plen, directed by the instinet
of & woman who Is loved. “John, look
after him. He {8 dolng It for me.”
Dorr besltated a moment. It was
the first thing Ruth had ever asked
him. He felt that he ought to re-
spond to this appeal in some most con-
vincing way, but he could formulate

“There comes Iuth with u basket of
lunch,” sald Dorr,

“Oh, yes. When 1 am away from
the house she often pienfes with me
bere in the mine. Say, I'm golng up
on the trestle. Huave nnother talk
‘'with Tubbs, He s all right, but be
has got carcless, Tell him to keep up
the slack of his cable. 1 tell you,
John, I have wanted to talk to you
for a long time, but first I'm golng to
look after that cable, because 1 can
#ec you sare right and we might have
A bad aceldent”

As the old man started Into the
mine, puttlng one foot nfter the other
with that carelessness characterlstie
of men becoming decrepit, o man ran
out of the mouth of the mine waving
his arms. . Almost Instartly following
him came a puff of gray-blue smoke,
which gonred upward and sprend out
as If it were the blossom of n cloud
wiarmed into full bloom by the hot
?unliuht pouring down Into the wal
ey.

Ruth let fall the lunch basket and
stared upward at that durk, murky
hole in the hil, Was John there?
Was her father there? She knew
that that bulky eloud blooming inte
the heavends meant denth beneuth
the gronnd. Unwittogly she crled
“John!" Then she remembered her
filinl duty, and ber oext word, whis:
pered toward that billowing, eddying
mnss of vapor wans “Fathoer!™
Thus do mnaidens confess to God the
secrels of thelr heart, bhut lot us see
how they concenl from men these
same sacred mysteries,

Roth hastened her pace toward the
entrance of the mine. The shale gave
way under her little feet, but she
struggled upward until she feached
the trestle. Having lived all her lfe
In a mining camp, there was no ter-
ror for her In anything but falling

|'of that dark hole Le
of gas. Aml vot why was the ore car
tnside? Thnt, too, apelled dispster,

pulled our the pocket electrle. light
which she alwnys: carried. It burned
only a tiny holein the billowlng smoke,
Bbe ritshed Windly fn, trusting to her
Henx familiarity with the thunel to ind
her father, :
Thus It was that father and datighter
pessed edach other In the ‘dirkness;
Gallon: grimly but silently cursing the

¢ | awkwardness of uls men,Ruth trylog

to choke out tlie names of the two mén
‘she loved, Buddenly she came into the
féee alr. The little beum of hur lamp

od Towsrd the Entrance
of the Mine.

showed her nothing but an ore earand
the ‘tools dropped by the lust shifé
wlen they had quit for dinner.

“Father!" she crled, peéring Into the
darkness beyond,

“John!"

Bhe stepped on Iuto tlhe shadow and
called again. Her foot slipped on the
rough foor of the tunuel, and as she
tried to suve bersélf her lamp fell, A
moment later she suw a telckle of fAire
running along toward the heudlnn. it
was o fuse leading 1o A blast that had
not yvet been ghot. .With all light gone
except thnt blue fickir, ponned In as
she wns by the ore env, standing there
with set brakes, whut bope Inid she?
How long woulé it e before. thnt it
He zust of flame reached the powder?

Thiomas Gullon was old fashioned in-
many ways. Iustend of using 60 per
cent dynamite everywhere and deto-
noting it by electricity, be still Inslated
on using old fashloned powder and
tamping It with a fuse, a slgu of his
obstinney,

Ruth Hasten

She elimbed Into (the ore onr and
telied doo inser the Brnkes: I was her
only hope. Thon she renlized thil the

cable was stlll attncled.  She elhnbed
down Ly the lght of the now Sumlng
fuse nnd unhookedl the beavy shnckle.
A moment later she wus apnin in the
car with bet lttle bands firmly on the
lever. With strength bred of despern-
tion she managed to relénse it

The beavy car glowly crenked nway
down the dark tunnel, Then It camne

“The Master Key" Mine,

over Ruth thot she was not strong
snough to stop Its momentim ou the
long trestle that led to the dump.  She
wins fleelng death by (e and gas amd
rockk only to be hurled headlong over
the lofty end of the teack. A vislon
rose hefore her of belng ung through
the Lright Callfornla alr right at ber
fatlier’s feet. Behind her she heard
the sputtering of the Inst few Inches
of the fuse. 8he cronched In the car
Just as it emerged from the tunnel's
mouth It wns as If n huoge hend throst
the ear forward, The boom of the ex

no phrase that would express at ance

rock. That effusion of smoke font-

‘met off n binst. Whit blasting was |
(done . fn “The Moster Key" usually |
took e during the ndonlug, but ow- |
Inz to carclessness It wir sometimes |
(lthe: fhse that all the binsts were not
.y metolt. Bhe lnd mmﬂ belched ont

furious gusts |

She dropped the lunch: bakket and |

| he counld rescue Rutln .
way to get to the trostle war Ly the |

cry from a miner on the trestle. | .| |
{'What doos he want?* demanded
Gallon peevishly, o’

John Dori's éyea saw the miterd fn
the camp, wives aud all, streaming out
‘and staring upwnrd.  They bad got
the meaning of that cry. He thonght
‘to himself, “Where fs Ruth$" It came,
over himthatshe was bringing luneh-
eon ' to her father and himself In the

i the! billside and saw an eddy of
amoke.  [mstantly he kiiew that she
‘must be spmewhere 'within: that dark
depth, | e LTS

With nll the force of hiz lungs he
bawled down to the engineer, who was:
staring stupldly "upwund: swong: him-
self ‘Into the bug¢ket, pulled hils signal
whistle out of hls pocket and blew it
furioukly. :

The engineer seemed to lisfon for a
‘moment. then kicked off Lix bii'te and
bléw his nuewerlng whistly, -\ #ucond
later the bucket war swinghin Jdown
the lofty cable neross the wnleh 4

It was not clenr in John's il how
Tiw auickest

bucket: then he would huve tlhise long.

when he repclied that gmoke (llled tun
nel could be get through? He must

eyes fixed on the hole o' the Liiside,
The bucket was still surging n hun:
dred feet nway from his goal wlien he

slender form of Ruth. No one reallxed

not equal to seiting those brakes uud
that she hnd exenped one deith only to
meet nnother,

chance.
glneer, “Quick, quick, Tubber'! by

The englneer's blank face uptuined
toward bim seemed that of a man
dazed by Immioett disaster, but John
Dorr's imperious will' resched  across
and dowh that space. The engineer

the edge of the bucket and. hanglug
down‘by his knees right-over the trea:
tle, walted for the oncoming cur,

“Ruth!" bhe cried. “Ruoth, come to
mel!"

He saw ber turn townrd him, bal.
ance herself In the swuylng ore ear
and lift.np her arms, He stretched his
own down, and as the mare of steel
and ore dashed under bim, caught her
up. ‘He did ‘not hear the erash that

followed. All he saw was the upturned
face of the girl he loved, swinging a
hundred feet above death'in bls strong
arms, sife. §
L] - - L ] L
About 3,000 mlles away a durk aod
splendidl woman was looking critically
at her mnld. “Elolse,” she was saying,
“1 don't llke to be wnked this early in
the niorping. | bave told you often
enough ubout this. What do you meiin
by disturbing me for u mere latter?"
“You told me, madame, nlways. to
call you when there wis A letter In this.
handwriting." ;
The woman under the rosente cover-
lets beld out her jeweled hand. The
mald guve one swift glance at her
mysterions avariclous eyes and wvun-
ished. Asshe closed tho door after her
the envelope; torn into shreds, fell to
the floor,
Mre,  Dnrnell sat up alertly and
quickly perused the slow, even seript
written on the old fashioned blue lined
paper of u country hotel:
Dear Cousln Jenn—S8ince you last heard
from mo I bave found Gallon. 1 .am leav-
Ing todny for Bilent Valley., JlA “Master
Key” mine Is only ten miles from thera,
Won't he be surprised to ses me? I will
lel.lyou know later how our schema comes
out,
Goodby for now. Keep mum! As ever,
HARRY.
When Gallon thought he had killed
Wilkerson he Lbecnme infected with the
Ineradicable discase of dread, In his
conversygtion with Jobn Dorr he had
given frst expression to his foelings,
The young mining englneer on ncconnt
of his youth did not fully understand
that men do not spenk of such things
untll age—loosener of tongues ng well
a8 of the chords of life—suddenly op-
preseeg them—mukea them feel help-
less, brings them to o reallzatlon of
what the nitimate fact of detth means
He had bavely caught the appenl In
the old man's volce when he had com-
prehended tuth's peril

mine, He stared up at that dark bole |

long ktretches of ties to teaverse, and |

He stendied himself gnd thanetie, bis |

saw the ore car emerge and o/ it the |

better thin e that her strength wos |
Hig trained 8ye caught sight-of one| |

Hoe yelled down to the en: |

pulled lils throttie wide open. und us he f
Aid 'so John Dort awung himsell oven

‘ber. fathier's attitude,
“woftly towand bim.

h' WM nl.'
cloged, compelied ta by hiz tro
consclence, ‘but be was recalléd
loved and faulliar volce: it wi
bending ever bim, sayling F'n
father, what in the matter i
The ol ninn suddeniy looked Gp, i
tearful that be was to seo that f
and hated face. “Ruth!" be said,
it wtruck Lim that on her face
look almost of terror, Sl i
He must reassure her, Dread
‘fenr mnd terror do not belong I

b r g nt WL}
HiFather, fathery ‘What s ‘the
fivis: of minfdens;

offort he pulled! by B{f togethior. dne
amiled, . : L G

“Why, nofhiag was the mntier; child.
[ was only thinking.!' 2
i |

But there was apmething in his
thit mude Ruoth drow bock. In bee In
hocence slie hnd ot learned to discesn
the differcnce « between  the  variols
rude passiond that goveru tuls '
Bhe wiia still ufrald.  Bhe cfépl o
door.” A A ot
(Galloy let bis heud fall on the ¢
upon his empty arms, - W=

As Huth closed the door soffly bee|
bind her she saw u light birmmg im|
Jdohn Dore's cabln, and there fooded| =
over her a sense of relief that there|
Wwas some one to whom she conld go.|
Careless of malden modesty, western
&irl as she was, vbsessed by the fear|
of that strange Wcene she had just left|
In the bungalow, she fled up the hill|
toward that one bencon that held out| -
’ILopn of lfe and—did she know 3=

ve. - 1
Once at the door she knocked hard
becnuse It seemed to ber that she tad|
been  pursued up the hill' by some
strange and miserable demon,

“John, John!" she cried. o
The door was flung open, and he ap.
peared, his bulk filllng the yellow open-
Ing from jamb to Jamb, ;
The momoent he appeared It enme
over her that she hnd done an uncon: |
ventional thing, yet there was that de
mon of fear ereéping up the hill dfter
ber, and she turned ber eves to thel
kind, brave face of the engineer nnd
held out her slender nrms ped whis
pered: “John. 1 dom't understind
Something has happened, Inm soared ™
dJohn Dorr looked down ot Uer fuly
face for n moment und shnt s oy
Hds. Was it tehe thit she bnd @ nnliy
come to him? He, too, felt the presige
of dread. Way down the hill, ncross
the guleh drenchied in moonllight and
shadows, it seemed to him that hie siw
ane of those grotesgque und inipossible
figures, mirages of the doesert wdgin
Then be took Ruth Into L% strons
arme,

Thus It s In this worll that thos
whose arms are empty feéel the fingers
or fear af thelr thronts, nnd onls: those

whose nrms are Hled enn ook botd)y
Into the nlght and defy the tonds uf
darkness,

And the mian whse nrms held noth:
Ing, whose huuds wore elinebod In o
agony of cnlminnting foar snw thrgush

The old man, with shaking Hmbs,
had wuatchied the rescue. When he
gw thot Mils donghter was sufe he

k4o percelyod the selution of his prob. |
lem.  Here waos o gulcl . mind needel |
te protect Ruth's property.  Somewhere |
in that hill was the viebest of Califor: |
nin gold, Once wore he sabd to him. I
self, *John Dorr can find ‘the master |
key.' " i
Feeling himself too weak to meet the
girl who wis now clinging limply to
her rescuer and also discernlng fn his
own slowing pulse that his time wan
shiort, he went down the hill, crossed

the window o Ogure of 4 wah on Horss
baek on the erest of the Wil
. - -

A il dork, steern man, who did not
tip the porter, ‘got off e Overlod éx
presy ub Sttent Valley,  The bicele oy
let Iny there Uke o milmge of some
man's dreinn. Thete swins bt ohe fa
millar building In the ace. and Harey
Wilkerson gazed ot it and smiled

“Well," bhe snld aodibly, “Lhix jooks
lke old times! Now to find Gitllon!”

It seems thnt (o thatclear durk which
marks the DLorder Hoe  botwoen e

the guleh without & word to the won-

ploslon deafened her. She stood up
now in the wildly speeding car and
erled, “John, John!"” 2

dering miners and entered tbhe bungn-
iow.

(Comtimved n'ﬁn 4)




