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: " : - CHAPTER V.

i The Night Rider. i
4 HE lght In the bungalow on
the blll across the walley
winked as some one 'passed
beneath it and the window.
T ean mee clearly enough” sajd Wil

He rods slowly down the steep hill
Hll he reached the pumpling 'engine.
Bill Tubbs, the bulky, sedden faced
engineer, came to the doorway.

“Is this *“The Master Eey?T" de
manded Wilkerson.

“It certainly i8.” was the response.

“And—old Tom Gallon runs it

‘Wiikerson pulled out a flask, divining
Bill Tubbe' rullng vice, and the en-
2 long drink. wiped' his
the back of his olly hands.
looking for Thomas Gal.
be owns this mine,

ran by a young girl

there (o that bunmgalow on the hiL

You see, Tom ain't up to what he used

to be. The ore s getting worse every

dhy and the old man's sick up there in
his house.” .

“I'm going up to see him now,” sald

Wilkerson. He rode on a few yards

and surveyed the snug honses, stamp
mill and all the apparatus of the grow-
ing mine and snarled: “So this is what
he wanted for himself!” .

The man bhe was seeking lay prop-
ped up in bed. To Ruth he gave ev-
erything—allks and down' and all the
soft things of this Wfe. Himself he
still slept on a hard cot with a straw
plllow under his head—that is, he had
slept. It seemed to him that sleep
had forever fled, and he was now look-
iog up into Ruth's face almost plead:
Ingly, trying to keep hls grim old lips
from asking sympathy. There was
reason in his mind that be should ac-
cept no tender ministration from the
lovely girl who stood beside him. His
pacrifice must be complete; so when
his daughter bent over him and asked
him If he felt all right he mustered a
smile,

*There's nothing the matter with me,
Ruth,'" he was saying, and his glance
sought that of John Dorr, who stood
at the foot of the bed. The eyes of
the two men met, and Dorr impercep-

~tibly nodded his head in token that he
would not tell. Not that he yet knew
the secret of “The Master Key," but
he recognized- the“fact that sooner or
Iater he was to know.

Ruth stooped over and sald:

“Papa, | don't belleve you do feel
well T'm going to make you some
thing hot to drink I'll bring you a
toddy." And she went into the kitch-
en and shut the door. '

When she was gone John nodded a
pleasant “Good night,” and also left.

Then old Thomas Gallon rose and
went to his worn desk and got bis well
thombed diary.

“I am haunted.” be wrote slowly,; “al.
ways haunted. Am I to die without
knowing whether Wilkerson s alive
and that Ruath Is safe?”

, At that moment he glanced up and
thought he eaw the sinister face of his
former pariner at the window. By the
strongest effort of will he managed to
<ontrol himself and went on writing:

“Wilkerson wstill alive by nightl
When will he come out into the day?
He shall never have the key that
would unlock the secret to my little
girl's happiness. T will trust John.”

Fancy to yourself scenes that inust
have fléd like sawift films before the
ol man's eyes as bhe put the diary
away. The desert and its mortal
thirst; Wilkerson, ever drinking greed:

* {ly of preclous wster; gold; murder;
his escape with the plans, their loss
in the chest when the vessel went
down in a caldron of flame: the image
of his dying wife; the picture of the
babe he had lifted from her chill breast
—Ruth, for whom he had suffered. Ha
bowed his head on his folded nrms.

Such is the bitterness that the night
brings upon those who are alone,

When Ruth came in with the steam-

of toddy she quietly set the

wn and went out on the porch
at the Nght across the guich
larked John Dorr's window.

g
i

;

i

Youth was calling to yo o
1t was no mpparition bkt Gallon
seen at the window time, It was

really Wilkerson, who, aftér one satis
fled glance, rode swiftly away.

It was midnight when be rapped at
the door of the Valle Vista rallroad
station and called-the sleepy agent.

"l want to get a telegram throngh
right away,” he gald brusquely. ‘“There
Is an extra dollar in your pocket If you
can rush It” :

The slender boy who represented the
Rocky Mountain Southgrn raflroad si.
lently led the way in, turned up the
wick of the lamp and shoved blanks
and peocll across the counter.

“You look half asleep to me,” Wilker-
s0n growled as be picked up the pen-
dl. L

The boy scanned the strapger quiet.
Iy and opened the drawer of hls tel
egmmph desk and foced his visitor
ngain. Wilkerson caught the glint of
the steel barrel of a revolver in that
drawer. £

“You must have some money o the:
safa’” he snaried

The boy looked at him with steely
biue eyes and stated In a perfectly
matter of fact tone, "l merely wanted
to show you that 1 am awake” Thelr
glances met It was Wilkerson's eyes
that fell. : B

He grasped the pencil and wrots on
the yellow blank:

Valle Vista, Cal, March 1T,
\I-n Darnell, Astor House, New York

City, N. Y3

Have [ound Gallon at last
“Master Key'" mine tomprrow.

WILKERSON,

Address

operator and sajd roughly; “Now, earn
that extra dollac!™ He banged two sil-
ver coins on the counter.

The operator scanned the message,
took another look at his customer and
ahioved one of the colns back.

¥The cherge to New Yoik B §L” b

mid mildly.
Wilkerson scowled. *"Well, rush that
anywayl” He strode out of the little
office and mounted his Lorse. The
wenry animal tried to turn in toward
its accustomed corral, but its rider
relned It sharply back ioto the road
toward *“The Master Key” mine

“l think Gallon will recognize me,"
be muttered to himself.

Tom Kane, who since the beginning
of the camp had been the open handed
but close mouthed cook, sounded his
triangle.

Immeédiately poured out from the
quarfers of the upmarried men a
stream of miners. As he had done for
many years, Thomas Gallon weut to
the window to watch this morning
ceremony. He saiw that the men greet.

Y John Dorr respectfully, yet gen-
ally.

“It was a lucky day when John Dorr
came,”" he muttered to himself, Then
bis eye caught the fgure of a horse
man riding lelsurely down the street.
apparently careless of the scowls from
the men against whomn he brushed
roaghly.

The old man rubbed his ayes feebly
and looked again. Yes, it woas true
He conld never mistake that figure or
that satarnine visage. God! Why had
his bullet not gone throngh that face?
He reached for his gun with somewhat
of the vigor of youth; be wus safe now,
One shot out of that window and that
figury that had haunted him for years
would tumble and fall and forever dis.
Appear from his life, He could do it
He put the gun down quletly and
dropped his chin on his breast. He re-
alived that hia years of struggle had
broken down the indomitable ap!rit of
his youth and his pride. He was nn old
man; bo could not keap Wilkerson from
coming back. -

Harry Wilkerson saw that face at
the window, and his smile hardened
He thought he wonld take Gallon by
surprise possibly, but before he rapped

on the redwood door Gallon bad had
time %0 clutch the® key—*“The Master
Eey” to the riches in San Jacinte
mine—and hurriedly thrust it into a
drawer in tbe desk and shut it from
sight.

He shoved the paper across to the |

“Still Partners in The Maater Key.”
JmaD said tly, “Pardneri™ o

“Pardner!” sild Gallon, ns if incred-
nlons. He called to his ald all his frafl
physical strength to face the Onal ca-
tastrophe.

“BH'] partners,” sald Wilkerson, step-
, piog on in and closing the door; “still
! partners In "The Master Eeyl' "

Involuntarily Galion clutched at his
throat, where that golden key hung
80 Jong. Conld be Hve to fight this
thing through? The agony in his chest
was unbearable “What do you want?”
he asked hoarsely,

Wilkerson flung, his riding quirt on
the table and. pulled off his gantleta.
“Well” he dragled, “partuer, 1 guesa
there are several things 1 want."” He
fixed his dark eyes on the old man
“And there's one thing l'm going .to
‘have, and that's my share of ‘The
Master Key.' " -

“Your share? parried Gallon.

“My share!" said Wilkerson, realis-
Ing that he controlled the sifuation. T
have returued for my just due!

“Now, llsten, partner. I am golng to
stand no nousense.”

‘“What have you been doing all these
years?" the old man asked dully.
“Why baven't you been here before?’

“None of your business," sonrled Wil
kerson. “All I've got to say Is that I
managed to get to New York. Now I'm
back after finding out that you made
& strike, the And you mide when we
were partnérs. How did yon get back
bhere?™

Gallon looked at his enemy with the
simplicity of an old man telling a
proved truth. ‘“They were all rmy
friends,” he sald.

“Friends? sald Wilkerson In a sud
denly changed volce, and, thrusting his
contorted face ‘close to Gallon's, *1
don't care about your friends, but yon
beiter care nbout tbe enemy yoo
made.” '

For ome (nstant the mine owner's
face grew stern and pitiless, But be
heard a step on the outside porch, and
his face softened.

“My God, Harry; 1 4ia it for the
glivll" X

The evil sonl of Wilkerson flared be
dind thowe cold eyes of his, und ftor
the #irst rime in his life be told the
rrath of his inmost henrt, “And | most
viave my slinre of "The Mnaster Koy® to
oy «n womun.”

"SWhit wamin®

Wilkersou feaned torward, and his
pe hisgert hate ne heo roturned: “Do
Yoo rdmemlier tiin! wotndp M Valle

Vistu five yoirs apo-ihint woman youo
thought your fittie duushiter wo good
1o =gk tur It wia- you whe drove
L ol ol woasigs aint oW =he <milied
fatufionsts - Sl et npd o New
York, and sine nntes yon!™

Guilon tewedl s Hegsd

“Wihat = 4t yeu winl Harry?* be
whispwered kil

The pther min pulled a paper om

An the door swung open the two men
looked 4t each other. Then the younger

uf his pocket und threw It on the ta

‘1 be could not

‘['sternation:

‘| stinctive fear of Thomas Gallon, be
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partn the office

| omce more. This tme ulhuw _
with +Kane, the old . and an
other, In front of the cook house :

“Come bere, Tom, Who is that talk.

|/ing to that girl of yours 1 he snidl = -

Gallon got up b

‘walked over to the’window, and

repress an expression of

od up the paper. “Blgn herel" he sald

Wilkerson picked up a pes, dipped It
‘and put it in the old man's band
“gignr

\ -Just as the Inst letter of that sigua-
fure, which had so long stood for re-
‘spectability, was blotted at the foot of
/the paper Ruth entered, /

“Your father has just made me su-
perintendent of this mine. I'm his old
‘partuer, you knowi"

Ruth looked at her father with con-
i “Why — why =1 ' thooght

n‘l_

/hla lps. “Yes," he said dully, “I bave
made my old—my old—partoer superin-
tendent of “The Master Key.'" =~

“I expect we'll see a good deal of
each other from now on,’” Wilkemson
pald slikily, and with those slim, white'
@ngers of Lils be reached ont and pinch:
od Ruth's cheek,

Ruth did not draw back. Bhe clinch.

recelved a blow in the mouth thmt
made him atagger back. i
At the moment that he recelved that
stinging blow he Beard a movemont to
one side of him, and, with the bid in-

drew away back with his band on the
gun at his hip. He met the faring
ayea of the old man, who had risen
from his seat, and understood that fin-
til life left that decrepit frame ts mas
tering passlon—the passion: which be
could not' hope to mastar—would; be
love for the girl whom hé bad joa¥ fn:
salted

He made a darlong apology, the apolo-
gy of the coward and the lar. "1'beg
your pardon, Ruth, but you used to =it
on my knee when you were a little
one.”

8he merely ginnced at him and went
ont of the bungalow. Hhe did not see

ber father rise to his full height apd

“{ can't do it1"

stralghten his bent shoulders to say,
“I killed you once for ber sake, and,
d—n you, U'll kill you agnin, old as |
am[™

“Oome on,” Wlilkerson sald roughly,
“don't get excited. Now take me dowm
and introduce me to the hoys."

Gallon sighed heavily as he obayed
apd took him to where John Dorr was
now starting his day's work

*John,” be sald heavily, "this is Har-
ry Wilkerson, the new superintendent
of the mine. He used to be my part.
ner. It won't Interfere with your work
any.” He pansed for breath. ‘In faet,
it will cake a lot of extra detnils off
your shoulders.”

John looked at Wilkerson. His beart
wae fAlled with bitterness, bat he slm-
ply said, “All right, Mr. Gallon,” and
left.

“Well,” sald Wilkermon, “I'll take
charge right away.” He picked up a
telegraph blank and sat down at the
desk with & new assurance. As If he
had been dlamissed by his superior,
Thomas Gallon stepped fesbly away,
Whien Be was gone Wikedon wrobs
repidly:

“Master Koy Mine"
March I8 15—
Jean Darn-on.! Astor House, New York

l_lll"l ,t.l.ltb.en appointsd superintend-
eal of this mine; tell George: letter fol-
ows. HARRY.

via Blent WValley,

“I'here's a contruet for you Lo

Hba stared down at his own signature
with & strange foo!ing thag it way new

(477 Wl iceliet. . “Oh,  that's ‘the mining”epgt- h&
{J&m of “The Master Key,” John Dosr!" '
WIth'a quick swing Wilkerson was >
};back. leaning over the table. He pick-

]Me..u’. | s W ‘
", Galton made aslast talnt protest: 1 |
ean'tdoftr T S .t

Thom=; Gellon looked ap and wiped |

ad her firm iittle hand and Wilkerson |

Gallon slowly'n
oupEplow,

o e

and

vered. ' “T'va alresidy
mine and abont my old partner,” /
“Wilkerson "

“Yes, Wilkerson; but there is anoth: '

or secret. | lost the location of the |

wmother lode In n wreck at sen.

wordleasness of eternity over, -
Aim,* John gently lald bim down
and called Ruth.

“Father!® sha called softly as she |

the bedside T
Gallon stood on the: great
he turned back a moment
is strength. Then be mo
his goaried hnnd for John

tooped over. :
dohnl 1 leave Ituth “The.
" in my desk—bring it
Y aait

knelt by
“.. i

8..2
i

2
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3
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whispered:
/ "Read Ie1" ; ati
John Dorr opened the document and:
vead ft aloud: Y-
#8881 leuve all my property to mj
danghter, Huih, to oome intd her fuu

mlm on her! slghteenth. birthday. |
her nevar to lot go of *The Mate

&?’"‘whhh will: maks ‘my Ittle i

Bo ran the Inst words. The old mub
lifted; himself atill farther up nnd can
ed_Tor a pon nbd Ink. hen my-rer
ing his faflidg powersdiie weore i
Arm band the further woirds: £

I direot thut my daughter keeap Harry
‘Wilkerson as superintendent untll sha Iv
elghtesn. 1 appoint as exocutor of this
my last will and tesiament, John Dorr,

THOMAB GALLON.

The pen fell from his Angers, and be
lifted his trembling hand to his throat
and tore at the string that beld the
golden key, It broke, und be put tlie
key in Ruth's lap.

“That fs the secrot,” he muttered
“John knows—und Wilkerson. Trust
John." Agnin he opened his eyes and
motioned townrd the desk. *The let
ter!” he croaked.

Ruth's quick Intuition led her to the
desk agali, nud she fouyd in the same
drawer that had held the will a sealed
envelope nddressed:

Jdhn Dorr:

To be opened on Ruth's elghteenth
birthday, Sooner If her wellfare (s threat-
ened

Gullon tuined ' his dliinming eyes to
Ruth, who took bgth his chilling hands
In hers.

“Child! “The Master Key' kocp al
Waya neir you, Bome dny!'—he choked
=it will bring you riches, happines
and love." '

. L] - L] L] L] -

When be first heard that Gallon was
dead Wilkerson was appalied. He
thought of the woman in New York
and regained his courage. This wus a
case where he tnnst win by brute force
He must immodintely ahow hin author
ity. He wiu atiuck first woold win,
e thought: yvet In the boek of his con
sclousness woa Lhe renllsttion that he
@d not know what disposition Gallon
had made.of the proparty. And where
was that rich veln of gold thnt wonld
bay him Jean Darnell, with ber velve
ways and her dark eyes of topan?

Perhaps becanse for several years he
had not bandléd other men, bUl Devn
Bimeelf a mere cog In o great machine,
‘Willkerson mistook the spirit of tbe
mipers. He did not understand that
they bnd a profound respeet for Thom.
as Gallon,

“I must get these people In hnod”
thought Wilkerson, “and do It quick.”

He spent the afterncon In mnking s
schedule for n sweeplng reduction lo
wages, Then he seot for Bill Tubbs
the engincer. When he had dome,
gross, liquor sodden nnd half Insolent.
the superintendent Inughed at him.

*Tubbs, whnt dn.yon know abou,
this mine?"

“Well,” Tubbs nuswered. “the ore
panoed out pretty goud far ashile, bot
they lost the mother lode. There ain't
A carlond worth a doilar eome out of
bere In three months, and that Httle
gitl ap on the bill won't have aeoth

fhig at All unfess she takes the advice
of some of us old tiwers and fres that
youpg squirt of na engioeer, John
Dore."

Wlitemn leaned over and his face

i you s little about my fnding this |

votlig Ulmssit by th

girl bad’ renlly “bien e
‘pendent upon hor fa

d paper was broughr |’

duties o wouthing’ Ruth
only s chlld. hut

Al i .
tion, She trisi) hintl to be Lo,

the daya were lotix und the nigbie fnow |

or. The cook hotme blonmd witi

Nl for

wonld tell hor of BIN AR e
In New York |

“1'd fove (y s New York:
o dogen  thus, gl
Jolip woulid sudle ot her
ahall." 1 'l.__ g
Nelther of thioun renlized ting Clivomu
atancex wantd shortly” enke them Lot l

though sepnrntely. 1o Now York Tl

there svais pilinge op 00 seeret deawiel
In Wilketson's desk lotters srittion i |
a sobnls niript Rume. of them inf

Acented envelopes on. emboss

,pl et
Each one of them whnx aigned * m 7

Dargell."  Wlhebh the seventh letter

leamie the ' stiperintendent reread ff

many times: 3 I
Astor House, New York, May 18, 10~
Dear Harry—-From what you say and

Crom what | learn from George, L thinkf =

that I would ba willlng to put ‘up (he
Dey to buy control of your 'Aaste)
ey mine, but you must be sure about

this. 'I'know that old Gallon made monay |

out of it, but I'm also sure that be was
eonosaling something, na vou think. Make
tha mine worth while and—well, I remam
bor my days in that eamp=I"d llke'my re
venge. George Everett will tandle the
stock end of It very quietly when you say
the word. Don't let your ugly (emper get
away from you and ook out for Dorr.

! JEAN DARNELL.

“Now,” thought Wilkerson exultant.
Iy. I ean put the screws on Dorr.  1'I}
fire him.'

‘At this moment the wnn he 'wi:
thinking eo bltterly of appeared, an:
Wilkerson, while his courage was ath |
freab, mald insolently: *l see you nre
spending 8 good deal of time out of
your office. The mine can't afforc
such extravagance, | guess we'll Lav,
to bave & new mining enginear. I'm
sent for one, #o you bettor pack.”

For the moment John did not speik
They confronted each other for a mu
ment; then Dorr turned on his' hee:

and walked off. As he di4 so he brosh. |

o1 loto old Tom Kane,

“The mipers won't stand any mor:
of Wilkerson, and they are going t
strike tonight, when the day shil:
comes off,” Tom croaked. “Lots of
them are packing thelr dude now
get out. D—n him; he bas ruloed Hetl:
Ruthfe's property!" y

John looked out of the window anc
realized that the varlous groups of
miners, tired, sullen, as If waiting ot
something, made nn ugly pleture.

“I'm afruld it's op to them, Tom.'
Be sald. a lttle huskily, "1 bave been
dlscharged, and | am leaving myself
mn_n

He was petfectly amazed ‘at the ef
fect of his wonds. Dropping the coffee
pot with a crash on the top of the
range, Tom Kame dashed out of the
door and Into the nearest groop ol
miners, gesticnlating and langhing hnr&

terically. He sald two words and the
rushed bnek, hls tright eyea gleaming
Aercely.

‘“That saves the mine for Rathle,
John." be gusped. “The mimers were
just going to quit quletiks. Now they

will make Wikerson take you back.

suddenly grew white in its inteasity of
expression.

(Oomitnved on Page 6) |




