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I.

Two men stood atop the low cliffs on the seaward side of the
Peninsula of Monterey. They were wholly unlike in every particular
of dress, of equipment, of physical makeup, of age; yes, even of
occupation, for while the one was gazing steadfastly across the
sea, the eyes of the other were occupied as steadfastly with his
companion.

The latter was indeed worthy of survey. He was long, lean, wiry
and tanned. His head was bound with a kerchief. The upper part of
his body was muffled in a voluminous garment without buttons; the
front flaps overlapping deeply across the chest, held in place by a
wide beaded belt. This garment was heavily thonged or fringed
around the bottom of its skirt and along the seams of its sleeves,
but many of the thongs were missing, having been cut away for use
as occasion had required. The belt supported a pouch of
considerable capacity, a knife in a sheath, and a narrow-bladed
small ax. From a strap across the man's shoulder depended a
stoppered buffalo horn that had been scraped so thin that the
grains of gunpowder could be discerned through its substance. His
lower extremities were incased in leggings which, startlingly, had
no seat, and on his feet he wore ornamented moccasins. The material
of the various garments was the same. It looked like some kind of
soft and shiny black satin, but was in reality buckskin, worn by
long use. At this moment he was resting his chin on the back of his
hands, which were, in turn, clasped across the muzzle of a rifle so
long of barrel that, though he was well over six feet in height, it
furnished a comfortable support. He was clean-shaven and
lean-faced, and might have been anywhere from thirty to fifty years
of age.

He seemed totally oblivious of the other man's existence;
thoughthe latter was, in his way, quite as worthy of remark. This
was a short, broad man. He wore thrust back on his head a
flat-crowned, wide-brimmed black hat, probably of straw, though it
had been so heavily glazed by varnish that it might have been of
tin. The ends of its wide ribbon band hung in swallowtails
alongside his ear. A knit jersey, striped horizontally in blue and
white, defined every muscle in his powerful torso. His trousers
fitted nearly as closely as far as the knees, when suddenly they
flared into what might almost be described as miniature skirts. His
feet were bare and brown. As for his age, that, too, was
indeterminate, though something simple, almost childlike, in the
expression of his face deprived it of the other's maturity, if not
of his years. Indeed, at this moment that expression was of a
rather awed small boy at a circus. He was staring at the other man,
his mouth half open, in a species of admiring incredulity to which
its object paid not the smallest attention. Several times he seemed
about to speak. At length he cleared his throat with visible
determination.

"What you lookin' at, mate?" he rumbled in a hoarse voice.

The other did not glance in his direction. Nevertheless, he
replied.

"The sea," he answered.

The sailor squinted his eyes.

"I don't make out nothin'," he said after a moment. "There's
nothin' out there."

The tall stranger raised his head, stretched as though
awakening, turned toward his questioner.

"I've never seed it afore," said he.

"Never seed it afore! The sea?" echoed the sailor stupidly.

"I've seed the Big Salt Lake, back yander"—he waved a
vague hand toward the east—"and that's a heap of water,
looked like to me. But allus they been tellin' me of the sea. So I
made up my mind I'd come look."

The sailor spat and shifted his quid to his other cheek.

"Well, what do you think of her?" he asked.

"She's awful flat," submitted the Mountain Man simply.

The sailor burst into a hoarse laugh.

"Say that off'n Cape Stiff!" said he.

"Anon?"

"Cape Stiff—Cape Horn."

"You been thar?"

"How'd you think I'd get here? Fly?"

"You a sailor?" asked the Mountain Man, with a sudden show of
interest.

"What you think I was?"

"I couldn't figger. What for you wear yore pants like that?
Foofaraw?"

"Pants? Like what?" the sailor was taken aback.

"Looks like it's mouty tanglin', walkin' in things like that.
What for all the slack?"

"Tangling, my eye!" snorted the sailor indignantly. "I'd like to
see you roll them things"—he glanced with scorn at the
other's tight leggings—"when you go to sluice decks." He
stooped rapidly and demonstrated.

The other laughed in a pleased fashion, but without making a
sound. He laid the rifle on the ground, squatted on his heels. From
his belt he drew the ax, and from the pouch produced a sack of
tobacco. It now appeared that the handle of the ax was hollow, and
that the nub on the butt of the narrow blade was also hollow, so
that, held upside down, the ax became a pipe. The sailor
contemplated this with admiration. But evidently the pants business
still rankled.

"Look a here," he said suddenly, "whyn't you scrape your ax
handle? She's so greasy and slippery now that a man couldn't hang
onto her to save his neck."

The Mountain Man glanced up at him with surprise; then down on
the implement in his hand.
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