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CHAPTER XIl.—Continued.

Two hundred fect from the house
the doz paused and sniffed the air.
Then, with a yelp, he plunzed to the
right, made for a rock which showed
dim through the snow, and burrowed
frantically into a drift on its leeward
side. In the white mass Blake saw a
dark object, and as he reached the
rock it moved. The next instant a
bearded face appeared from the folds
ol a heavy fur overcoat, and a man
struggled unsteadily to his feet.

“Can you walk?" shouted Blake,
grasping him by the arm.

“I think gaid the stranger, as
he grasped “How far is
it

“Not
agingly.
help von”

Once in the
seated himsell
Blake produced
fucl on the fire,

“"Keep yvour hands and feet away
from the stove, if they are frozen,”
cautioned Blake.

“I'm not frost-bitten,” was
stranger's reply, as he clapped
hands vieorously and pinched his
cars. | was completely done for., If
yvou hadn't found me when you did,”
he said with much feeling, as he ex-
tended his hand, 1 should never have
left there alive!”

At the sound of the man’s voice |
James Blake started and gazed in-
tently at him. When the bearded |
stranger raised his and offered
his hand the recognition was com-
plete,

“John Burt, or I'm a ghost!
know me. John?”

“Jim Blake!”

The New Englander is not demon-
strative in his emotions or affections,
but the joy which danced in the eves
of reunited  friends as  they
shook hands and slapped eaeh other
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the back was more cloguent than |
words.

“This
Jim!” exclaimed John, his hand on |
Jim's shoulder. “But for you. cld
chum. my California experience woull
How small the
i we shonld meet here, ol

on

too good to bhe trae,

sS0ems

have been ended
world is, tha
all places on earth!”

“Take off your cloin: o
bhed, John,” direcred Blake, as

pushed John into a chair and tugged

info |
he

s and zet

at his frozen boots
and you'll be all right.
Non't talk, but
tinmies, during the next
hours, John fell into a drowse,
by force of will he roused
The reaction after the awful struggle |
in the drifts was severe, hut he mas-

Lie quiet and
p awake.”

two
it
himself.

rest. ke

Several

tered it and was himself agzain. Blake |

resources of his larder |
which John enjoyved as

his life, and Dog did

exhausted the
in a dinner,
neaver bhet
not o hungry.
Then pipes wers
seated near the red-hot

friends

ore 1n

e produced, and,
stove, the two
recounted some of the events |
which had marked their lives during
the preceding six years. It seemed
aces to both of them. The striplings
of seventeen were now stalwart men.

Biake listened eagerly to his friend's

recital of the events leading up to the |

quarrel with Arthur Morris. Jim
clenched his hands and Ieaned ex-
citedly forward whea Jchn told of the
strugegle §ith Morris in the tavern
“l have sometimes thought,” said
John, “that I should have remained
and faced the charge of murder which

| my
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| place,

| the air.

“No as T tell you |
[ a

| were approaching me when |

| about the broken neck?”

might have been made against me.
That was my first impulse. I did not
kill Morris, and it is cnly by chance
that he did not kill me, The revolver
was still in his hand when he fell,
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“How rich, and how badly in love?"”

“My strokes of fortune and my love
affalre are all jumbled together,” ex-
plained Blake, laughing heartily.
“You'll have a bad opinion of me,
John, but I've reformed and am going
to lead a better life. 1 made my first
sirike on the Little Calaweras. Talk
about luck! That was a funny thing.
I broke my neck and discovered a
gold mine and a sweetheart in doing
it

“Broke your neck?
jesting!”

Surely vou're
!

“M's a faet, just the same,” as-
serted Blake, thoughtfully rubbing the
back his neck, which showed no
signs of fracture. “1 was a greenhorn
then, and my prospecting expeditions
were the joke of the old stagers. |1
bouzht a horse and a Mexican saddle
and prowled through all the moun-
tains and foothills back of the Little
Calaveras. One afternoon 1 was fol-
lowing a trail that skirted along the
side of a mountain. There's a lot of
woodchueks in those hills, and in bur-
rowing around one of them loosened
a rock, which came rolling down in
direction. My horse saw and
heard it, and shied off the trail, He
slid about twenty feet and then fell,
amd as he went my right foot went
through the stirrnp. He rolled over
me, and we started down the slope.
Sometimes [ was on top, and some-
times he was on top.

“Four or five hundred feet below 1
saw a thin row of trees, and 1 knew
they marked the edge of a cliff. For
some reason there’'s most always a
fringe of trees at these jumping off
places. We were going like lightning.
Just as we nearced the edge the horse
rolled aover we again. As I came on
top I saw that we were Zoing to pass
between two small trees. A big
rock slewed the horse around, and he
went down head first. 1 grabbed at a
tree, and by the merest chance threw

of
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my free leg arcund it. I held like
grim death to a coon, and heard the
leather snap as the horse went over
the preecipice. If it had been a first-
saiddle T wouldn't here fto
the tale. 1 was hanging down
the ciifi. It was eighteen hun-
feet deep to the first stopping
and 1 saw that horse, all
spraddled ont, turn over and over in
I closed my eves so zs noct
him strike. Then 1 crawled
few feet and sat down hehind
rock. That's the last thing 1 re-
member until 1 woke up in bed, An
doctor, whose breath smeiled of
hguor. was beanding over me, and
near him was one of the prettiest
girls I ever saw. She and her father
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to slide doewn the mountain,
name Jenny Rogers.”
Jim sighed and paused.
“This is growing romantie, but how
asked John.
“It was broken. or dislocated, which
is about the thing,” continued
Blake. “Jeany's father Inew of an

was

same

| old Spanish doetor, about forty miles
| away.

him.
wonder on bones. He was black as
an Indian and uglier than sin. He
felt around my neck, swore softly in
Spanish, rolled :ne over on my face,
climbed on my back, jabbed his knees

went for

and

into my shoulder blades, and grabbed |

me by the jaws.
quick wrench.
rockets; something cracked and I be-
came senseless. When I awoke he
had my neck in splints, and was jab-
bering Spanizh to Rogers. He said
he was the on!yv white man in the
world who could sot a broken neck,
and I guess he was. He had learned
the trick from an Indian medicine

He gave my head a

though I had bent his wrist so that
he could not turn it against me. It
was one of those new
weapons and Morris shot himself. But
I had no witnesses, and Grandfather
Burt and—and others advised me to
put myself beyond the reach of a
prosecution in which all the money
and infiuence would have been against
me. But tell me of yourself, Jim.
What have yon done in California,
and what has the Golden State done
for you?"

“It would take me a week, John, to
tell my experiences of the last five
vears,” said Jim Blake, tossing an-
other log into the fire. “Most of them
would not interest you, some might
amuse you, and others would make
you mad. I['ve been rich three times,
John, and in love twice—no, three

self-cocking |

| if it wasn't gold!

times.”

man. He charged me twenty-five dol-
lars, and teold me to lie quiet for a
week. Jenny Rogers nursed me, and
of course I fell in love with her. 1
was in their cabin, and near by Mr.
Rcgers had located some valuable
claims.

“Here is the most remarkable part
of this story,” Blake went on. “When
[ was able to dress I picked up that
cursed Mexican stirrup to see how the
leather happened to break. It was a
steel affair, and 1 noticed some bright
vellow spots in the crevices. Blamed
[ didn’t say a word,
but when I was strong enough [ went

back and climbed slowly down t#e |

place where my horse fell. It was
easy to follow it. Near the edge of
the cliff I found an outcropping of
gold-bearing ore, and the mark

where the metal part of my stirrupi
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| satad

Her |

I saw a thousand sky- i

had seratched it. I out a
claim and sopld it to Jenny's father for
a hundred and twenty-five thousand
dollars, He's made two millions out
of it. I made love to Jenny, and

slaked
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think she world have had me, bnt I |

went to San Franeisco and dropped
the hundred and twenty-five thousand
on the mining exchange. 1 went back
and asked Jenny to wait until I made
another fortune. She said she’d think
abont [t. I guess she did. A year
later she married a man who Is now a
United States Senator.. So [ broke
my mneck, lost my fortune and my
sweetheart all in less than a year."”

“And what have you now?”

“This mountain chateau,” replied
Blake, with a lordly sweep of his arm,
“and ahole in the ground back of it
Then I have a fine view of the valley,
a good appetite, a slumbering con
science, and—and Dog, here, whao
never upbraids
kinds of a fool.

John told the of the
sailor and his map, and read an ex-
tract from Peter Burt's letter. Then
he produced the map, and they spread
it out on the table and examined it
by the light of the lantern.

“I followed the trail all right,” ex-
plained John, “until the storm set in,
and then I had to feel my way. De
fore 1 my bearings 1 was abdut
two miles from the point where this
sailor elaims to have found zold. I
kept near the edge of the cliff until 1
could go no further, and then eidrled

story dying

lost

up behind that roek in the hope that |

the storm would ecease.”

Blake studied the map with grow-
ing interest and excitement. With a
splinter from a log as a marker he
traced the trail,

“I know every foot of it!” he ex-
claimed, resting the point of the
splinter on a round spot on the map.
“Here is Fisher's Lake. You came
that far by stage. Here is the creek
which you follow for.seven miles un-
til you come to the old Wormley trail.
You take that to the ecliffs, and go
along the cliffs until you ecross feur
brooks and come to the fifth one. Yonu
were within a hundred yvards of that
fifth stream, John. Now let’s see the
key to this thineg.”

John handed him

“*From the
rock, on the norihh bank of the breok,
at the edge of the eliff,” ” read Blake.
“1 Lknow the roeck well. Let’s see.
‘Thence east along the bank the
brook in a straizht line four hundred
and twenty-two and then north
at right angles, sixtyv-seven fect to the
base of the tallest pine in the aei
borhood.” ™
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Dlake rushed to the deor, forzetful
ol the storm, to verily his suspicions.
He pushed it open inch, but a
solid bank of snow bloeked the

“Where do you suppose the base of
that pine 2 e
Without waiting for a reply
a hatchet and tapped the clay
until he loeated a spot which
deadened sound. Then he
away a few inches of packed dirt and

an
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he found

gave

sank the bLlade into a solid substance, |
“There’s the base of the big pine |

tree describ by your sailor,
and I'll bet my life on it.” ne shouted.
And here are sections of the tree,” he
continned, pointing io the lozs which
formed foundation the
“T'm dead sure ef it, John, It’s about
a hundred and forty yvaras from here
to the edge of the ciifi. T know, for
[ measured it. And its about twenty
vards to the breck What
conclusive, this was by far the larzest

] dead
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is more
tree anywhere arcund,
cabin
next!”
excitement.

were

l."[‘:;

Py

here,
His

loecated the
what
tened

The

comes elis-

with
ioy

instructions measure

three hundred and eighteen feet nerth |
thence |
rock, |

from the base eof the iree and
east to a carefully desceribed
which Blake remembered. This
the base of the incline. Within a hun-
yvards of
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(To be continuned.)

HAD BEEN CHASING RABBITS.

Nzturally Dreamer Had Not Enjoyed
His Sleen.

“A man down in my ceuntry.” said
Representative Clayton Alabama.
“saw a dog sleeping in the sun. The
was twitchi and startinz as
sometimes in their sleep.
The man said, 'I'd like to know what

of

oz ng

dogs ao

| that dog is dreaming about.”
He was a |

*+*Easy enough,’ replied an ol!d chap
who stood by. *You just put a chip
on that dog's ear and leave it there
until he wakes up. Then you take that
chip and nut it on your chest when
vou go to bed to-night and yonu
dream of what the dog is dreaming
of now.'

“The fellow got a chip and
on the dog's ear and stood around
until the doz waked up and brushed
it off. He put the chip on his chest
when he went to bed that night. Next
morninz I saw him coming listlessly
down the street.

*“*What's the matter? I said.
was the dog dreaming about?’

**0Oh,” he answered, ‘I'm elean tuck-
ered out. [ was chasing rabibts all
night long.””

put it

‘What

Public to Own Telephones.

I¢ has been announced that the
British postoffice propose to exercise
its right to buy out the Great National
Telephone Company at the end of the
present year. This action by the
government is the first step toward
breaking up the monopoly which has
shackled and curbed the development
of telephones in the Urited Kingdom.

i With low rates and quick service the

public will be provided with a system
such as has heretofore been undream-
ed of. The postoffice has already
provided a system for a great part of

of | London at a charge less than $40, for

90 per cent of its subscribers.
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| President cf the New York State Re-
publican Editcrial Association Tells
His Brethren of the Press That
They Must Keep Vital Issues in the
Foreground.

Due appreelation of the importance
of the fssue to be decided in the cam-
paign of 1904 was shown in the an-
nual address of William A. Smyth, of
the Owego Times, as president of the
New York State Republican Editorial
aszoejation, at the meeting of April
3 Rightly President Smyth admon-
ishes his brother editors of the grave

this
that Repub-
lican editors of the state must be
prepared to do their share of the
fighting if we are to keep in power
“the party of protection, honest money
and prosperous times." There is no
question of honest money involved in
| this year’s struzgle. The Democratic

be decided
warns them

questions to
rightly he

{ perty will not again overioad itself to |

the sinking point with any “16 to 17
[ foolishness. That i for-
ever dead.
to-day, as much alive as at any pre-
vious period in the country’s history,
Is protection and prosperous times.
In his address Pregident Smyth said:

“This year, the fifty-four anniver-
of the founding of the Repub-
lHean party, promises to be a memor-
able one. During the past year, an
off year in polities, there been
but little work for this association to
do. We are now on the threshold of
a very important eampaign, and prob-
ably none that have nreceded it have
been so important and far-reaching to

ssue is dead,

sary

has

T0 FORGET|

: |HINTS TO EDITORS AS TO THEIR

| and far-reaching consequences of the !
year; |

But the issue that is alive !
ity under which the country is suffer
That slump is as much to be |

cteadlly, persistently, falthfully kepl
in the plain view of their readers the
principles, the Iaets, the conditions,
the underlying causes of our prosper-
ons times? How many heve constant-
Iy made plain the reasons for onr
prosperity and the dangers attendant
upon any departure from safe, sound
Republican policies? Not 10 per cent,
we venture to say. They have had
other things to think of, and they
have thought and written of other
things far more than they have
thought or written about the elements
and canses of prosperous times. "Our
people forget easily.” Undoubtedly
they do. They forget “between elec-
tions,” because they are permitied to
forget. It is up to Republican editors
to remember all the time, and not

merely for a short three months once
in every four vears. If they will do
this our people will not so easily for-
got, and disastrous lapses of memory
like that of 1892 will not be so liable
to occur.

A Most Pitiable Journal.

Says the Springfield Republican, re
ferring to Controller Grout's proposed
bend sale: “But it is quite possible
that he (Coniroller  Grout) should
Inok for a slump in the money market
because af the conditions of business,
which give ro assurance of maintain-
inz the level of the so-called prosper

ing.
expeeted if Mr. Roosevelt
Democrats by 'some fluke of
fortune should defeat him."”

“This so-called prosperity under
which the country is suffering”—this,
of course, a concentration of pes
simism, sarcasm and a
condition of gray matter.
under what  “so-called
Springfield is suffering In 1894, ten
vears ago, the bank clearings
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always
party have
When thi
| formed the Democratic issue wasiree
trade, eizht it was free
| silver, and four years ago militarism
and imperialism, with free silver
a side issue. This vear the paramount
issue has not been sharply defined as
but youn can rest assured that
our Democratie friends will have one.
“It looks

can
o
a3

d 20

years

that the two opposing eandidates will
ke sons of the Empire State, and that
we are to meet a united Democracy,
thouzh mnot united on prineiple, but
simply for the spoils of office. It wiil
be no easy campaign; the battle will
bhe fast and furicus, and the Repub-
lican editors of this state will
to do their share of the figh
voters, especially those in the ecountry

ino

districts, will have to be educated and |

aroused to the necessity of keeping
the grand old party in power, the par-
ty of protection, honest money and
presperous times. Our people forget
easily. Many of them have already
forgotten the condition in which the
Republican party found the country
seven years ago, when they returned
to power. Soup houses were popular
then, but they soon gave way to the
march of good times. The merchant,
the farmer, the manufacturer took on
new courage: the clesed manufazeto-
ries were opened and running on full
time; the promises of the martvred
McKinley were quickly fulfilled, and
prosperity was again an actuality.”
True it that “our pcople forget
easily.”
from: they forget alike the cause of
those ills and the means whereby
escape was made possible. Republican
editors. not alone in New York, but

is

ceedingly prone to forget.
der, then, that their readers should
forzet? How many of the members
nf the New York State Republican
Editor al association are hlamelasc in
this regard?
2 vast four years, for
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now as if the brunt of the |
fizht will be in the state of New York; |
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They ferget past ills escaped |

Uncle Sam—*“Are we to have tiiat kind of cobweaks cnce mcre spread over the
doors of American facto ries?

Heaven forbid!"”
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That Tariff Plank.
It ani
that the ingenuity of Democeratic :
form builders will be taxed to the ut
moest when it comes to fixing up
tarifi plank at St. Louis. The penple
are rather used to free trade straddles,
they have even been deceived two or
times, but not agzain so soon
after the experience under the last
free trade law. The best thing the
Democratic party can to skip
the tariff plank this time. the
is Parker a Cleveland and

hecomes more more evident

three

way

i
By
Bryan free |
trader or a Hill and Murphy protec-

——
tionist!:

In Spite of AlL
In spite of the free soup honses of
1843
the closed factories, the work-
men, the want and suffering of that
period of depression, and in spite of

idle

| the prosperity we are now enjoving,

in all the states of the Union, are ex- |
What won- |

How mary of them have |

there is still a ery in the Democratic
party for free trade. By what trick of
logie or oratory the Democrats will
attempt to persuade the people to
adopt an anti-protection measure
at present not very clear, but
is no doubt that an effort will be
made in that direction.—Kansas Ciry
Zournal
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Mere Suggestion.

“I believe I'll lay out a golf course
on the farm, father,” said the returned
college youth, sweepling his gaze over
the sloping pasture.

“All right, my son.” responded the
gray-haired man, “an’ while you're
about it let me sugeest that you turn
the old home into a clubhouse. Of
course, I'm a leetle old fer a
caddy, but I could act as janitor, an’
your mother conld do the serubbin’.”—
Indianapolis Sun.
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The Mule’s Placid Smile.
“Is that your mule?” asked the man
who was going fishing.
“Yassir,” said the colored man, who
was sitting on a log by the road.
“Does he
U Deed,

kick?"
mistuh, he ain't
to kick He's gittin®
right along. I'm de
havia® de worry an’ difliculty.”
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his
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no
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Not Beating His Way.

Indicent Ike—Dis
Faz wounds me proad spirit in a new
place spring.  Dis mornin'
lady asked me ter beat a rus for

housecleaning

every HY
e
breakfast.

The Retort Courteous.

Miss Birzzey—I1
ing house, Mrs.
alfraid you mizsht
your eub
just wanted to say thal
that of thing here

Mprs., Neweome—1 bure
ritbhish in the
Bizzey,

youre elean-
Neweorse, and | was
be tempted to throw
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Indispensable.
L.aMontt—ESome of the gre
3 tell us that matrimony
an's imagination.
LaMoyvne—XNonsense!
ried man must have :
ation to get up excu
sent.
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Almost a Confession.
“Your husband seems to

bald vc rapidis
friend.

“Yes,™”
“there i
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