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THE GRUBSTAKE MINE

P  RISONER

4 : gives his name
% 1 as Jones,”

snid the oflicoer,
chuckling, “He's ironed
hand and foof, for fear of
accidents; but mind, if he
zoes for you, vell, and I'll
let you ont.”

so the noliceman
grated (door.

“Prisoner, here's ver lawyer: and 1
warn you if vou smash him up yon
wan't get another.”

The door swung to behind me, but
w0 dark was the cell that at first 1
could see nothing of “Me, Jones."”

“Good afternoon—ahem!" said I,
fecbly. One never knows what may
Lappen in the Bitter Root City Jail.

“1 ain't going to hurt you,” growled
tho prisoner. “Sit down: make youi-
seif at home,

The voice was manly, resonant; the
wan was a yeung athlete; I eonld jnst
s¢n that his boots were the dainty,
high-liceled Wellingions of a cowboy:
while the rest of his dress—a som-
Livers, shirt, overalls, a broad web
belt, and silk bandkerchief round the
neck—Lore out the echaracter, The
wan's presence already brought up
some foint memory: indeed I felt that
I knew him, but not under the sur-
n:aae of Jones, Surely this sunburnt
vouegz frontiersman was some old
frionml.

“I can't offer you any refreshments,
Mr. Lawyver,” said the boy, drowsiiy.

accommodations, in fact. are
“Why,” he woke up,
“wlhat the deuce are you staring at?”

“Jack Brancepeth,”” I ventured,
“don't yon know me?"

“What? Williamg, major?
whake, you duffer!”

't was not easy to shoke hands, for
my old schoolfellow was shackled
spread-eagle fashion to the bed.

“Yes." he lauzhed, “‘they've got me
roped for branding, and then they'll
clip my ears and coral me all to my-
goll, leat T ecorrupt the good manners
of the other yvietime."

“Well,” said I, frankly, “it joll7 well
sorves you right. A fool who amuses
Limself shooting the stockbrokers cn
Muige onght to be—"

sgmacked,” sald Jack, “I knocked
out - three depuiy marshals, damaged
one sheriff, bored a few holes through
thines genoerally. I wish I could chew
tip some more police by way of dessert,
I feel na happy as a chip.”

“T,ook here, we're civilized people in
Liitter Root City: we're not used to
eow-pitnehers,”

“\Well, vou don't amount to shucks,
ng vou say. Look here, T want you to
1ot down the bars of this corral—I've
been lonesomae.”

“Flow can I et you out? Deon't you
sep these stockbrokers are not used to
being shot at?”

“Yes,” he groaned, “that's what's
tiie matter. I've offended their littie
lacal prejudices. o

threw open the

L

Hurrah!

But that's all right:

“AN right "for State Prison,” I o©x-
plained. He only chuckled.

“Well, T did ruille "em up some. But,
as I say, that's all right, T'lIl tell you
ihe strajght yarn—then yon can furn it
nto e rieht kind of lieg, and have
them sworn to. See?”

“Clo on,"” said 1.

“Well, to begin with, T got me a tract
of meadow land un Wild Creek. back
of Branchville, Ldaho—do you know
tlte place? No? Well, I stocked the
ratnch out of what I'd saved, with a
shorthorn bull by Climax, together
with thirty-nine head of -serub eattle,

amidl . band of ponies. - Since then,
whenever I've happened upon mav-
ericks—unbrapded eattle, you know—

i v adoopted the poor orphans, clapped
on my little Q—that’'s my brand—and
turned "emn into the pasture. There's
iipen some satisfaction in annexing old
Silag Hewson's calves, but even then
it ain't over and above square dealing,
hesides which it's slow work building
un wealth ouf of strays. So I suppose
a hundred head all told would make up
the snm of whiat T had last fall, though
sinee then I've been laying by my
thirty dollars a. month cow-punching
for the '‘Square Trinngle' outfit. down
Baolse way, which money I've put into
improvements on my Wid Creek
ranceh.”

! lermit

#Yon seemy to have bheen on  the
: Jack heaved a great sigh
t it enme denced tough, Why, I've |

aworn off poler, quit getting drank,
even tried to worry along without cuss-

ABE,

== T
“But why all this virtue?”
“Why, don't you see, you loon—yon

pilgrim? T'm in love!”

“On!"

“It was all for Kitty's sake.”

“Who's Kitty "’

“She's my girl. Say, do you know
old man Hewson—down to Idaho
Flatg"

“What, the eapitalist who floated
the Grubistake mine?”

“The same. A right smart hole in
the ground is the Grubstake. Why, I
guess the old man must be worth his
cool five millions now. Any way, he's
got six head of young fillies, that there
ain't the like of west of the Bitter Root
Mountains, calkers, and away up at
fhat.”

“Blooded 7'

“I should smile, Ount of the very
best Virginian, There's Kittie, Saph,
Matred, Nehusta, Zebudah and Mehit-
able, all raised on the ranch, all tended
the same school at Wild Creek.”

“School!” I howled; “do you mean
the man's daughters ?’

“Well, rather! You see a man needs
Ints of wealth to pretend to any of
these girls, for Rllas is like them OId
Testament chiefs who'd se lords and
dukes snitling around the lodge, and
let the dogs at 'em because they ain't
kKings. She's too good, any way, for 2
common scrub cowboy like me., Oh,
man, but you should see her sit a buck-
ing horse! BShe's like the west wind
riding a cloud, with the bright hair fly-
ing around her head and her eyes like
stars. The Dbroncho tears up the
ground, but she laughs as she drives
home the spur, and there's no fear in
her. I've fought two men for fooling

| around her, already—one with rifles on

horseback: he's in the hospital; the
other, shooting at sight with guns, but
I hunted him out of the country.”

Jack Brancepeth always was band.
some, but now as he Iaughed in
triumpi I felt that Miss ity bad no
need to rue her cholee, for this gallant,
aimple, boyist: lover had the Tave of o
Galahad.

“Yes, that's wlhiy I've been trying to
keep straight. Why, ['d be a maungy
il T conill wake myself gooid
enough for her, Boy, as she sail, the
old man would never let me have her
uniess I'd lots of wenlth, I tried hard
enough, but then we'd been engaged
more or less for two whole years with-
out my makiong my pile,”

“But,” said I, “this doesn't seem to
have much Dbearing on the prescent
troulble?"

“It hasu't, eh? Well, you reach your
hand into the left pocket of my belt,
and you'll find her letters. There,
that's right; ntow read the one on top.”

8o I found myself glancing over the
first of a Dbatch of letters in a fine
round school girl hand like a stringfal
of knots. The letter recd:

“Dear Jack—If you want me don’t be
a fool. Here's Pa favoring Daddy
Longlegs, who wants me awfu! bad.
He's given Daddy Longlegs a straight
tip how to make his fortune. DPa told
him that they've just found a tremen-
dous lot of ore in the Grubstake mine,
but the principal owners are lyving low,
and saying bad things about the mine
until they can rope in all the stoek.
whatever that means, Any way,
they've broken down the pumps on pur-
pose to let the works get flooded, so as
to hide what they've found. Daddy
Longlegs has sense enough to speculate
in Grubstakes; you haven't,

REVITY."”

“Yes," continned Jack, “Kitiy's pret-
ty straight goods, and when she says n
thing she means it. If Daddy Long-
legs lhad a thousand dollars, I was
worth two thousand; at least that's
what I realized in hard cash by selling
my ranch to a tenderfoot. So I rode
down here to Bitter Root City, went to
Kitty's uncle, Hi Hewson, the stock-
bhroker, planked down my roll of bills,
and said: ‘Buy Grubstakes." "

““You hadn't onght to buy ouiright,’
says Hewson; ‘vou should margin.'

“ "What's that? said 1.

“It means, said he, ‘that you plank
down your money; [ run the shoyw; if
the stock goes up, I sell out when yon
think you're pretty well fixed for life;
if the stock goes down two thousand
dollars® worth, you lose all you have
got.! :
“4T'll gamble,' said T, “with all I enn
hold down by sitting straddle.’

“Well, vou sghould bave seen the
brokers guying Hi Hewson in the Min-

Ing Eif'hn‘m{', and afterward I heard
them falkiag among themselves in the
Coffee Palace,

““What,' says one smart Aleck, ‘you
think Hi Hewson's working for Silas,
ch! You must think Silag P. Hewson's
gone loca! The old man confessed only
lnst week to a friend of mine that the
mine’'s played out. Why, the works
are chock ablock with water, and no
tunneling facilities to drain it: the
pumps have broken down and of real
pay ore there isn't a dollar in sight.’

*‘A level head has old man Silas,’
says another; ‘as to Hi Hewson, he's
roped in a sucker who thinks he can
gamble—some fool of a eowhoyr, he
says.'

““There was another sucker Ilast
week,” says smart Aleck; ‘Daddy Long-
legs they cull him — planked down a
thousand dollars en a falling market,
he, he! Well, he's Dusted now: mae-
gin all run out.’

At that they all drank a toast, ‘Long
live the suckers;” but—well—I laughed,

“Now road the =econd letter,” said
Jack,

“Yon're a daisy,” 1 iftad. “Daddy
Longlegs has come back dead broke:
and his language is just disgraceful.
Hold on, keep right hold, Jack, for pa
gays he'll sosn be letting the eat out
of the bag, o if the stock goes down
any more you must keep a good heart
and hold on. KIETY.™

“That's all right,” said Jaeck, “but
by the time I got the letter on Monday
morning my margin was ranning out,
too., Bays HIi, *It's all your own fauli;
you never took the trouble to ask my
advice, or you wouldn't have bhought
until to-day;" but that was poor conso-
Iation, for I was like to bo as big a4 fool
as Daddy lLonglegs. Whe the Ex-
change closed on Monday the Crub-
stake was quoted at forty-three, and
if it went 4 point lower my two thou-
sand deollars would be lost, Read the
third letter.”

“Hold on to the s’ock,” I read. “You
needn't have been jealous of Daddy.
He ain’t in it, never was, for I love
you, old boy. On Wednesday morning
the news will be in all the papers that
the Grabstike was flooded on purpose
to keep the socret of 2 great bonanza;
your stock w!ll be werth a fortune,
Hold on for my sake, darling, Hold on
for all you're worth. KITTY."

“At that I plucked up courage,” said
Jack, cheerfull7, “sold my horse, sad-
dle, rifle, coat, ‘shaps,” lariat, spurs,
watch, everything: cnd planked down
the cash with Hi Hewson. I could
hold on now, he told me, till the stock
dropped to fcrty and half; but if it
went below that I vras lost.

“On Tuesday 1T went to the Mining
Exchange Building with =y heart in
iy mounth. Tho stcek opened at forty-
three, then a liftl> was sold at forty-
two, and ot neon it stood at forty-one
and a half. Scared almost crazy, 1
grabbed hold of a reporter, stood the
drinks, and loaded Lim up with news.
[ told him to say in his paper that the
Hewson outfit was beaving down the
market, that Silas had flooded the mine
to hide his bonanza until the moment
came to shout. But the reporter made
out that the next edition came out at
four o'clock, and the Exchange closed
at half-past three.

“iGet out the posters early, 1 told
him, ‘bribe the printers, work the ropes
gomehow, and if I win my game, 1
won't forget you.’

“Phe reporter winked, and started to
write out bis news: but when the mar-
ket opened again in the afternoon,
there seemed to be no hope left, for
the stock was at forty-one and a quar-
ter, with only three-quarters of a point
between me and perdition,

“From where [ stood in the publie
mallery, I saw the brokers whispering,
for a rumor hnd got wind from the
printers that made them erazy. Some
of them were offering forty-three,
forty-four, even up to tifty for Grub-
stake stock; but there wasn't a cdollar
for sale. '"I'was old Hewson's broker
that started the counter rumor making
out that the newspaper yarn wrs some
fool's eanard—or else a tale gotten up
go the holders counld sell out in a hurry.
I was paralyzed when the bidding
stopped short; T didn't know one more
move that could save the game; I was
ready to kill myself,

““Hi Hewson scnt up a elerk to say he
hated to see me ruined—I'd better sell.
It was deeent of him, but 1 told the
clerk to go to blazes and further, be-
fore I'd throw up niy hand like a
white-Hvered coward.

“At three o'clock came a
from Kitty that said:

“iBe brave. I’a has bought all the
stork he wants, and wired his broker
to quit “bearing.”*

_“Oh, man, bat she was worth fighting
for. She's an angel out of heaven, and

telegram

I'd rather have died than broken faith
with her, :

“The clock was going so slow that it
seemed to have stopped. Five past
three, ten past, quarter-past three; the
stock at forty-one! Twenty past three,
twenty-three past! I was saying my
prayers with my rvevolver ready In my
hand for death if I lost in the game,
There was a commotion down in the
hall—a rumor was spreading through
the erowd, till it rippled up into the
gallery, and I heard the news—the
Grubstuke syndicate bankrupt!

“1 knew it could only be a lie gotten
up by old Hewson's broker. 1 knew
that in another moment the newspaper
posters would be fastened up at the
door. T knew that if the market held
still another three minutes I'd saved
my gie.

“The fool at the blackboard was
marking the closing prices on Tigers,
Poorman, Coeur d'Alene, Engle of Mur-
derer's Bar, Grubstake. He'd wiped
ont the old figures to write down Grub-
stake at the price of a bankrupt mine;
the brokers were yelling like demons;
the place shook with the uproar; the
elock ticked at twenty-nine past; the
fool was writing the figures that meant
ruin—despair—denth!

“Raising my gun, T fired right at his
fingers, missed, fired again, but the
fool was gone. I fired again and again,
then onee again, and fdung my revolver
at the blackboard aercoss an empty
kall. Yes, I'd stampeded the brokers,
1'd stampeded the whole confounded
oulfit—the ruck of them was screeching
with panic azaipst the doors—and I
stood alone in the gallery. The game
was won!

“What matter if T did get excited?
What matter if T did knock a few dep-
uty marshals out of the gallery? What
matter if I did damage a city official—
or a dozen—or scores?

“The news is out; I've won me 1
wife and a fortune; I'm boss of the
range; and Kitty shall live like a queen
because I love her—because I've loved
her like a man—and she’s mine!”—
Waverley Magazine.

Corporation Banks,

The largest banks in New York are,
for all practical purposes, corporation
banks. Some of them frankly state
that they do not care for small cus-
tomers, by which is meant depositors
whose accounts average from one to
twenty thousand dollars; and all of
them eunltivate prineipally the business
of the larger corporations and of out-
of-town banks. These features of their
policy entail cerinin important results,
It is a well known fact that deposits
of a small or moderate size are mora
stable than “millionaire"” accounts,

which are likely to be drawn down |

very rapidly when money is high, Only
a shiort thme ago one of the big banks
wns notified, an hour before closing for
the day, that a check for §5,000,000 had
been drawn ngainst a Iarge aceount.
With “a little skirmishing” so a re-
liable finaneial paper states, “the situa-

| swered

tion was met in a few minutes;" bntl

ihe incident illustrates the conditions
under which the operations of such
institutions must be conducted. The
same tendencies exist alse In the case
of the deposits by country banks. At
the approanch of anything resembling
a panic these are withdrawn with
ereat rapidity: so that they have been
justly called the “explosive element”’
of our banking system. It iz evident,
therefore, that more than ordinary con-
servatism will be required if the
largest banks are to exercise a steady-

ing Influence In times of actual or im- | curing good wives,” remarked the man

pending danger.—Atlantic Monthly,

The Bible Briek.

E. G. Acheson, of Niagara Talls,
while he was searching for tha best
clay to make crucibles, read the state-
ments in the fifth chapter of Exodus
ahout the use of straw and stubble in
the mupufacture of ancient Egyptian
bricks, He procured some straw, had
it boiled and mixed the dark red liquid
thus obtained with eclay. He found
that the plasticlty was greatly in-
crensed. Investigation showed that the
tannin was the active agent, and
when he treated over elay with a solu-
fion of tannin In water he obtained
gurprising results. The strength and
plasticity of the clay are increased and
the tendency to shrink and warp is
greatly reduced. In this process sun
drying Is far superior to burning, and
in ten days the clay is better tempered
than in months or even years ‘by the
old process.

The peat bogs of Ireland could give
an annual output of IO electric
korse power for the next 1250 years.

In Southern India the schivolmasters
have forty-two differenl Kiuds of pun-
ishment for naughty boys.

| pri sol—"

SICNS OF RAIN.

"Twill surely rain
If the soot falls, the squirrels sleep,
The spiders from their cobwebs ereep,
Loud quack the ducks, the peacocks cry,
The distant hills look c¢lear and nigh,
And restless are the snorting swine,
While busy flies disturh the lkine.
Puss on the hearth, with velvet paws,
Sits wiping off her whiskered jaws;
The dog, quite altered in his (aste,
Quits mutton bones on grass to feast;
From all these signs 1 see with sorrow
Our work must be put off to-morrow,

“Scribbles, the poet, now has twice
the number of readers he had before.”
“S0? Whom did he marry 7'—Life,

To bet on the market— .
He thought it a joke. 4
He went to a broker
And now he is broke.
—Washington Star.

Nell—"Yes, we're engaged, but I took
my time about accepting him.” Belle
—"Indeed? Waited till he actually
proposed, did you? '—Philadelphin Led-
Zer.

She—"1 am afraid I cannot marry
you, dearest.” His Lordship — “Oh,
why not?’ She—“Papa would never
forgive me for being so extravagant®
—Life.

Foozle—"Do you think it wronz to
play golf on Sunday?’ Niblick—"L
think it wrong to play such a gnme as
you do on any day of the week."—DBos-
ton Transcript.

Myer—"“Did you ever see a man-eat-
ing shark?’ Gyer—'No, but I once
saw a4 man eating catfish.” Myer—"In-
deed! Where?' Gyer—"In a restau-
raut."—Chiecago News,

Lives of all great men remind us
We could make our lives sublime,
If we only had the money,

Brains enough, and lots of time.
—Indianapolis News.

She—“I'll never forget my feelings
when you asked me to marry you."
He—“Why, was it sueh a hard thing
to answer?' She—"No, but you were
snch a soft thing to answer.”—Ihila-
delphia Press.

“Your husband,” said Mrs. Oldcastle,
“seems to be so altruistie.” *Yes, I
know it. But Josiah always was &
great hand to overeat, and I think that
must be what gives it to him."—Chi-
cago Record-Herald,

teturned Traveler—*I wonder what-
ever became of Bryton. I used to have
a great admiration for that man. He
was such a finished scholar.” Native—
“He is now, anyway. He went into
politics.”"—Chicago Tribune.

“Language was given for the conceal-
ment of thought,” quoted the wily eit-
izen. “That is perfectly correct,” an-
Senator Sorghum; *“if every
man voted the way he talks we'd have
all kinds of refor:a in no time."—Wash-
ington Star.

Fidgett—""Do you ever take any no-
tice of anonymous communications?™
Midgett—"No; not unless the writers’
names are signed to them.” Fidgett—
“Yes, I suppose that does make a dif-
ference; 1 mnever thought of that"—
Boston Transeript.

*“What do you tliuk of our author
friend’s sucecess?' “It's the irony of
fate. After he has gone on record te
the effect that the public is totally
lacking in artistic diserimination and
wants nothing but trash, he gets out &

bool: that makes a universal hit''—
Washington Star.
“Some men are so fortunate in se-

111‘ es"'
wife is
honse.™
sur-

who wanted to be sympathetie,
replied Henpeck. “Now, my
just like sunshine about the
“Indeed! Well—er—really, I'm
“Yes, She's never there
at all at night. YWoman's right meet-
inze and all that, you know.”—Phila-

delphia Press.

The Hard-Working Huoman Heart.
Some one with an aptitude for statis-
tics has been doing a little calculeting
on the subiect of the human heart and
its activities, The norinal heart, it ap-

pears, beats about seventy-five times
in & minute: so that an how's record
would be somelhl like 4320 Dbeats.

Supposing that n man lived to be fifty,
his heart would have beaten 1.802,160,-
000 times, If n son of this may, more

robust than his father, should {ill out
the Scriptural allotment of threescore
years and ten, his heart beatg would
number 2,.649,024,000, 1t is casy to nni-
derstand, after such compuiation,
why this hard working servant ¢f the

human bodies so frequentiy weirs out,
—Harper's Weekly,
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