
Dur rest. It is all decided. Bu. pro

Duse, even if those unprincipled mci

rob you. you wiii use no violence”

"Rub me!” sa d Jardine presently
•*Arc they not robbing you?*’

And Eva said, softly:
“I lush I Haw yon nut forced me t<

►peak plainly eno: gh? You arc ra<l

uni -tunborn, Harry, hut the mm be

hind them are t- o -» tong for you. Yoi

promise.”
* I promise, unless hey use force.’

said Jardine, reluctantly. "Heaver
bless you. Eva, for your faith in me!"

And presently, comforted. but still un

certain if he had acted justly, h? rod<

bark to camp on one of Toiirma tnv':

b?st horses hr had a reason for borrow

iltg.
I hr partners held a counsel, ami Jar

dine -aid: “Our time runs out at mid

night, and Evans has promised to re

stake th * claim for us. He would tak<
his chances with the jumpers, and whei
wc had fought the lawsuit step oill

again.”
'Mighty poor chances!” said Marston

“They’ll have all fixed ready—fast horst

relay, if wanted, a locomotive. and s<

they’d l»eat our man to the recorder’s
easih. Lawsuit 1 They’ll buy enougl
witnesses and bring them along tn breal
Us before we’d almost begun.”

Jardine, answering nothing, starei
across the valley. A swift, snow-fei

river came roaring down between tin

long ranks of climbing pines, swung ii
a mad. white streaked whirling round ;
deep, rock-walled pool, and then plungec
with a muffled thunder into a great rifi
b<‘tween the ranges. Eight leagues ovei

the high pass on the further side the rail

way stretched back to civilisation. Ini’

ford there was none, and the trail woum

round several leagues further by a nidi

log bridge.
” 1 be claim is recorded in your name

there is nothing to prevent me relocatin'

it.” he said; and Marston nodded.

”Xo. Tiie fact that you found tin

money don’t count. But what’s the dif
ference lietween you and the other fel
lows we could trust to?”

"Just this.” said Jardine. "If 1 cat

record first the claim is mine, and

Would take risks no money could temp'
them to. I could get a long start b\

swimming the river.”

"Have you gun * mad?” asked Marston
*‘lt is a flood, not a river, and no livin’
man has ever swum it here.”

” I hat is probably because no man ha?
av?r tried to.” Jardine answered, quietly
"1 in tired of failing, and I’m tired o

being poor. Besides, you ought to knov

my prize is worth any man staking hi?
life for.”

!• urthei dßcussron followed, until Mar
<>n agreed that there was method in hi-

comrmle’s madness, and walked out t<
meet the scattered neighbours who ha<

promised to attend as witnesses, <»r allies

in case of necessity. ft was dusk whet
he returned with them, and found hi?

partner carefully rubbing down Tour
maine’s horse, a big. staunch I»east <>

pedigree. Then, as the lingering darkles-
fell, Jardine lav down, to rest, but nol
to sleep. This time every nerve wa*

strung up and the suspense intense. Tin

neighbours and Marston sat smokin'
about a tire, ami the red light whicl
flickered athwart the charred trunk?

showed their faces were expectant unti
it paled as a broad, silver disk sailed iq
liehiml a shoulder of the range. Tin
whole misty valley seemed to vibrate
with the roar of the river, for the drain

nge of leagues of snow fields was pour
ing that way in mad hurry to the sea

Jardine, as he noticed the sidelong glance?
towards him. felt he could understam
the feelings of a condemned felon tin

night liefore be played a leading part ii
the spectacle of a public execution. A
hist a thud of horse hoofs tr<*mble<

through the woods, and there was
sound of wheels crunching over rock out

crop, also wild language, apparently
when they sank in the softer places.

” I he jumpers are coming.’’ slid some

body.

I wo men rode into the moonlight pre
Reiitly. leaving shadowy figures abun
th<‘ waggon behind them, and Mar.-toi
stood up. leaning on his rille. “Gr| of
our claim before we put you off.” h
ti.'iti.

"Anything to oblige! ’ was the an

swer. "Ikui’t want a fuss. It’s your
for half an hour or so. -and then wi

purpose to retake it for you. Ther
nn» six of us. all cer‘ified miners. :.m

quite readx to maintain our right-.”
"Miners!” repealed Marston, with un

triteruble scorn. “A common thief’

roustabouts, you mean. Anyway, you’l
wail until the lime’s up. or well bur

one nr *wo of you.”
“We want to save you trouble.” an

fWercd the other, with a grin. “The firs

man to get this reread in will win. and

we ve an express service ready laid on.

Do you hold anything to la at it”
"Get off the claim.” sa’d Mar-ton. sul-

lenly.
Jardine rose a- the others withdrew,

carefully tightening tie saddle girtli,
then look up four square pegs ami a

hammer, and stood quivering with sus-

pense byside a man who held out a

watch. Shortly his turn would come.

The minutes passed slowly; the others

whispered hoarsely about him until

there were footsteps in the bush, ami a

strained voice said:

"’rime! Pull the stakes up!”
There was a rush for the first boun-

dary post, but as Marston pulled one peg
out Jardine drove another, marked

"No. 1 Discovery.” in. A scuffle took

place at the next,but he was first again,
and the remaining corners were staked

simultaneously. Then, amid a derisive
howling, he shouted:

"Bear witness. I. Henry Jardine, free
miner, have legally relocated the Blue-

bird claim.”

One man flung himself into the sad-

dle. Jardine did the same, two leaped
into the waggon, and. as with a quicken-
ing beat of hoofs and whirr of wheels

the cavalcade -wept recklessly down the

trail. Marston’s roar broke through the

mocking cries of the rest and the ranch-

ers’ cheers: "Ride for your life, Harry.
Good luck to you!”

For a space friend and foe rode level,
muzzle to muzzle, and tail to tail, drop-
ping the jolting waggon behind: then

Jardine, driving his beast at a screen

of bracken, vanished among the pines,
leaving his rivals bewildered.

"1 figured he’d have made a better

race for it,’’ said ore.

It was a steep slope to the river, mat-

ted with salmon berry, slippery with

shale; but he went down it at a gallop,
swaying low in the saddle to clear odd

branches drooping between the great

columnar trunks. Then he was out on

the shingle under the moon with the

flood 'roaring past him towards the

pool, and the snorting beast went in

with a plunge, as be drove the red spurs
homo. Jardine, who cleared his feet

from the stirrup-, slipped from the sad-

dle when the battering hoofs lost their

grip on the stone, loosened the bridle,

ami twined one hand in the mane, shitted

it to the saddle, : ml saw nothing but

frothing ridges while l.c trusted the

brute’s instinct to take it safe across.

Whether lie swam or was merely
towed he was never ceriain. but at lea-t

the water supported him. and the hor.se.

which was used to shallower rivers, man-

aged the steering, though now and then

when they swung tog-rher across a

smoother t ddy lie could see the dark
pines sliding quickly up stream, and
knew the big whirlpool lay • ominously

close below. But most of the time troth

and water beat into his eyes, ami

the water was cold with the deathly
chill of the glaciers: so at last it was

with a **asp of fervent 1hankfulnses that

he heard sliding shingle rattle beneath

the hoofs, and dropping his own feet, he

gripped the bridle an 1 floundered shore-

wards waist deep in water. He was in

the saddle next moment, era-hi ng at

headlong gallop through the narsh

swamp grasses toward the forest, while,

when he swept into a narrow, tunnel-like

trail, a half-seen man dragged two

horses clear of it. and a voice cried:

"Well done, well done! Don’t spare the

beast. Jardine.”
As he rushed past like a whirlwind a

slender, white-robed figure waved a hand

to him. and tl < i ii < r ’s chilled blood stir-

red within him. for it was I ourmaine s

voice, which encouraged him. and

he spared neither, the beast nor

himself. All trials are bad in

that region, but the one in question
led over a hogbacked spur which no

mounted man could pass in broad day-
light. while every minute was precious.
Jardin? ha<l calculated that he couhl

just catch the Pacific express ami reach

Yale at least before hi- rivals made the

long horseback journey to another mining
recorder’s station. T’.iey had taken it

for granted no in a : <.< u«<. swim the

river.
At last he dismouehd. and. so he after-

wards said, pulle I the horse up almost

vertically a mile, and once, when he tried
Io shove it. was badly kicked for his

pains. Anyone not used to them would
find it difficult to negotiate most British
(’oluinbiaii pas-cs without a rop? and

alpenstock: but they went up. over slip-
pery outcrop and under climbing pines,
through stunted juniper, ami across

broad Iwlts of Ireaclierous shale, until the

spectral peaks now bare of timber loomed
out al»ove them in umvirlhly majesty,
and Jardiuc wondered in the pale light of

<H«>i lnm he was ever to get down into

the valiey. Neither did he reineniher how
it was itene. though oneea branch dung
him out of the saddle heavily, and tlie
horse rolled over, nearly ciushing him,
but at Its. smashing through thickets

and floundering amid giant bracken, they
gained a narrow trail, and the beast re-

spondeu gallantly to his last appeal.
The .unlight was clear on the valley,

ami low. shingled roofs rose up ahead,
when a trail of white vapour that moved
saviftly appeared round the shoulder of
a hill, ami -Jardine, who dare show no

mercy, drove the clotted spurs in again,
the roofs rose higher and higher among
the sombre lirs; twinkling inetal and
lines of glass showed beneath the aai-

vancing plume of smoke, and the rattle
of dying wheels quivered across the pines,
while the horse was blundering in its

stride and the sweat stood beadeil on the
rider’s forehead. But just as the «reat
mountain locomotive came snorting into
the little station they reeled, smoking,
panting, whitened by lather and flecked
red by dust, through the street of the
wooden settlement, and Jardine, dropping
from the saddle, flung the bridle into a,

startleu lounger’s hand.

’ ten dollars if you feed and take the
beast back to Tourmaine of Red Cedar.”
he shouted.

His knees felt useless under him. but

just as the cars lurched out he charged
into the depot at a shambling run. and.
clutching at a handrail, swung himself
on to the platform of the last one, where
he sat down, and for nearly’ a minute
fancied he was choking.

"Is it a wager or a fortune you were

riding for? ’ asked the conductor, grin-
ning.

"Something worth more than a for-
tune.’’ gasped Jardine.

The big express stopped some minutes
at Yale, and Jardine, who learned that no

mining official was present, had time to

send a telegram to the Crown oflices at.
\ ancouver lx‘fore he went on there with
the train. He hurried straight to the
chief recorder’s office when lie reached
the seaport city, and a soldierly-looking
gentlemen stared with mild surprise as
the haggard, dishevelled and travel-stain-
ed miner was ushered in.

“Mr Jardine, who wired us? A d s-

puted claim, I presume?” he said. “I
am ready to consider any particulars
you can give me.”

Jardine told the whole story unre-

servedly. and the listener made a few

notes during the narrative. It was a

fairly common story to him, for there is

frequently litigation over a successful
mine, and perhaps as often as not over

those that fail. He had also a long ex-

perience of the miner’s character, and.
though he did not say so, fully believed

Jardine.
"Me shall doubtless hear from your

rivals through the district recorder.” he
said, with a quiet smile. “You did well

to come direct to me. But the applica-
tion may require consideration. for
while one’s sympathy may be with the

discoverers, the law is stringent, and

you were carelessly negligent in post-
poning legal developments. I will advise

you later if we can grant a record-”
For several days Jardine wandered

about Vancouver in anxious suspense
before be was informed that the authori-
ties had registered him as d scoverer of
the claim, after whiclk he called upon a

certain honourable mine financier and a

lawyer. There are honourable exploit-
ers of mining ventures, though the oppo-
site kind are perhaps more numerous.

The one agreed to send an expert back
with him and the latter said: ‘-’You
haven’t proof enough against your rivals
and it night be better to leave the—er,
gentleman yon mention alone. His cat’s-

paws are hardly likely lo ask an in-
junction against you now, and I could
resist it successfully if they did.”

Jardine returned to his partner exul-
tant. and the expert in due time to
Vancouver satisfied, one result of which
was that a few days later Jardine laid

a letter from the latter c’ty before
Tourmaine.

"It’s a fair offer, and I intend accent-
ing it,” he said. “Unless that sur-

voyur is far wrong the stojk they offer
me should provide a reasonable income,
and there will be the director’s fee. So

1 venture to vlaim the fulfilment ot your
promise.”

"Build your house, and you shall have

it,” said Tourmaine. smiling. "When

you took my horse through the r ver I

was willing to climb down. 1 figured
you’d get the dollars some day, and

most things you set your heart upon*

Oh. yes. you have won her fairly, and
1 s?e her in the orchard. Eva, come in!”

Eva came in fresh and dainty, a clus-

ter of red roses at the waist of her white

dre&s. and a smile upon her face, until

a flush of colour surpassing that of the

roses burnt in either cheek as she no-

ticed the letter and the expression of
the two men.

“W e never back down on a bargain,
and I suppose you haven’t changed your
mind since you asserted your right to

choose for yourself?” said Tourmaine,
with a twinkle in his eyes. “Well, then,
1 wish you good luck with him. and I

guess he has shown himself the kind of
man I can trust you to. You’re start-

ing fair. Eva, and it was only remember-

ing what your poor mother went

through made me try to do my best for

you. Well. well. I’m getting an old man;

but I think, maybe, she is pleased, too.
And may heaven make the long trail

you’re beginning smooth for both of

vou.”

The Tsar’s Children.

The little Russian princesses do nov

quite bear out the prevailing impression
that all the children of the crowned

heads of Europe are necessarily para-

gons of perfection or little prudes. These

small girls arc children in every sense of

the word, warm-hearted, mischievous,

high-spirited, free of speech, unfettered

of action, and possessed of a full appre-

ciation of their own exalted rank. The

latter is quite particularly true of the
fair-haired, blue-eyed Grand Duchess

Olga; she has often been known to stop
her little pony carriage in the parks of

Pcterhofl’—the Tsar’s summer residence

—to call to order some passer-by who

had failed to accord her the attention

she considered due to an Emperor’s

daugh ter.

Here is an anecdote about thi- conse-

quential little lady which has not found

its way into print before:—One day last

summer, whm the Court was stiil at

Peterhoff, the four little duchesses Avere

playing on the beach in front of the

Alexandrine Palace, when they saw. some

distance away, a you ng officer, who, with

casquette thru-t back from bis hot. per-
spiring foiehead. was engro-sed in super-

vising a group of tired-looking sailors

executing a difficult piece of work. The
nun. on perceiving the children’s ap-
proach. instantly suspended their labour,
and, standing at attention, rendered them

the full military honours that were their

due. This amused the little girls to

such an e?;t?nt that they instantly aban-

doned their game to strut demurely up
and down in front of the workers, who

were thu< compelled to neglect their la-

bour and salute each time they passed.
This went on for some time, until the

officer began to lose patience. Observing
that, the little girls meant to continue

their game indefinitely, be quietly or-

dered the men to go on with their work
and take no further notice of them. To

the Grand Duchess Olga's amazement

then, no one moved to acknowledge her

presence a moment later when she came

tripping along the path. She gazed first

at the officer, then at the sailors, as if

at a 10-s whom to hold responsible f«»r

this gioss act of contempt to her Im-

perial person. Then, stamping her small

foot, she cried, “Salute at once, or I’ll
tell papa!”

HOW TO CURE HORSE AILMENTS.
Eminent \ eterinary Surgeonsstrongly recommend CONDY'S FLUID
as a Speedy and absolutely Certain Cure for Sore Backs,
Sore Shoulders, Broken Knees, Grease, Thrush, Wounds’
and Cracked FIeels in Horses (see Veterinary Book on bottle)

Condy’s Fluid is sold by all Chemists and Stores. Beware of local
Substitutes, all of which are inferior in Composition and in Strength.

CAUTION—Ask for, and insist on having Condy’s Fluid/*
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