
A MODERN DRY CRUSHING
100 STAIP SILVER MILL

GRINITE-BIMETALLIB COMPANY PLANT

It Is Operated by Electricity and

Every Department Is

a Model,

A S a dry-crnshing quartz mill tlihe -i

metallic today is not ount-rimvled

in the whole United States. In size it

may, but for systelmatic and eeonll(m)lial

management it cannot 1(e surpassel. LhI

battery consists of lIl) stamps (of 1,000

pounds each, dropping eight imnhes anl I

100 drops per minute, ald ('rushillg,

through a,20-mesh screen, 2.1 tons ealh

every twenty-four hours. The first fifty
stamps of this mill were stirtel onm re

February :3, 181. at whi'ch timei the com)-

pany made known their intention of ald-
ing to the plant as son as the (del lli-

ment of their mine would warrant. I)nr -

ing the year of 181 . iftyt more stamps

were added. N•unernus iplllrelinVllts

have been nmade since the entire imill
has been remodeled, steam has been sup-

planted by electricity, and tIhe emigire
ilant is imiidern and up to-date.
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The Bimetallic 100#Stamp Mill one of the most modern reduction plants in the world,

DAN MASON'S CIlUISTMllAS JoMsehti•,e-er

IIE sohliers were in a splendid
hllmnor. They haqd Wion ia vitylery
the week before and were illw

resting securely among the hills,
with no i'prospect of hard duty

for at least a inmoith. All the scouts
brought news that the, ciIey was Cnll-
tinuing his retreat into the west, antd,

moreover, the wealther diad not invite to
active service. There was nothing for

the men to do but make tlhemselves con-

fortable, and that they did the best they
could.

They occupied a shallow basin in the

crest of a low but very wide hill-a basin
large enough to hold the entire army and
seemingly i ni y iitended by nature as a place
of caimps and defense. Their grlent gnIs
made a ring aroundi themn and covelred ev-

IN FRONT OF THE ASSAY OFFICE AT BIMETALLIC MILL,

51 bars of silver bullion (average se mi-monthly output) and Mill Fore-
man A. D. Moffat.

l)oring the present year two sturtevelt

chloridizing furnaces, of greater capacity

t h:nr any heretofore built, were constrnct-

id ill the mill. Each furnace will success-

fully chlhtridize from 100 to 110 tons of ore

per twenty-four hours. 'I he mill is ar-
raniccd in two parts: Furnace No. 1 is 51

feet 4 imihes high from the drawing floor

to the tt, .,of the furnace or main shaft.

There are fotr hoppers-one in the main

slifIt. one, in the return fine and three in

thy- telesc ltpe-and sixteen dust chambers

with xI0 feet and 4x0 feet openings. No.

2 furnace is 51 feet 4 inches high with

fr lthoptelrs-one in stack, one in return

at i two in telesaotpe-and twelve dust

chamblerswith 4xi lft and 4x6 ft. open-
ings. There are two c .oling floors each

25.x27t feet with a capacity of 500 tons

rusteid ore. The drawing floor is 8 feet

higher than the cotling floor and is 13x-

275 fleet in size. 'I he pan room or amnal-

gamitting delprtment is 308 feet long,

haiung -12 pans, 21 settlers and two clean-

u p pi;s. 'This department is in front

ntil ridarallels the batterites and is situated

letwetn1 the cotohing floors. Three 9 foot

water seal gas prolducers, which furnish

ery pl.int of approlach. 'hle soldiers Telt
that they could hold such a natural fort-

ress against the assaults of ten times
their number, but tley knew that an at-
tack would not conme, and they turned
their minds to other th:ngs.

Nearly alnil the camp work was finished,
and l they were eating their suppers. In-
nulllrabhle fires were burning, and the
ilamiis rose uii in the clear, frosty air.

Sparks flew off into the sky, trembled

there a moe( nt and then vwent out. The
metal dieihts rattled, and the hum of talk

atd la I ughlter arose.
"This is comfort-solid comfort, I call

it," said I)an Mason, the Kenituckian, to
his conllliule, leaning back and luxurint-
ing a little in the unusual rest and peace.
The others did not reply, but devoted

the gas for drying and choridizing the
ore, have been added to the mill last

year. These producers consume fifteen
tons of coal per twenty-four hours in dry-
ing and chloridizing 220 tons. The ore is
delivered to the mill from the mine by a
Bleichert aerial tramway and the coal
used at the mine is forwarded from the
mill in the un-going buckets. The tram
bucket= hold 500 pounds of ore and on

the return are loaded wi h 250 pounds of
coal. At the terminal of the tramway
the ore is discharged into bins, where
the salt is mixed with the ore for chlori-
dizing. The elevation of the ore house
is sufficient to feed the ore direct by au-
tomatic feeders from the ore chute into
four rotary drying cylinders. These dry-
ing cylinders are so arranged that the ore
discharges into four large hoppers, which
hold from twelve to fifteen tons; they are
located in the rear of the battery. The
dry ore is drawn from them and after
being weighed is distributed into the
battery hoppers.

During last year electricity was install-
ed as motive power and the use of steam
discontinued. The electric power, which
is generated by the water of Flint creek
(ii miles distant is supp ied under con-

tract by the Montana Water, Electric
Power and mining company.

A Railroad spur extending to the works
adds greatly in layingin supplies. Car-
loads of coal and salt are run up above

the mill and unloaded into a chute that
conveys it to the place where needed, and
other supplies are handled in a like man-
ner.

As a whole too much cannot be said of
the Bimetallic works.

To Cure a Cold in One 1)ay

Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets.
All druggists refund the money if it
fails to cure. E. W. Grove's signature
is on each box. Price 25 cents. *

themselves body and soul to the food.
Mason looked thoughtfully at them for a
minute or two and then resumed his task.
Yet he himself was worth the contempla-
tion of any one.

Dan Mason, like his comrades, was
young, but he was taller, larger and
stronger than any of those who sat near
him; a splendid specimen of the Ken-
tuckian of the hills, a man of powerful
muscles, open face and frank, brown eyes
that looked straight at you, and yet at
times would flame into a sudden passion
that might prove dangerous.

"Isn't this good, Tom Settle?" he said
to the man immediately on his left.

"Of course it is," replied Tom, with a
sigh of content. "I like soldiering well
enough, but I'm not such a glutton for it
that I must have it every day in the year.
A month of steady marches and battles
and skirmishes before we came into these
hills had just about finished me up. If
there's any lighting to be done before
spring, Dun, you can have my share, and
there won't be any charge for it. Now
you hear me talking."

Ile resumed his attack upon the food,
and the others laughed. It was in truth
a most comfortable camp. The tents
were raised already, and the men might
take their ease without worry. Mason
leaned back against a hillock and, draw-
ing a tiny pamphlet from an inside pocket
of his faded army coat, studied it atten-
tively. The others did not notice him for
a minute or two, and then it was Settle
who spoke:

"Heading, Dan?" he asked.
"Yes, Tom, I'm reading."
"Is it so mighty interesting?"
"Yes."
"Tell it, then."
"I'll let you know directly."
Settle said no more. He was happy,

and he would not allow even his curios-
ity to disturb him. Mason contiiued his
study of the worn little pamphlet, his
brow wrinkling now and then with a
mental effort which evidently proceeded
from an attempt to calculate something
complex.

"Boys," he asked presently, "what day
in the week is this?"

"What funny questions you ask, I)an
Mason!" exslaimed Settle. "llow do
you exlpoet fellows who have been fight-
ing for a mouth without a break to keep
track of such little things as the days of
the week?"

His pronouncement was received with
approval by the majority, but a third
man--Juohnston-who took the question
to heart, asserted that it was Friday,
whereupon Settle, being compelled to re-
turn to the issue, staked his faith upon
the day being Sunday. Johnston main-
tained that it was Friday, and both

found supporters, while otbei-s held that
it was neither Friday nor Sunday, but
were divided in choice between the re-
maining days of the week. Then a dis-
pute arose and waxed hot. It was at its
height when it occurred to Settle to ast
why they debated with such spirit a ques
tion that was unimportant.

"What difference, Dan, does it make
what day of the week it is?" he said to
Mason.

"It makes a lot," replied Mason. "I
want to tell you in the first place, boys
that this little book I'm studying so hard
is an almanac. I've been keeping track
of the days, and this is Saturday, and.
what's more than that, it's the 24th of
December. Now, Tom Settle, just you
tell me what's coming."

Settle uttered a low whistle.
"Boys," he exclaimed, "it's Christmas

night coming across yonderl"
There was a trace of awe in his tone

as he pointed toward the east where the
red sun was sinking and the shadows had
begun to gather on the horizon. A
silence fell over the group and soon ex-
tended to the whole camp. Hardened by
war, immersed in constant fighting and
drawing a free breath this day for the
first time in a month, these men had lost
all track of time. So Mason's sudden an-
nouncement came with all the greater
force. Peaceful memories rushed upon
them like a torrent, and the silence in the
great camp endured. The minds of these
men-boys most of them were in years,
though old in experience-went back to
other Christmas nights, when there was
no thought of war and all was peace on
earth and good will among men. 'T'hey
thought then of those who were left be-
hind them, and they spoke softly and
without oaths.

Lower sank the sun. It seemed ever
after to Mason when he thought of that
night that it was a globe of intense,
molten fire. Its rays lay blood red on
tLe hills, but the shadows continued to
creep up nevertheless. It was gone by
dndt by, and the east was in a darkness
which soon extended to the four quarters
of the heavens. Christmas night had be-
gun, and the sentinels on their beats
called, "All's well!"

"Ought to be snow tonight. It's Christ
mas," said Settle.

"You have your wish," replied Mason
"Didn't you notice the clouds before the
dark came? Here's your snow."

Settle looked at the heavens, and a
broad flake settled upon his upturned
face. It was followed by another, and
then many more, and in five minutes
they were falling down upon the camp
like a great white veil. The ground was
soon covered, and the flakes continued
to come down until the snow lay several
inches deep. But it ceased by and by.
and a clear silver moon shone in the
cold, pale heavens. It was very beau-
tiful to Mason, who had in his soul a lit-
tle of the poetry of his native hills. This
was the grace of God after a mouth of
battle. He sat in the lee of a tent and
looked at the white expanse of the earth
and the dim line of the horizon.

The content of the soldiers did not de
crease. It was a well sheltered and well
provisioned army, and this was what
they wished. The solemnity which they
had felt at first began to wear away, andut
their spirits rose. The camp was tilled
with jest and laughter. Bright tlames,
flickering over the snow, shot up from a
hundred fires, and beside each soulme :;od
story was told. The camp was luminous
with light and good feeling.

A clear voice was uplifted presently,
and some one began to sing. It was a
song of Christmas:

"The shepherds went their hasty way
And found the lowly stable shed

Where the Virgin mother lay;
And now they checked their eager tread,

For to the babe that at her bosom clung
A mother's song the Virgin sung."

It was a trained voice that sang. and
presently others joined. The pure strain
rose over the hushed camp, and the
sentinels, walking back and forth in the
snow, trod softly. More hymns followed,
all that the soldiers knew, and then
they sang the same over again. Mason
listened for a long time, but by and by
he arose and walked toward the outer
edge of the camp.

"Good fellow, Mason," said Settle, fol-
lowing the Kentuckian with his eyes,
"but, like all the Kentuckians of the
hills, he's a powder flash when you
touch him on a sore spot. I'd rather
have any man than Dan Mason hunting
me with his gun."

"I ain't got anything but cause to
like him," said Johnston. "I recollect
how he took me off the field of Shiloh
when I had that bullet through my leg
and couldn't walk. Didn't seem to mind
the bullets any more than he would
hailstones."

"He's that way to his friends," re-
sumed Settle, who had grown talkative,
"but it's just as I tell you. He don't
love his enemies, and I don't know
whether a man ought to, either. Ever
hear about the quarrel between him and
Tom Markham over a girl just before
the war came on? Markham lived close
by, and it was hot between 'em. They
say Markham wasn't fair-played some
low down trick-I don't know exactly
what it was, for the war began just then,
and Dan and I came away to it, while
Markham joined the other side."

The others bent their heads nearer,
eager to listen to a good story, while
Settle proceeded with further details.
Mason continued his walk meanwhile
to the farthest edge of the camp. His
mind had gone back to the same story
that Settle was telling. He was think-
ing of Markham and of the girl over
whom they had quarreled. The hot
blood leaped to his head, and, clinching
his first, he shook it in the darkness. liad
Johnston seen him then he would have
felt the truth of Settle's words that
Mason was not a man who "loved his
enemies."

In truth, it was never part of Ma-
son's code to love his enemies. It had
been taught to him in his native moun-
tainus to exact an eye for an eye and a
tooth for a tooth. Even now, as he
thought of Markham and the great wrong
that he had suffered from him, he longed
for the time when the war would (tnd
anti he might seek his revenge. He bore
no animosity toward the soldiers on the
other side except this particular one-
Markham. He fought the others from
a sense of duty, and, the war over, he
could be good friends with them. But
there could be no forgiveness for Mark-
ham. Again he clinched his hand and
shook it in the darkness. His sense of
the wrong done him was as keen as ever.
Two years of incessant campaigning had
not diminished it, and when the excite-
ment and danger of each great bat:le
were over he found that the memory of
it would come back to him as strong as
before.

Mason stood at the northern rim of
the camp. The sentinel who walked the
beat there was a friend of his and nod-
ded at him is he passed.. The moon

shone brighter and clearei than ever In
the cloudless skies, and Mason. looking
back at the camp, saw it brilliant with
many lights. Clear and sweet still came
the words of the hymn: .

"The shepherds went their hasty Way
And found the lowly stable shed

Where the Virgin mother lay."
Then the song ceased suddenly as a

half dozen rifle shots rang loudly in
the frosty air. Mason stopped quite still.
and all his thoughts passed abruptly from
peace to war. He looked toward an-
other hill, divided by a shallow but wide
valley from the one on which the camp
lay -a hill on which clusters of brushes
grew here and there, affording a cover
for daring riflemen. He had marked the
place from the first and noted what a
good cover it would be for annoying
sharpshooters if the enemy were not
fifty miles away. Now it seemed that at
last some skirmishers were not as much
as a mile away. While he looked he
saw some jets of flames from the bushes

and heard the crack of three or four more
rifle shots.

"Join these men, Mason," said an offi-
cer, "and clear those skirmishers out of
the bushes. It ought to have been done
before we settled into the camp. A
picket of ours should be there now."

But Mason did not wait to hear the
officer's grumbling. He went mechan-
cally about the business upon which he

had been ordered, shouldering his rifle
and falling in with the party of twenty
who were to clear the bushes. He was
a good man for such work, a master of
woodcraft, cool, cautious and afraid of
nothing.

The disturbance in the camp was only
momentary. The soldiers were accus-
tomed to such trifles. A few rifle shots
fired from ambush could not annoy for
more than five minutes men who had
gone through many great battles. Nor
did the thought of his task lay heavy up-
on the .mind of Mason. Accustomed to
such duties, he would perform it present-
ly and return to his place with his com-
rades. It was merely mechanical.

They made a wide circuit around the
valley and approached the hostile hill
from the rear. Then they lay close to
the earth and listened for sounds of
their enemies, but they heard hone-only
the distant hum of their own camp and
the notes of a Christmas hymn rising in
the cold night.

"We'd better separate here and sur-
round them," said the commander of the
little troop. And the men spread out
like a fan, Mason taking his way up a
little gully. He was creeping on hands
and knees like an Indian. All the in-
stincts of the Kentuckian of the moun-

tains were aroused in him. The flame
was in his blood, and he was now the
hunter after prey.

Forward he went, searching the inter-
lacing bushes with his keen eyes, his

rifle at the cock and every muscle tense

and ready for action. IIls stained and
dark uniform would have made a blot on
the snow, but he kept to the cover of
the bushes, and no one lookhig there
would have known that a man was
passing.

He could hear the notes of the Christ-
mas hymn swelling in a chorus of manyi voices, but it was unheeded. Mason now

Shad work to do, and be meant to do it.
He crept on up the ravine and near the
hill stopped and listened intently. He
thought that he heard a soft crunch on
the snow, as of some one moving behind
a thick clump of bushes that grew near,
but he was not sure whether it was a
friend or an enemy. He approached a
little, lying down on the snow, and drew
himself forward with body outstretched
like a snake. He heard the sound again,
very faint now-so faint that it would

1 have passed unnoticed by any ear less
keen than his own.

Mason felt that it was an enemy be-
hind the bushes-an enemy who knew
that danger was approaching and would
be cautious. His blood swelled with
the pride of conflict and the emulation
of skill. He would watch this wary foe,
and his muscles became tenser than ever
as he prepared for the test. IHe glanced
only once at his ride to see that the
weapon was ready and then resumed
his sliding and slow advance. He reach-
ed the clump of bushes and, laying his
ear to the snow, could hear nothing.
But he was confident that his foe was

still on the other side. He could not
•ave escaped unseen, and, sure alike

In his courage and his judgment, he
began to' creep around the bushes, his
finger on the trigger, ready to fire at the
first glimpse. He reached the other
side, but nothing was there-only a trail
In the snow to show how his enemy, too,
had made the circuit-and the bushes
still stood between.

But Masot was not discouraged. He
did not expect to catch the man without
trouble. The unknown would have been
a very cheap sharpshooter indeed if he
had allowed himself to be overtaken so
easily, and Mason felt pleased because
the enemy matched against his skill and
courage seemed altogether worthy of
him.

tIe began the second circuit of the
bushes, more careful now than ever, not
making the slightest noise, lest his enemy
should hear and take warning. When
he was half way arou:.d, the sound of
shots to both left and right rose, and he
knew that his comrades were in battle
with the other sharpshooters. But they
were too far away to be seen, and he did
not take his mind from his own particu-
lar part of the work. It was one of the
merits of Mason that he knew how to
attend to his own business.

He was as patient now as the Indians
whom he imitated, creeping forward and
then turning back, seeking to entrap his
wary foe. But the man seemed to re-
turn with him every time and still re-
mained hidden. Mason could not tell
whether his enemy was endeavoring to
escape or pursue. lHe laughed noise-
lessly at the thought that lie himself
might be pursued while he was pursuing.
Well, it did not matter. It merely nmade
the test of skill all the more interesting.

"The shepherds went their hasty way."
He heard the notes of the music again,

louder and clearer than ever, and then
more rifle shots. The skirmish was flar-
ing into increased activity. He listened
to it a moment, although he never doubt-
ed that his 'omrades would win. But
he trusted that they would not win too
soon, as he wished to finish his own
affair without help.
Then he turned suddenly and went

swiftly back on his own track, catching
a glimpse of a dark figure around the
curve of the busheS. He raised his rifle
and fired, but not quicker than the other
man. The reports were simultaneous,
and a bullet clipped the clothing on
Mason's shoulder. Whether his enemy

was struck or not he did not know, and
there was no sound.

Mason was annoyed. He must devise
some method of finishing it quickly. He

laf quite still and ponilred deeply tor
a minute or two. Then an idea came to
him. He took off his cap, placed it on
the end of his gun barrel and, lying flat,
thrust it out in front of him, raising it
slightly in the air. He made no mistake.
There was a flash, a report, and a bullet
whistled through the cap. Springing to his
feet, loaded rifle in hand, he ran forward.

His enemy, trapped so neatly, leaped
up, his empty rifle still smoking at the
muzzle, and ran through the thickets.
Mason followed fast. The passion of
the chase was upon him, and he resolved
that the man should not escape. He
raised his rifle once and mairked a spot
on the fugitive's back where he could
plant a bullet. But he did not like to do
it. He would rather shoot him in fight
face to face.

The man as he ran made desperate ef-
forts to reload his rifle, but failed. Pres-
ently he threw it away, as if he feared
that it would impede his flight. Then he
ran faster. But Mason, too, increased
his speed. The despairing fugitive heard
the crunching footsteps on the snow
coming closer and closer.

They reached a little glen, and here the
fugitive sank down among some bushes,
exhausted.

"Throw up your hands!" cried Mason,
raising his rifle.

The man raised his bands, saying, "I
yield!"

But Mason did not lower his rifle.
"Yes, you yield," he said, "but I don't

know that I ought to spare you. I have
my opinion of a main who sneaks up to a

camp in the dark and shoots from am-
bush."

"It's war," replied the man.
"I suppose it's allowed," said Mason

meditatively, "but if the say so was mine
every man who does so would get a bul-
let. I don't like this sharpshooting, any-
way. There's too much sneaking busi-
ness about it."

The glen in which they stood was shad-
ed by the forests and thickets, and only a
little light filtered through the branches.
The sounds of the combat elsewhere had
died, the fighting evidently finished.
They could not hear the noises of the
camp-only the sounds of the Christmas
song.

"You led me a long chase around that
thicket," said Mason, laughing a little.
"Three or foar times I thought I had
you before I worked that cap trick on
you."

"And three or four times I thought I
had you," replied the man.

"Maybe so," replied Mason, who was
too polite to dispute his assertion. Yet
he was sure that it was his skill and not
his luck which had achieved the victory.
He noticed now that the man still re-
mained on his knees in the snow. He
seemed to be dreading a blow.

"Get up," said Mason. "Of course
when I was talking about sharpshooters
I didn't mean to practice what I was
preaching. I'm going to take you a
prisoner to camp, and I dare say they'll
treat you well. Come on."

The man 'lid not rise. He crouched
even lower in the snow. Mason bent
down to put his hand upon his shoulder
and jerk him to his feet, but he started
back before his fingers touched the kneel-
ing figure.

"Why, you are in our uniform!" he
cried. "What does it mean-a spy?"
The man shivered.

"I)on't tale me to your camp!" he
cried. "Before God I swear that I'm
no spy. I'm just a skirmisher. I put
on the uniform thinking it would be
easier for me to get away if I was pur-
sued by your troops. I swear that it's
true! I just meant to trick you!"

Mason did not believe him. He thought
the tale most flimsy, and at the moment
he felt little sympathy for the man. War
had hardened him, and, like most sol-
diers, he had no pity for spies. He ac-
cepted the decree that all such should be
hanged or shot when caught, and he con-
sidered his prisoner a criminal whom he
must take to justice. He looked at the

dim figure of the kneeling man, and then
he said:

"What you say may be so, but they'll
hang you as sure as my name is Dan
Mason."

The man sprang to his feet and ran.
But Mason leveled his rifle, calling to
him to stop or he would fire, and he
added by way of precaution that he could
not miss so good a target. The man sank
down again in the snow, uttering a
despairing cry, and Mason stood over
him once more, still holding his rifle for
use if needel. They were out of the
shadows now, and the moonlight fell
upon the face of the captive. Mason saw
his features for the first time, and when
he looked he uttered no threat, no excla-
mation, but stood perfectly still for a
moment, his face turning deadly pale.
Then he lifted his rifle again.

"Oh, Dan! Dan, don't kill me!" cried
the man, falling at his feet in terror
and grasping the snow in his hands.

Mason's body was rigid. Only the fin-
gers of his right hand moved, and they
played restlessly with the trigger of his
rifle. He looked straight at the abject
figure kneling befor him. He thrilled
with powerful emotions, and triumph
was strongest among them. His enemy
was delivered into his hands. God was
good and intended to see that he secured
his just revenge. How could he doubt
it when he looked at the face before
him?

"Why shouldn't I kill you, Tom Mark-
ham?" he asked. "Would you spare rie
if it was the other way?"

"Of course I would! You know I
would, Dan!" replied Markham.

"You lie!" said Mason. "If you had a
chance, you would shoot me like a dog.
You have been a liar and a sneak all
your life. Who should know better than
I do?"

Mason's figure was still rigidly erect,
only the finger that strayed so restlessly
over the trigger of his rifle moving. His
face remained pale, but was as hard as
stone, and the eyes, showing no mercy,
sought those of Markham, which waver-
ed and turned away in fear.

"You have been a liar and a sneak all
your life!" he repeated.

"It's true, Dan; it's true-all that you
say about me is true!" groaned the man.
"I know I'm a scoundrel, and I lied about
you, and I made her think that you were
all that I said you were."

"You made me lose her with your lies,"
said Mason.

"Yes, it's so, Dan," cried Markham,
"but this war will be over some day, and
then you can go home, and you'll have
another chance."

"I don't know about that," said Mason
grimly. "I may be dead when the war
is over. But at any rate you'll never
go buck to tell any more lies about me."

"It would be murder, Dan! You know
it would be to kill me now, when I'm un-
armed!" cried Markham.

"What right has a hound like yopu to

CoatnHued on Page Three.


