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SLOWEST OF ALL ANIMAL8.
THE REPUBLICAN Oorniy denied It that he had conclud

ed It must be false.
“Why did you deny I was your non 

when those men threatened to hang 
me?” Paul asked.

"My boy, I knew It then as well as 
now, but to acknowledge you to be 
my son was to be /your own doom. 
They’d a hung ye Jien for sure, or 
tortured us both.’’

stefl runner and there came & blind
ing flash, a stunning report from the 
door of the tent. Ned staggered back 
and fell to the earth. For a moment 
his companions were appalled. Tom 
Ambrose fired two shots at his cap
tain, but the mutineer was excited 
at the death of his companion, and 
aimed high.

“The hour of vengeance has come!” 
an awful voice shouted from the tent,

l
Scientists Unanimously Award Palm- 

to tho Loris.
Scientists say that the slowest-mov

ing mammal in existence Is the slow
paced loris, an animal more or less 
closely allied to the monkeys, 
technical name is "nyctlcibus tardi- 
gradus.” the last part of which might 
be translated lazy-footed.” 
ihem, when timed, took exactly thirty- 
two minutes and three seconds in mov
ing across a space of four feet toward 
a roach that it was endeavoring to 
capture. The animal belonged to an 
Asiatic genus that extends from Java 

j and Sumatra through Borneo and 
unite possibly some of the Philippine 
'islands, through parts of Hindustan 
When its progress was timed, it ad- 
vanced "within ten or twelve inches 
of its quarry, rested upon its hamte, 
drew its hind feet gradually forward 
until almost under its breast, very 
slowly and cautiously raised itself up- 

| right into a standing position, balauc- 
j ing awkwardly with uplifted arms, and 
j then threw Itself bodily—not upon the 
insect, which was off like an arrow 
from a Tartar's bow, but upon the 
spot the roach had occupied half a 
second before.”

■HUE E. LONGFELLOW. Pukltahtr.

Mountain home, IDAHO,
By JOHN R. MUSICK,

Mtb*r ol "MyitnlNi Mr. Hiwinl," "Tkt 
Dark Streager," "Charlie Aliendala'a 

Double,” Etc,

Its
A new counterfeit $10 bill is in cir

culation. It is more blessed to give 
than to receive. 4 One ofoin’ to hang 

Jack Ralston.
"What was they ICopyright, 1M7. by Koaaar Hoaaaa'a Ion 

AU rlgbte raaartad.

CHAPTER XVIII.
The Lost Found.

While the stirring events Just nar
rated were transpiring in the grotto 
two men but a few' miles below the 
valley were making their way along 
the trail made in the snow by old Ben 
Holton and the Indians.

"Can you follow it, Glum?” asked 
the young man, who was Clarence 
Berry.

“Yes, 1 kin follow it,” he answered.
The two travelers followed the trail 

until they came to where a portion of 
the tracks led up the stream, and 
some went across the river. Here 
Glum Ralston called a halt.. He stood 
looking at the foot prints in the snow 
and shook his great shaggy old head 
like one in doubt.

“Wall, I want t’ tell ye I'm a mite 
wool-gathered " the old man growled, 
as lie gazed at the foot prints. "It’s 
my opinion that we’ll find the camp 
on the other side.”

"I see a light!” exclaimed Clarence.
Glum Ralston turned his eyes in the 

direction indicated and said:
“Yes; now I see it—now I don’t.”
“It seems moving about.”
“There Is some one in the valley.”
They could not only see a light, 

but figures moving about, and Clar
ence added:

“Glum, let us go over there first,”
“Well," come on,” the old ex

sailor grunted, and they started over 
the frozen river. When nearly across 
they discovered people running about 
In great excitement and loud cries, 
mingled with which was the shriek 
of a female voice. Then came the re
port of a gun, followed by two or three 
more In quick succession.

“Ho! Clarence, git a move on ye— 
there’s a fight over there!’ cried Glum 
Ralston, and the two increased their 
speed to a run.

and another report shook the air, and i Crack-lash for? 
Tom Ambrose sank, a bullet in his 
brain.

askProf. Vincent of Chicago is instruct
ing women how to talk. Some men 
would gild the lily.

“Because I wouldnt tell where I’d 
cached a fortune in ^old I got from 

This unexpected resistance appalled 1 the Alaskan mines. 'So long as they 
and unnerved Lackland and his com- j didn't know he was my^m they could

t°* j not force tlie secret frokw me that
The czar is reported to be reason

ably cheerful; but wait till he reads 
that Swinburne poem.

panions, who beat a hasty retreat 
ward the river. They were nearly to 
the river bank when two men, leap
ing from the ice, ran toward them, 
crying:

“Hold! What does this mean? Lack- 
land, you here?”

"Clarence Berry! I’m undone!”
Then, followed by his men, he ran 

up the stream, instead of across it.
"Let us follow them,” said Clarence.
"No, let’s go to the tent. There's 

been bloodshed there!”
They ran to the camp now deserted 

by the Indians and Esquimaux. Two 
men lay where they had fallen, the 
snow crimson with their blood. An 
old man came from the tent, holding 
a pale, trembling girl by the hand.

Clarence snatched up a burning 
brand (hat had fallen from the hand 
of some fugutive, and at a glance 
cried :

“Laura—Laura Kean!”
His shout was drowned by a roar 

from Glum Ralston.
“My captain, oil, my captain, found 

at last!” and in a moment those griz
zled men, lost to each other a score 
of years, were clasped in each other's 
arms.

fway.
“Wc 11, cap'n, you played your part 

very fine, an' now' that we have out
witted 'em, an' all goin’ home soon, 
can you find the place where the gold 
is cached?”

“If 1 had a certain walrus hide ( 
could. It is the one my son took from 
the cave.”

Over in Hungary the battle of the 
ballots seems to involve about as 
many fatalities as the other kind.

The man who rocked the boat last 
summer is now leading skating par
ties over the thin places in the ice.

"I gave it to you, Glum.”
“And I've got it safe at camp.”
In the midst of their rejoicing

Mighty fewr men can get worried 
over their soul when their collar but
ton is pinching the back of their neck. Paul did not forget the poor wretch 

who was lying in the cavern mangled 
Clarence andDr. Newell Dwight Hillis propounds 

the question, Is a second marriage 
wrong? Where it involves bigamy, 
yes.

and torn by the dog. 
two Indians went and brought Morris

4

carefully THE NEIGHBORSto the camp, where Kate 
dressed his wounds. He was the only i 

man living save Belcher, who had 
robbed Paul, and told them where the Quick Cure of Rheumatism by Dodd’s 
treasure could be found, also making 
a full confession of his ertrm 
ting that Lackland had hired them to 1
detain Paul in Alaska until he, Lack- j Goodland, Kan., Feb. 20t.h.—(Spe- 
land, should win a certain lady’s hand ! cial)—So quick and complete was the

cure of N. E. Albertson, a local black- 
The second day after (he startling smith, that it almost seems like a 

incidents narrated above the little miracle. He bad Rheumatism so bad

ALL USE THEM NOW.

The mayor of Bridgeport, Conn., is 
trying to get his own salary reduced. 
“Nature hath made strange fe’Iows in 
her time,”

Kidney Pills. How They Saved the 
admit- Shop of a Kansas Blacksmith—Cure

was Permanent too.

A dainty little square of lace—. 
That's all. We just wanted to start a 
paragraph that every woman reader 
would look at.

and heart.

camp was broken, all the dog sleds be feared he would have to give up
secured and porters, packers and his shop. One box of Dodd’s Kidney
Esquimaux set out for the Klondyke. Pills drove away all the pains and
Providence favored them, for there they have never returned. Speaking
was no snow fall during their march. °f h's cure Mr. Albertson says:

“I had Rheumatism in my shoulders 
and arms for years. Part of the time 
it was so bad 1 could not. sleep at 
night. My arm hurt so that it seem
ed I would have to give up my black
smith shop. I went to the drug store 
and bought one box of Dodd’s Kidney 
Pills and took them. I have not had 

i the Rheumatism since. A great many 
l of the neighbors are using Dodd’s Kid

ney Pills since they saw how they 
cured me.”

New Jersey cares not what states 
may have the gold mines and furnish 
the nation's wheat if she can incorpo
rate the trusts. CHAPTER XIX.

Conclusion.
The reuinon of the sea captain and 

the faithful sailor was mild compared 
to a reunion that quickly followed. 
Another party was coming across the 
ice. The long, Arctic night was spent 
and the opening door of dawn was 
filling all the eastern Heavens with 
glory, when Paul, Kate, old Ben and 
their faithful canine friend sprang 
from the ice and hurried up the hill to 
the narrow valley, where the camp 
was.

Paul led the party, with Kate close 
behind. The first object he recogniz
ed was his faithful old friend, who 
had long mourned him as dead—Glum 
Ralston. The meeting can be better 
imagined than described. He was 
told that Laura was inside with Clar
ence and the long-lost captain, who 
was making desperate efforts to ex
plain something which had befuddled 
everybody, and Paul tumbled head 
first into the tent, the worst befuddled 
of any one, and embraced Laura and 
Clarence, and for several moments 
the only rational being in the party 
was the faithful unknown dog, who 
sat on his haunches and panted.

It was fully an hour before every
body inside and everybody outside 
were at all themselves. Paul after
ward had a dim recollection of hearing 
a voice very much like Glum Ralston’s 
roar:

“Ain't you Kate Willis, my Kate?” 
and then he heard a voice which 
sounded very much like Kate crying:

“Ain’t you Jack Ralston, my sailor 
boy ?”

Then there vvas a collision, explo
sion, and the hub bub increased.

At last, when all had time to re
cover, Kate and Jack, as she still call
ed him. entered the tent, she declaring 
she would never permit him to leave 
her again. Jack explaining that he 
was staying in Alaska in compliance 
with an order from his captain to the 
effect that he was to never leave 
until he returned.

“And he has returned,” said Jack. 
"He has come back and is here now; 
and Kate, I am ready to go.”

The man whom we have known as 
the hermit captain said:

“My friends, this is the happiest day 
I ever knew'. But one person more is 
necessary to make the reunion com
plete, and my cup of happiness run 
over. I want to ask some questions, 
and then make some explanations, 
First, is your name Paul Miller?”

“Yes, sir," Paul answered.
"Who was your father, and where 

is he?”
“My father was Captain Joseph Mil

ler, who was lost before I can remem
ber in Alaska or some of the islands 
of the Bering Sea.”

“Do you know the name of the ship 
he last sailed In, and from what 
port?”

“Mother told me he sailed from San 
Francisco in a sealing schooner call
ed the Eleanor.”

i
At the Klondyke Ethel Berry gave 

them a reception in her shanty. Her 
amazement was unbounded to learn 
that Laura was in Alaska, and still, 
strangest of all, Paul bad found a 
father who had been dead twenty 
years.

Kate went to Dawson City and 
established her laundry, though Jack 
tried hard to dissuade her. She said 
until she was Jack’s wife she would

Reading the headline of a New York 
paper, "Receiver Appointed for Elita 
Proctor Otis,” who can help exclaim
ing, “Lucky fellow!”

Somebody has written a book en
titled “Practical Poker.” 
practical kind of poker is the kind 
that is left practically alone.

The most

Unfortunately the Russian pooplo 
always have to pay for tho windows 
that the Russian people knock out of 
the palaces of their grand dukes.

* support herself, and as there was no j 

priest or parson on the Klondyke she 
saw no chance to marry until they The Liverpool police have stopped 
left. Kate did a big business that win- the practice-common there—of 
ter, and as soon as the spring of 1897 , vassing for the sale of 
came and the pass was open our houses where a death has taken place, 
friends went to Juneau and took a 
ship for San Francisco.

We will precede Clarence Berry and 
Glum Ralston to the little camp and 
explain the cause of excitement.

When Lackland left to send rein
forcements to kill or capture the old 
man from the mountain, whom he was 
quick to perceive was inimical to his 
interests, he little dreamed they 
would be coming to meet him.

The old man of the mountains, or 
hermit, as we have known him, watch
ed Lackland across the river, but did 
not see him meet Cummins. Know
ing it would be some hours before he 
would return, he did not consider 
haste necessary.

“We will be gone, my dear child, 
before that man returns,” he said, in 
a kind, fatherly way, that won the 
heart of the girl.

“What do you propose?” she asked 
eagerly.

“Across this frozen river, the ice of 
w'tjich will bear your weight, as I 
have tested it myself, we will find a 
deep, dark cavern. Now, we will 
cross the river and I leave you 
there—’’

“Why leave me there? Why not 
take me on to Paul?” she asked.

“Because you would be a hindrance 
to my rescuing him. No, no! You 
must consent to stay in the cavern 
or wre will have to abandon the pro 
ject of rescuing Paul.”

“I will—I will do anything.”
They began the search for capsules, 

lozenges and buttons of compressed 
and desslcated food, which took up 
little space and the weight trifling 
in comparison to the original food.

All this took time, and there came 
one delay after another, until hours 
had glided by before they were ready 
to depart. At last everything was 
ready.

“Now, my dear child, we are ready 
to go. I hope yon won’t find this 
Journey too much for your strength.” 

“Don’t consider that for a moment.” 
“Hark! 1 hear footsteps approach

ing!”
“Some one comes!” she gasped, 

turning deathly pale.
The men approaching the house 

were Lackland, with Cummins, Allen, 
Padgett and Ambrose. They had seiz
ed pine knot torches and were creep
ing stealthily toward the tent. The 
keen eye of the hermit had seen them 
and he hastily formed a little barri
cade, behind which he crouched, a 
revolver in each hand.

“Ho, there!” railed the hermit cap- 
“Don’t advance too near until 

you explain what your mission is!”
“My mission is to get to my tent,” 

Interposed Lackland. “Who are you 
who presumes to take our camp from 
us?”

Stops Coffin Salesmen.

can- 
coffins atThe English gentlewoman w-ho 

keeps a few snakes with her all the 
time evidently takes after some Eng
lish noblemen we have heard of. TEAPaul had not only recovered his 

gold, but much more, which he took 
out that winter, while his father re
covered his gold. Jack Ralston 
worth seventy-five thousand dollars, 
while Clarence Berry and his sweet, 
brave little wife were rich several 
times over.

It was several months before the 
real fate of Lackland and his compan
ions was known. After their failure 
to abduct Laura Kean the three 
dared not return to the land of civili
zation, but went to Sheep Camp.

One morning, while the camp was 
still buried in sleep, there 
peculiar rumbling sound 
southwest side of the mountain, and, 
like an avalanche, the great glacier 
came rumbling, thundering down, 
burying tents and shanties and 
beneath it. Some fled and a few 
escaped, but when the debris had 
cleared away several were 
Buried deep under the landslide 
Lackland, Cummins, Allen, Morris and 
Belcher.

Some one had gone on to Fresno 
and broke the news to Mrs. Miller by 
degrees. She could at first hardly be
lieve her son alive, and it was still 
more difficult to believe the husband, 
whom she had for twenty years 
thought dead alive. When she 
told that she would see them that very 
day, she swooned for ojy.

She was at the depot when the train 
came in and Captain Miller, shaven 
and shorn, and dressed in the garb of 
civilization, looking twenty 
younger than when a wanderer in the 
Klondyke, stepped from the train to 
receive his fainting wife in his strong 
arms.

Schilling’s Best is not 

extravagant.

Schilling’s Best: Eco

nomical.
Tour grocer returm your money If you don’t like It

Foreign Banks in Japan.
Of the 467 savings banks In Jajpaa, 

only one is foreign. Of the 1,799 ordi
nary banks, only four are foreign.

Mr. Rockefeller, continuing to serve 
the public in an inexpensive and con
genial advisory capacity, urges us all 
ta “drink plenty of water between 
meals.”

was

Senator Depew says that the for
eign title chases the American girl. 
Possibly; but not until after it has 
looked up papa’s rating in Brad 
street’s. men

After a while the public may learn 
that gold letters on the window and a 
suitcase for the president to use in 
getting away do not constitute a safe 
and sane bank.

TEAcame a
from the When we take the risk of 

your liking our tea, the least 

you can do is to try it.
In every p*ck»ge of Schilling’* Bert Tea If a 

booklet: How to Make (food Tea.

Some of the kind Russian manufac
turers have offered to advance ^eir 
help’s wages to $10 a month. Is it 
quite safe to enrich the uneducated 
classes so suddenly?

men

missing, 
were Lake Disappears.

Lake Chad is gradually drying op, 
and recent researches tend to show 
that its complete disappearance 1* 
only a question of time.

The Savoie sailed from New York 
with two bridal couples and $3,280,000 

‘ In gold. Presumably the bridal cou
ples were almost as happy as if the 
gold belonged to them.

TEAAs fourteen of the years In the pres 
ont century will begin on Sunday, 
Russell Sage will doubtless save his 
1905 calendar, to he used for the other 
years by simply changing the date.

Do you know good tea? 

Do you know bad tea?

Do you know what we 

mean?

was

If whisky and quinine is a bad com
bination, as some doctors say, it must 
be on account of the quinine. In the 
words of the Kentucky colonel, there 
is no bad whisky,—New York Press.

Do you know Schilling's 

Best?
Write for our Knowledge Book, A. Schilling * 

Company, San Francisco.

Advertises on Ponte Vecchio.
The advertising fiend has laid bis 

ruthless hand upon the Ponte Vecchio. 
Florence, a structure which had stood ^ 
un^efaced for 550 years. A protest ta 
beijjg made to the city authorities.

years

The New York sociologist who ad
vises all the good people to send all 
the bad ones to Coventry apparently 
doesn’t appreciate the dangers inci
dent to the overcrowding of communi
ties.

There was a wedding—of course 
there was. No story would be 
plete without a wedding, and in this 
there were two, for Jack 
would insist on being married to his 
faithful Kate on the same day Laura 
and Paul were wedded.

Clarence and Ethel Berry,

com-

Ralston

The reckless Chicago Record-Her
ald thinks that when those ten men 
own the Unitod States it will be inter
esting to see which one of them will 
be the first to get frozen out by the 
other nine.

who
contributed so much to bring about 
the happiness of their friends, 
present, and declared they never 
joyed but one other event 
that was their own wedding, of 
As these young people are wealthy 
beyond their fondest dreams, as they 
have tasted the bitter cup of poverty, 
and take delight in making others 
happy, it is safe to predict that their 
millions will not be squandered 
frivolity, hut the world will be better 
by their having lived, tolled and suf
fered.

TEA
were

Moneyback says: what- 

you buy Schilling’s 

your grocer returns 
your money if you don’t 
like it.

Write for our Knowledge Book, A. Schilling * 
Company, San DTanclsoo.

en-
more— 
course.

»ever
Best,

tain.Maxime Gorky was wise to adopt a 
pseudonym. His real name is Alexei 
Maximowitsch Pjeschow, which ob
viously isn’t adapted for a title page 
and subsequent discussion at the 
women’s clubs.

“Jack—Jack! Have you been with 
him all these months and not know
this?”

Glum Ralston leaped to his feet with
in"Keep off!”

One of the inen behind Ned fired at 
the old captain and the bullet grazed 
the top of his cap.

"You got

a startled yell and cried: 
“Crack-lash! A Miller—son of my 

captain! Why, by the name of Nep
tune, didn’t ye tell me ye had soma 
other name’n Crack-lash?”

Concerning that story of the com
pany that is preparing to manufacture 
gold in unlimited quantities from sail 
water, most persons will take it, for 
the present, with a few grains ol 
chloride of sodium.

Told by the Small Mouth.
Great self-control 

dwell with the small mouth of which 
tho lips are kept tightly shut. Never
theless, it is liable to occasional out> 
bursts of ill-temper.

May they live long to enjoy the 
golden riches taken from the treasure 
house of the Ice King 
dyke.

and fortitndahim!” shouted
“We’ve got him this time!” and 
struck a blow at his head with his 
knotted stick. The stick fell on the

Ned.
Raul was dumbfounded, 

heard a hint that tne hermit was his 
father, but the old man had so stub-

He had on th* Klnn-

The End


