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Pterrp Cftristmas
—CO

AND A fiappp Dew year

Mamma, what are you so glad for? Because you want me to buy the Christmas present at the

3)o\>er Bee Mive Store
and because my mamma

Renrp ficiman

t my Christmas present 24 yearn ago at the same Bee Hive Store of H. Helman • and becausn I can buy there cheaper and

^rassftss11"yoangs te rBa ta ) for the older m<* • mmkIt" <^&z&&£<£2ir&Z *yoangsterB' for the older

Doocr, P- %
north Sussex Street

Ca.loM»a<fe Suits
Are just the tiling and

you all know that

€lp t toe Cailcr
Makes a specialty of
that line

Large stock to select

from, and all the latest

novelties
A trial will convince

tip, the Cailor
12 east Blackuxll street
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pedals for Choice mines
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Ulholesale and
Retail.
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fine line of
Cigars

SANTA GLAUS'ANNUAL VISIT I
BflZflflR**

*****
Make them happy with suitable gifts. But where to find tbe gifts ? Our

Btocic answers that question; answera it fully and perfectly. Como and flee.
e&. Novelties without limit. Such an array of dazzling, desirable gifts. Some-
- tiling for every age. Something for every taste. 0tft8 that will fill your

requirements without emptying your purse. To look through our Bpleudid
assortment o holiday goodB Is a pastime; to price theso goodi 1B a pleasure ;
to poraess them is a privilege. * * '"

Dolls, Toys, Booki, Novelties. Handkerchief*. Doll Carriages.
Hobby Horses, Desk*, Tables, Chairs. Drums, Etc.

A complete avnrtment to please all, both young and old. To have a
merry, satisfactory and money raving Christmas make yaur holiday pur-
chases of

JOHN H. GRIMM, 6 North Sussex Street.

JOHN H. GRIMM $
6 North Sussex Street, Dover, N. J. Jj"

THE WAY TO HAVE A <%

MERRY CHRISTMAS f
IS TO MAKE O T H E R S HAPPY <§"

BOTTLERS
OF

BEERS

ALES

PORTERS

%

MANUFACTURERS OF

MINERAL
WATERS

DOVER STEflU

W. H. CAWLEY & CO.
PROPRIETOB8

Office and Salesroom

SUSSEX STREET
-•*H>OVER, N. J.

Special-.
Offerings
For tfce

W O . BAKER STORE CO.
DOVER, N. J.

Kid Gloves-Ladlea'-Fmir large honks, heavy
stltih, all colors, 88 cents

Homo Spun, all-wool Blankets, white and

Handsome Moquetto Rugn, three sizes to
match.

Sterling Silver Novelties, Celluloid Goods,
Fine Damask Towels.

The Expert Sewing vachlno, guaranteed for
flveyoars, only J10 60.

Toilet Articles, Manicure Sets, Colgate's Per-
fumes

IrlBh Point Pillow Shams and Bureau/ overs.
Holiday Sllppers-Mon's Black, Tan and

Wine Colored Slipper. «l S>; Chsnllh.
' Embroidered, 6!) and Id cents; Dongnla

iilui) velvet ueatieu) c ««i< -*••", „,,
oral, 7fl cents; Quilted Fur Bound Sllppore,
85 cents.

Fancy Hall Lamps oiily»'.48. A Lirge Hall
Lnmp for 1)8 cents.

10 Piece Toilet Set, fl.ilS.
Fancy Decorated Jardinieres, Mustache Cups

*' and Saucerp, Tea Sets and Dinner Sets In
,, great variety, Fancy Work Basket*, Fancy

Glassware, in new do*igus.
S Our Grocery Department Is crowded with
£ seasonable goods: Fancy Florida Oranges.
• Capo I'al Cranberries, Vermont Maplo
* Syrup, Now Process Buckwheat Flour,

Finest Creamery Butter, Wblto Plume
•' Celery, Finest Bunch Tablo RalslnB, Fancy

Now Crop New Orleans Molasses, 00 rente
per gallon, Sugar Syrup, very finest, 40 eta.
per gallon, and a thousand other articles
useful and ornamental will bo found iu our
tour departments.

WM. H. BAKER STORE CO.
JMO. 16 West Blochwdl Street

DOVER, New Jersey
GOODS DELIVERED FREE

TELEPHONE CALL No. 45 I

*• IN tne
mountains, in Col-
orado, 9,000 feet
abovu sea levol, I
struck a vein of
good mineral and
surveyed a claim.
I built mo a log
cnbln, and there,
miles away from
any human habi-
tation, I lived
alone Far below
lac, Uko a thread,
WMB Otto Blears1

toll roud from Sil-
vorton to Ouray, a road that cost |40,
000 a milo. In clear weather I could
6co tbo stages whirl along this, or, like a
line of flies, a mulo train pass on in single
file, und Eometlnios, ltko small ants, a
heavy loaded burro "train. Them reminds
mo of u green fdlcr I see, reading about a
burro as was knocked off a road by a land
slide. "Serves'em right," said ho, "foi
taking that heavy furnltoor way up
thora " He wasn't much on spelling And
didn't know a burro was tlio Colorado
namo for n donkey. The burro is tho sal-
vation of the mount'ln miner, for tbo lit-
tlo creatures can walk on tbo picket odgB
of nothing and never infos a foot und carry
a load that weighs more thun they do.

below tho toll road tlio Uncnpugh.ro,
brown and dark in tho Bhuddoniund sliver
in tho sunlight., meanders through tbo
valley. How far down? Waal, one plaea
on that road is a cut torn from a solid
mount'in wall and a look down of 000
feet. It is a ticklish placu, but wo gets
used to thorn tilings after a tlmo.

Tor ei i months in wlntur I was snowed
In In my lonely cabin. I could hear tho
roar of tho Icy gules through tbo crashing
timber and once in awhilo another sound
that you nover forgot—a fearful roar liko
a monstrouB wnvo breaking over jugged
rocks and carrying with it a grand, big
bhip. There's a jar of tho atrtli, a tump uf
trees, a crunching and rumbling and a
thunder of rolling rocks, with a queer
sense of moving, not where you may be,
but far off. That's asnowsllde. It be-
gins on a mount'in peak, creeping slow, a
white mass, gathering more at ovcry inch,
getting tighter for a clinch, then faster,
taking everything In Its path, cutting a
clean swath, like a scythe, then whirling,
roaring, swallowing up a cabin, with
shrieking men, or a b'nr, hid ami sleeping
for tho winter. Then yau understand what
1 mean by moving, for tho air is full of it,
and it lasts till, with a muffled thunder-
clap, the wholo moss drops down into tho
volley miles away.

Then tho summer storms, when tho
lightning don't scorn no further off than

Z BAYS 8DDDKN, "I'LL DO IT, BY GOSH I"

Btono'B throw and glares and blfiids one1

goos streaking ribbons of flro over the
pines, while you're dazed and deafened by
tho thunder! Don't that thunder boom,
a-playing catch across tho crags, tho last
ono sending it back and nil of it kinder
condensed and held In canyons and eaoh
new roar and onoh past one mingling to-
gether until there's a very fury of sound,
like nothing else on earth.

Ag'in, ano day you sea a mount1 In peak.
a gray cloud kinder hovering, low; It's toft
and full of cr inkle nnd rolls liko cotton
batting all flun jr in a heap. Bymoby them's
a chill in tho air, and tlio gray cloud—now
tho sun don't Bhino on it—gets black as
Ink. It gets closer and lower ami aH of a
euddon turns into a shoot of dazzling sil-
ver. Now under it Is a big river coming
with a rush and ronr, faster than an nvu-
lancho and churning up rocke, earth, trees,
animals and men in its awful boiling cur-
rent. That's a cloudburst, It swells the
water In o\ery stream In the valley, und
tho river beyond, where tho btreums empty,
goes mad and rushes on over homo and
form, carrying havoc and IUleery all along
its course.

Tho silonco up mount'ln Is awful. I've
gono out and yelled jest for the company
of an echo. Then worse thnn thu quiet ib
tho sound of something walking after
night. Somotftiies there's a slinking four
footed crcaturo liko a monstrous yellow
cat, with tho sliest gait of any animal
devil. That's a mountain Hon. Often
there's a .wavier tread, and u clumsy crca-
turo goes fin I filing by-r-a grizzly. He can't
bo tamed nor thu Uttlo block Imp of his
family connection. Thun' again there's
tho Bound, but when you look thcro ain't
nothing to innko it. That's the worst of
11. That's ghosts.
My mlno is a tunnel 100 feet into a

uaunt'in fiiilo. nnd often toward night
ivlion I'm working I hoars tap, tap, tap,
soft and low, but clear as preaching. I
jits out then, for thorn's the mine ^pcerlta,
unl I don't winter git 'cm ag'in mo. It's
funny, ain't it? But yon just live up
mount'in alone and KOO how you feel after
awhile.

Twico a week a burro train came SO
milcR from Ouray for my oro, coming up
a trail I in ado up to my mine not tlirco
foot wtdo and just out out of tho rock and
ground. Them and tho man with 'em
-\vas mighty choerfnl to ecu after days of BI-
lciice. Lcltcr&f No; I never had n soul to
•vrlto to lnu, but newspapers—a wool; or a
month cVl, It tlkln'c matter. They was
comfort, a.:«l me, setting up in limb cabin,
lorgot by all fuiwnn creature*^ could

through them papers feel the beating heart
of the great world.

Liist September I got tho blues so had
that I quit work one ;day and wont down
to the toll road, liming my trip so as to
see tho fitago paiifl and to git from some
passenger something to read. A feller
give mo a book called,"Dombey and Son*1

ono day. Gosh, thorn old seafaring fellers
was tho gameet crowd I over BOO. Outtle'e
my choice. 1 know the book by heart, and
Florence and Walter, and that shop and
Soil Qills Is jest oanateral as if I hod
knowed 'em. Why, I set and read that
over so much, Ecemcd liko I could jest soe
'em como Into life and be real folks in the
firelight. Like to know Dickens, tho feller
that wrote 'em. Dead, Is nof Waal, wool,
he'll novcr know what a comfort he was
to me. When I git thecharnce, I'm going
to lay a wreath or posies where he is plant-
ed and tvJl him them hooks he's writ has
been moro'n a gospel to us miners in the
mount'ins, and I'll say I come clear from
one of tho rjowest states in tho new world
to give him my humble tlmnkn.

Where was IP Oh, on tho toll road. I
set there add smoked my pipe, looking
down tho gulch on the Uncapaghre spar-
kling like a-filiver cord fur below and lis-
tening to tho wind whispering through the
pines, and thon I beard a sound. The road
is so sun dried and hard it echoes. This
was a sorter pattering, and won't no shod
creature either. I t oan't be a mount'in
lion, I says to myself. Ho wouldn't dare be
horo. I felt for my gun—revolver, you
know—and then I see this was a dorp, a
Gordon setter and a thoroughbred, white
and black, with tho humancst eyes I ever
soo In a annual. I called him and after a
survey, ho como and seemed friendly
onough. Ho was foojsore and lean and
looked like he'd come a long way. Ipiekod
a cactus thorn out of his paw and won't
bo grateful P 1 kept a wutch 'round a turn
of the ground for his owner, and pretty
soon I sec four burros, heavy loaded, and
walking behind them a youngish feller.
Ho was kill and broad shouldered, dressed
like the most of us Sn rough clothes, woolen
shirt, sombrero and long boots. He was
bronzed Boirie, had burly hair, pleasant
bluouyesanda Btraggling mustache trying
hard to coveca inoutli pretty an a woman's.

11 Good.day," he soys, halting tho pack
animals. "Thanks for helping tbo dog.'
It was bareleBS In me nob to look when he
limped." '

"Howdjr," I says,' looking him over.
"Stranger in these parts?"

"England,"1 ho answers, sotting down
on a rook ant) mopping his forehead.

"MincrF11

"Going to bo. By the way, am I any-
where near the claim of a man named
Day?"

"You bo," I sayfl cautious, "near Btge
Day's tunnel; It's up that trail."

"You must know him?"
"Sum'at. Do you?"
"No, tho claim I have purchased of Gen-

eral Baynioiid of Denvor is a half mile
farther.Up thotnotintatn than his."

"Poker Sain," I gasps,' and inebbe I
swore Homo, for the young feller looked
sorter B'priscd. "That's his old gag, sends
'em here, 'mentions my name and gits me
Into his sahemes.: Stranger, last month
there was seven men I'd never set eyes on
afore traveling up that trail on the look-
out for Blgo Day's claim. (They come
different ways and timesjand swore in
dlff'rent lanywidgea, bu^'all was directed
by General Raymond—whore he got the
general ho don't know hisself-—and had
all bought claims of Him. I answered 'em
oivil at first,:but my dander got up and I
took the last pne^-a slim fellow from New
York—and 1 s u n : 'Sop that spook up
thorc, that p'int a half milo up mount'ln
—wnrtl, tliat'a it,.- If .yon don't koer for
ycr lifo and has good legs, you might reach
italivo. If you've breath left then, you
kin (liskivor a tunnel six foot into the
mauntin and rock, all the rock you want,
hut thcro never was, nor never will be, any
streaks of pay dirt there and no way of
sitting it down if thcro was,* Some of her
dccretH this old mount'in won't gtvo up,
und where a human gits overbold In
climbing up and trying to Und out, why
she jest shots down on him at the Btart.'
I'oker Sain played you for a sucker"—I
looked him over1—"and I guess you was
eafcy to play?1

"Possibly," he says carelessly. He
drawed out a cigar and give mo one. He
set bock thoii smoking coolly, his hat eider
him and the little rings of hair curling:
round hie forehead. I chewed my cigar
awhile to git tho tatito.

"Busted!"*! nHk-R.
"In tho vernacular of tho country, just

that," he laughs.
"Rich folks inobba?"
"Tlavun't a KOUI to care whuthor I live

or die." l ie looked kinder far away then,

I SKTTinnnr AND SMOKED MY PIPE

and I would lwt ng'l n hc-nty oiMs thnt there
was a gal concerned In It. I took a big
ehlno to the feller, and after awhllo I of-
forcd him a job up to my mine, to work
on shares, him to throw In the grub stake
he had with him. Ho was willing enough,
BO from that day Ed—that's name enough,
for a story—and mo was pards. Folks
uEOd to cull mo n Groundhog" Bige, and
they nicknamed him "English" Kd, but I
usually called him "pord.", Got along?
You bet. I was a ignorant; old creature
nnd ho was college lamed, but that wasn't
no diff 'rontje. Ho was friendly to mo as to
a chum of his own class, mubbo more so,
fct when I so t rheumatics, ho was off to

Ouray—and cold, too—to git linnerment
and played the nurse complete. Ho wad
lots of company, and NO was the dorg—Doo
waa tho pup's namo, Pard took jttBt as
much Int'ruKt in Cuttto and Gills as me,
nnd got more books—ono about tho gamest
old fuller, Pickwick, and the eating and
drinking in that volume would make your
mouth water. We read him while we eat
pork and biscuit and drunk coffee 'thout
no milk nor sugar. We was doing well in
tho mine, but whon you think of tho ways
v it ties has to bo brought on tbo books of
them burroH, youafnt setting up for entry a
—as Ed used to say. He was a cheerful
feller, but given to fits of gloom—never
said a word about his folks though.

'Bout Chris'mus time, and we wan't so
snowed in by then but that you could git
along on enowBhoes, we was reading Pick-
wick over again. He read aloud in diff'-
rent voices, making It jest as real as live
folks a-talking, when I says sudden, "I'l l
doit , by gosh!"

"What!"' ne kinder jumped, and the
pup riz up and licked my hand,

"\Vliy,"B»ygI, "I' l l hoof it to Ouray
and lay in a chicken—a turkey if I can git
It—pcrtatcrs and a squash and. cranberries
and the truck to make a plum pudding.
I'll celebrate. I can't hear of them "Dlolt-

J

I BTUMBLED UP TUB MOUNT'IKBIDI A-HOIr-
LKRING.

em fellers eating no moro and try to fill
myself up on salt horso and slopa. I'll git
ono good feed M i t takoaa legoroMtaa
life."

"It will be the latter," ho aaya, wber
enough. "You couldn't inaku a walking
market of yoursolf over three feet of enow
on tbo edge of a proolplco."

"I'm light and easy on snowshoefl."
"But," ho Interrupt*, "what'i the mat-

ter with my golngr"
"You ain't," I answere, bringing to

mind his. attempts to walk on snowibow
and his wubbllngs, "you ain't no bird on
'em, pard.."

He laughed then like a boy.
"It's a deal," 1 flays, "and tomoner,

the 94th, I'll net off early and git back by
night and we'll set up and eat till morn-
ing. I'll git, brandy for tbo pudding mm,
but pard,". I; finishes anxious, "how-, hi
them puddings made?"

"Why, flour, raisins, lard or butter—
something that's rich"—

'Butter,"; I puts in, "Is 80 oents a
pound at Ooray, and I guess that's rioh
enough."

"Butter, pnrrants, molasses to make It
brown, and spice mixed and cooked."

•Ical'latol' l lget It mixed to the store,"
I says,"and my traveling will beat it up."

'Then you BOW it up in a bag wbioh
you boll and make a sauoo of brandy that
you pour over and set afire, and It trams
blue flame. This is the way we a n d to
have it a t home." His faoo grew sad, and
I knew he was going into them glooms
ag'ln.

"Warto of good liquor,'.'.-I says under
my breathy but he didn't note me.

Isetoutcarlythonextmorning, leaving
him and the pup at home.' It wasnt bad
going and the air was fresh and full of
sunshine. They was s'prlsod to see me st
Oumy, and laufthod adoal at the track I
bought and paid for with gold dust. I
found the pudding stuff so heavy that I
really hod It mixed In a pall. I went over
to a saloon for awhile, and it was 'boat I
In the afternoon when I como back for my
things. I had asked the storekeeper, 'who
was also postmaster1. If there were any let-
ters for pard, but there wan't I tied the
eight pound turkey-round: my neck with
the pudding pail, the vegetables and a
squash—that seomod to weigh a ton before
I was four mllos on my way. , I filled mr
pockets with papers and books and a bot-
tleof brandy and toharao. ' As If lxedny."
snowshoes, the storekeeper came out. , ~!''Y'<
" Q u o e r thing, Blgo," he says. "'Boat
an hour'fore you got back from the ss-
loon an ' Englishman named IngaUS was
hero asking if I knowod your pard, Ed. I
told him whore he was and off he goes.
Impatient nnd stuck up enough, wouldn't
listen to no caution. Thought mebbe our
mount'ln trail was a bolerward where hs
could und hoss keers and them two wheeled
caus with a joy up behind. .Off ho jumps
like a flash. I says, ' Try it, young feller,'
you'll bo bock In an hour or two.' I clean
forgot all about you was going that way."

"I'll moot him," I says and starts. The
crowd glvo three cheers for me and wished
moa "Merry ChriB'nms!" "Keep some
of that pudding*for mo till spring. It wlU
bollard enough,' 'yel ls the storekeeper,
"for you wouldn't take no soda in it."

Pnnl hadn't mentioned soda : and I
wouldn't put it In, though It was argued
It oughter bo done "S'long!" I calls and
goes on. .For throo or,four miles I could
soo tracks quite plain In tho snow and I
kept a lookout for Inguils, but my progress
was awful slow. I was so beat out that I
sworo at tho vlttlcR, pard and GhriB'mui
itralght OJPDK. The turkey growod heav-
ier and heavier, and once I loBt it and
had to go back a halt mllo. I waii't s
likely plctur' as I floundered along and wai
ugly enough to light my best friend. Curl-
OUB enough 1 put all my mad on that feller
ahead. "The idee," I'd say, "of htm dar-
ing to olimb this mount'in alone In snow-
timo."

'Bout ten miles on my way, just as I
was stralght'nlng up my book after mak- '. -
Ing another hitch on the turkey, I felt
somothlng sharp strike my face. I knowed
I was in for it, fors'nowatOhris'mus time
in thoso mount'lns mcana darkneas, drifts
and death. But that didn't stump me.
Every lnoli of that' road was plain as
a map in my mind,' and blunted by
cold, Btunned by the , snow and dark<
. . . 3 , I forgot Ingalls entirely and
must havo pauxd clo^e by him, I bud
enough to (In to light for my own lif\\ On
I goos nnd giunc enough to hnng to tho
truck. 1 won't going to bo. beat outer
Hint dlnnor for all the' snow In Colorado.
Kvury uuw itnd then when I got' kinder
sleopy nnd a sly idee ko'p coming how slick
it would be to lie down nndtako a n a p -
that means novur git un, but frbe7« to doath.
—tho old turkuy wuula .sling around and
fetch mo a smart slap In tho face. I kinder

Continued on ctffhlh page.


