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PREF Av@

N presenting “The Young Prospector,” the

author recognizes that he is entering a differ-

ent field of literature from that to which he has
so long been accustomed.

He takes this step, however, because he is in-
terested in young people, trusting that an expe-
rience of over a quarter of a century in the
schoolroom with boys, as well as in various
kinds of work on a large scale for boys may
have given him an insight into their peculiari-
ties, their likings, and their needs that may
prove of value in his new field.

While the characters in the story may seem
to be strong and wonderful types of boys, yet
the reader is asked to bear in mind the fact that
none of the actions which he has aseribed to
them can be regarded as improbable in healthy
and intelligent boys who have had the advan-
tages of proper development of both body and
mind.

That the volume may prove helpful and in-
teresting, is the hope of its author.

E. J. H.
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The Young Prospector

CHAPTER 1
TeE CaMp 1IN DrEap MaN’s GuLrcH

NE of the beautiful days, so common in

Arizona, was rapidly drawing to its close.
The setting sun had just disappeared behind a
bank of clouds which it was beginning to paint
with its gorgeous crimson and golden colors.
The distant hills, and the lower slopes of the
mountains, still bathed in a dreamy purple
light, were here and there taking on the sunset
tints, as their elevations caught the different
colored rays. Only the summits of the distant
mountains were sufficiently high to be still
illumined by the direct rays of the sun.

But these crimson and golden rays that so
gloriously painted the landscape, readily trans-
forming the distant objects into things of beauty,
utterly failed to transfigure two men on whom
they fell, or to materially alter the poverty-

stricken appearance of a rude tent in front of
IX



12 The Young Prospector

which the men were standing. Had these ob-
jects been further off, distance might have lent
an enchantment to their appearance, but the
nearer eye disclosed too plainly both the pov-
erty of the men and the used-up condition of
their tent. The clothing of the men was ragged ;
their tent had been mended and patched so often
that it was no longer capable of being pitched
in the ordinary manner. Its owners had there-
fore ingeniously so placed it against the nearly
precipitous wall of a gulch or canyon as to make
the rock serve as the back of the tent, thus per-
mitting the canvas to be employed for the top
and the remaining sides. A slight projection of
the cliff formed a short cave-like portion for the
back of the tent, while the canvas, stretched
over suitably supported ridge-poles, covered a
space sufficient for their bunks, built from logs.

The gulch, or canyon, on one side of which
the tent was pitched, had been gradually cut
through the solid rock by a small tributary
stream that emptied, at no great distance, into
the Dragon Fork of the Verde River. Both
these streams drained a broad plateau that
formed a portion of a higher mountain system
that could be seen toward the north. The
depth of the gulch or gulley worn out by the
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smaller stream was only a few hundred feet,
while the larger stream, owing to the greater
volume of its water, flowed between the nearly
precipitous walls of a canyon, at a depth of at
least one thousand feet below the general level
of the plateau.

The two men were mining prospectors who
had formed a partnership, agreeing to share
their gains and losses equally. By clubbing
together they had reached Arizona, about a year
and a half ago, with a fairly good outfit. They
had been unsuccessful, and were now so down
on their luck, that unless something turned up
soon, they would be obliged to stop prospecting
and get work in some of the many mines in the
territory until sufficient cash was accumulated
to resume.

The partners were James Gleeson, a Connecti-
cut man, with only a common school education,
while his knowledge of mining was only such
as he had been able to pick up from a few books
and therefore very limited. His partner, how-
ever, William O’Reilly, was a practical Colorado
miner and prospector, thoroughly honest, but
generally unlucky. They were engaged in ear-
nest conversation ; O’'Reilly was talking.

“We're down on our luck, Jim. We’ve been
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hard at work for more than a year, and what
have we struck : plenty of rattlers, and mean
ones at that; tarnation side-winders, chock full
of pisen, that don’t ask more than a single
strike at a man to make him forget he is
hungry, tired and dead broke. And if a rattler
don’'t do him, there are the scorpions and the
Gila monsters, and all other kinds of pisenous
things. And say he misses these, then he has a
fair chance of getting a ball from a thieving
greaser or from an Indian half full of fire-water.”

“Oh! stop it, Bill. What’s the matter with
you?” said his companion. “I know Bill
O’Reilly too well to believe that all the reptiles,
greasers, Indians and poisonous things in the
territory can queer him, or make him show the
white feather. It ain’t those things that worry
you. It is because we have not yet struck gold.
But don’t you lose heart, pard. We will
strike it yet. Don’t let yourself get down in
the mouth. People don’t often stumble across
good things. If they did, good things would
be so plenty that one could never get a red
cent for them. So perk up, Bill; get a good
grip on your grit. I know you have got grit,
and plenty of it.”

O’Reilly, or Bill, as his partner called him,
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although well pleased with this testimony to
what means so much to a Western man ; <.e.,
his grit or pluck, by no means gave up his
point, but replied :

“ Right you are, Jim, I have got grit enough,
but that ain’t to the point. I say we are down
on our luck. Now honest, ain’t we? Here
we've been at it all this time, and struck noth-
ing of any account. Have we now, Jim, I ask
you as a man, have we?”

“I won’t pretend to speak for you, Bill, but
for myself; I can’t honestly say that I have
struck nothing; I have struck something that
goes a great ways toward repaying me for all my
trouble, work, exposure and danger.”

“ What’s that, I would like to know. If you
have struck anything out here worth talking
about, you must have done it on the sly.”

“Well, I'll tell you true: I've found a man
who has never given his partnera cuss word, and
has always been ready to take his part of the
work, no matter how hard it might be. You
don’t call that nothing, do you?”

As soon as Bill caught the drift of his part-
ner’s remarks, he began to blush like a big
girl.

“0 quit,” he said. “A man who could not
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get along with you would be hard to suit. As
to my being all you say, I would like to know
when you ever gave me a chance to do half of
what you say I do. It is you who are doing the
biggest part of the work. But let us go back to
what I was talking about, and, since we are both
tired, suppose we climb up to the seat where we
can sit down and talk the matter over quietly.”

“ All right, that’s not a bad idea.”

The tent stood on a wide, nearly level edge of
rock a few hundred feet above the bottom of the
smaller gulch. The portion of the wall against
which the tent had been pitched, was only about
sixty feet below the top of the plateau. A path,
at a less precipitous part of the ledge, led to the
plateau at the top of the smaller canyon. Here
they had constructed a rude seat, formed of a
log, on which they could rest after the day’s
work. From this seat they could look toward
the south over the broad mesa land, and see in
the far distance, the level tracts of the great
plains. Here and there were patches covered
with alfalfa, a clover-like plant highly esteemed
in the arid districts in the western part of the
United States as fodder for cattle. Wherever the
land had been irrigated, patches of vegetation
were spread out like a huge natural bouquet in
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various shades of green, the irrigating waters
making the desert blossom like a garden.
Toward the north were the higher slopes of the
mountains, where places covered with patches of
snow were clearly visible.

After reaching the seat, they silently looked
at the view before them. The western sky was
now bathed in rich crimson and gold. After
some moments, Gleeson broke the silence, and,
pointing to the golden sky, said :

“ Plenty of gold there, Bill.”

“Yes, and that is the only kind we have struck
so far. But let us go back to what I was talking
about. I say we’ve found nothing in the way
of minerals or prospects since we’ve been work-
ing so hard here. We came here for gold—the
stuff that makes the world go—and have found
—none.”

“Well, you can’t fairly say we have found no
gold. You are forgetting the float ore we found
a little distance up in the big gulch last winter.
That’s the kind of stuff we are looking for. How
would a vein with plenty of that kind of ore suit
you? You remember it assayed way up in the
hundreds of dollars, rich in gold and silver.”

“Yes, I remember. But don’t call it float ore.
A piece of float ore is always worn down round
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at the edges, as if it had been tossed about in a
stream of water and had rubbed against other
pieces. Now this ore was rough and sharp at the
edges, as if it had just been chipped away from
a vein.”

“That’s so, I know you always said it was
regularly mined ore; but it was splendid ore,
wasn’t it ?”

“Jt was. You remember how hard we tried
to find the vein, or mother lode, from which it
came? The vein should be somewhere around
here, but goodness knows where it is, or how far
from where we are now. If we could only find
that vein we would strike it rich, sure. But, as
you know, we unsuccessfully looked for it for
five or six weeks.”

“That’s true, but we did find something. We
found the ore, did we not?”

“Yes, if you call that something. But until
you can show me the place where this lode is, or
one like it, I say, we are still down on our luck.
As for me, I am sick of the mother lode, and do
not wish to hear another word about it.”

“Bill, I might have agreed with you yester-
day, but I can’t to-day. Now Iam going to sur-
prise you. While T cannot lead you to that
mother lode, yet I am sure that it exists, and be-
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lieve it is not very far from where we are
sitting.”

At this remark his partner sprang to his feet,
and, looking excitedly into his face exclaimed :

“Strike me dead, Jim Gleeson, are you trying
to queer me? If you have anything up your
sleeve, out with it. I think you have by the
queer look in your eyes. Why this is the first
time you have said a word to me about that con-
founded mother lode for the last two months.”

“Bill, listen to me: I know now that the stuff
we found is ore that has been regularly mined.”

“If you know anything, out with it; don’t
drive me crazy, man. What have you found ?”

His partner did not directly answer the ques-
tion, but said :

“Do you know why this place is called Dead
Man’s Gulech ?”

‘“Sure; because they found a dead man in it;
but, don’t let that worry you. There are plenty
of other gulches in different parts of the territory
where they have found dead men galore. And,
if we don’t strike it richer than we have done,
there may soon be two other reasons for calling
the place Dead Man’s Gulch.”

“ All right; but do you know how this par-
ticular place got its name?”
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“ Never cared to ask ; so I don’t know.”

“ Neither did I until yesterday, when, while
out on the mountains prospecting, I met the
Indian, See-in-the-Dark, who told me all about
it. It appears that he is the one who found the
dying man after whom the gulch was named.”

“See here, Jim,” said his partner, almost
angrily. “What has all this folderol to do
with the mother lode?”

“All in good time, but tell me, what do you
think of this?”

With that Jim took a lump of ore from his
pocket and handed it to his partner, who eagerly
examined the ore, turning it over and over, and
almost instantly exclaimed :

“ Another specimen of your so-called float ore ;
and by far the best we have found. But float
ore be hanged. See here, Jim,” he said, point-
ing to one part of the lump ore he had been ex-
amining with a pocket lens; “look at this mark ;
do you know what made that mark? A pick-
axe; this ore has been mined, just as sure as you
live, and, as I said long ago, all this stuff you
called float ore was mined.”

“But, do you think it is the same kind of ore,
and that it came from the same lode?”

“Sure; don't you see it is the same; same
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gangue; same minerals; same heft; of course
it’s from the same lode.”

Jim took the lens from his partner, and closely
examining the spot that had been pointed out to
him on the ore, said :

“You're a cute one, Bill. Now that you point
it out, I see the mark as plain as the nose on
your face. This ore has been regularly mined,
and I know who mined it. Unfortunately, I
don’t know where it was mined. But I know
that we will now do all in our power to find out
where, if possible.”

“Jim Gleeson, where did you get this piece
of ore?”

“Bill, I'll tell you true. It was taken from
the dead man of Dead Man’s Gulch.”

“Great Scott! What did the Indian tell you?
Let me hear all about it.”

“I thought it would interest you, so I asked
the Indian to come and tell you the story him-
self. Do I think he will come? Why man, I
promised him a drink of fire-water.”

“Then,” said Bill, ““ there’s no doubt about his
coming. Let us go down to the hut.”

“Listen, I think I hear him coming.” The
two men listened and distinctly heard approach-
ing footsteps.



CHAPTER 11
TrE DEAD MAN oF DEAD MAN’S GULCH

HE footsteps drew nearer, until at last a full-
blooded Apache stood before them. There
were the remnants of a splendid physique in the
man, but over-indulgence in drink had played
so sad a havoc with him that he stood before
them a physical wreck.

“How do, Jim. How do, Bill. Jim ask me
to come talk about Dead Man, and take drink
fire-water. Where is fire-water? See-in-the-
Dark ready for fire-water.”

“You don’t need to tell us that, See-in-the-
Dark, you ought to be ashamed of yourself for
drinking so much fire-water. Why don’t you
stop?”

“ O me stop some time soon, but not now.”

“ Nonsense, See-in-the-Dark, I don’t believe
you can stop,” said Bill.

“ O me stop any time, but no stop now.”

“Well,” said Gleeson aside to his partner, “I
don’t like to do this. ’Tain’t right, but we must

find out all he knows.” So he poured out a mod-
22



The Dead Man of Dead Man’s Gulch 23

erate drink of whiskey in a tin dipper, and
offered it to the Indian, with another dipper full
of water. The Indian refused the water, saying:
“Me no mix whiskey and water; me take whis-
key straight.”

“Yes, See-in-the-Dark. But this whiskey is
very strong; you had better mix some water
with it.”

The Indian said nothing, but drank the pure
whiskey, and afterward took a drink of water.

“Now, See-in-the-Dark,” said Jim, “I want
you to tell Bill all you told me yesterday about
the dead man of Dead Man’s Gulch.”

“All right,” said the Indian. “One day
about nine winters ago, when snow was deep,
and still falling, T was out not far from here for
bear. I see no bear, but bear tracks. Bear not
so many now white man come hunt gold. But
still some bear. So I out for bear. At last I
see something. Tracksin snow. No bear tracks,
but tracks of white man. Tracks crooked, now
this way, now that way, and I see blood on
snow. So I say, ‘Man hurt. Can’t go much
further; I go quick and catch him.” Tracks
soon show man getting much weaker. Show
where man fell down, and get up again, and
again fall down and get up. Blood marks get
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bigger and bigger. Pretty soon I come up to
man lying on side in snow. So I go up to man
and say : ‘ Why lie here in snow ; get up. You
will freeze. Too much cold. How you get
hurt; gun, knife or what?’ Dying man, he
say: ‘Help me; I hurt in leg three days ago
by explosion in mine. Tied up my hurt leg
all right and started to the smelter up the
gulch to get a doctor. But the bandages fell
off. 1 lost blood and am too weak to walk;
help me. Put man on pony. Took him to
wigwam and made squaw bind up leg, and give
him something to eat. But man hurt too bad;
die next day.”

“ Where did you get the ore you gave Jim
yesterday ?”’ asked Bill.

“Dying man gave me ore.”

“Have you any more of this ore?” asked
both partners excitedly.

“Yes, little, not much. Have this piece,”
said the Indian, handing them a larger and
richer specimen than any they had yet seen.

The partners excitedly examined the speci-
men, saying:

“Where did the man get this ore? Where
was he mining?”

“Man no tell me,” said the Indian. “I try
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find out; think the place not far from where I
find man.”

“ Where did you find the man?” asked Jim.

“ About mile from here,” said the Indian.
“Come to my wigwam to-morrow, and I show
you. Now more fire-water.”

“ All right,” said Jim, pouring out another
drink which the Indian eagerly took.

“Did you find anything on the man?” asked
Jim.

“Yes, letter; but me no read. Too much
stupid to learn read. Me say nothing about
letter to anybody.”

“ Have you this letter still ?”’ asked Jim.

“Maybe,” said the Indian. ‘“Put in corner
of wigwam ; maybe there still, but maybe squaw
light pipe with letter.”

“Bring me this letter to-morrow,” said Jim
excitedly, “ and I will give you this bottle full
of fire-water.”

The promise of so large a quantity of fire-
water greatly excited the Indian, although he
undertook to hide the fact. He therefore con-
tented himself with shrugging his shoulders,
merely saying,

“Me try get letter.”

“ Had the man much ore?” enquired Gleeson.

)
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“Not much; too much hurt to carry much.”

“Do you know what the man intended to do
with this ore?” asked the partners.

“Man say he take ore to smelter up gulch;
sell ore, so get money to pay medicine man and
buy food.”

“Are you quite sure you don’t know where
the man got the ore?”

“No, me no know. Ask man ten, twenty
times, maybe; he no tell me. He laugh and
say, ‘ That my secret.””

During the conversation the Indian kept his
eye on the whiskey bottle, wishing again to
drink ; so he said :

‘“Heap talk. See-in-the-Dark dry; want more
fire-water.”

“No,” said Jim, “no more fire-water to-
night.”

“ All right,” said the Indian, leaving.

Both men were silent for a little while; they
were carefully examining the two specimens of
gold ore and were doing considerable thinking.
It began to seem that their bad luck was turn-
ing. The rich gold ore, traces of which had so
puzzled them, seemed with certainty to have
come from a mine in their neighborhood.
They must then endeavor to locate the lost
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gold mine. No matter if they have heretofore
been unsuccessful in the search, they must try
again, and with what aid they can get from See-
in-the-Dark, and possibly from the letter found
on the dead man, they must succeed.

The silence did not continue long; Gleeson
said to his partner:

“Well, do you still say that we have struck
nothing? Aren’t you now satisfied that there
is a splendid deposit of ore in the neighbor-
hood ?”

“Jim, I take back all I said. There certainly
is a rich deposit somewhere here, and we must
try to find it.”

“I say, Jim, if we find this mine, we must go
halves with the dead man’s people. What do
you say ?”

“Sure,” answered Jim.

“Well, I guess we have talked this matter out.
Let’s turn in.”

It was many hours before either of the men was
able to sleep, and even then their sleep was light.
It was not at all wonderful, therefore, that next
morning not long after daybreak, they were at
the entrance of the Indian’s wigwam. See-in-
the-Dark, who was standing near the door smok-
ing, immediately asked for a drink of fire-water,
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but the partners refused to give him any until
they got what they came for. Gleeson asked for
the letter, but the Indian obstinately insisted on
first showing them where he had found the
dying man. Not wishing to cross him, they
permitted him to lead them to a place about a
mile and a half from their camp up the large
canyon. After noting the place carefully so as
to be able to find it again, and having obtained
a few additional particulars concerning the con-
dition of the dying man and what he said, they
returned with the Indian to his wigwam.

“ Now, See-in-the-Dark,” said Jim, “ this whis-
key flask is yours as soon as you bring me the
letter you took from the dead man, but no let-
ter, no fire-water ; understand ?”

The Indian entered the wigwam and soon re-
turned, handing Jim a crumpled, soiled letter,
written in a good, clear hand. It was dated
nine and a half years back.

“The Indian was right as to the time,” said
Jim, reading the date. “ This letter is over nine
years old.” Unrolling the paper, however, they
were disappointed to find that the lower part of
the writing had been destroyed by fire.

“How 1is this, See-in-the-Dark ?”” they asked.
“ Where is the rest of the letter?”
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The Indian carelessly examined the writing
and said :

“Squaw lit pipe with that part, but most of
letter here, only little piece gone.”

“Jim,” said Bill, “ you read the letter, I am
too excited.”

Jim read the following :

“BMY DEAR WIFE:

“I am sending much love to you and Harry. Am
glad to say that after two years of hard work here in Ari-
zona, I have discovered a wonderfully rich mine of high
grade gold ore. The ore is associated with copper, and
contains, as usual with such ores in this section of the
country, large quantities of silver. You will rejoice to
learn that when I once get this mine worked we will be
rich people, and I shall be able to give to my dear ones
what they deserve, and that is the best that the world is
capable of furnishing. You will probably have received
by this time, or if not you will receive them soon, remit-
tances from the Verde Smelting Company in this coun-
try, not very far from the mine, with whom I have left as
much of the carefully selected high grade ore as I could
transport from time to time on my horse from the mine to
the smelting works. Sinece, until I obtain the proper pa-
pers from the government and stake out my claim, it is
necessary to keep the location of the mine a secret, I have
had po little trouble to put the men at the smelter and at
the mines in this neighborhood off the scent.

“T am now going to do what might be thought a fool-
ish thing, that is, to send you an exact statement as to the
location of the mine. I know that this is risky, but ITam
very sorry to say that yesterday I met with a severe acci-
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dent to my right leg, from a premature blast. You know
I am working all alone, since I dare not let any one share
my secret with me, as the mine is an unusually rich one.
You need not worry about the accident, as I have bound
my leg up and stopped all the bleeding. I am leaving
to-morrow for the smelting works, where I can get a good
doctor to give the leg the proper attention, but since no
one knows what might happen in such a wild country as
this, T am sending you directions as to how the mine can
be located. I have also prepared a map of the districts
on which I marked the claims, but have decided that it
is best not to send this with the letter ; 1 have therefore
left it where I am sure no one will be able to find it.

“The mine is situated in county, Arizona
about fifty miles southwest near you will find the
entrance not far

Although both the men questioned the Indian,
they were unable to obtain any further informa-
tion. He declared that what they had was all
the writing which existed. That the part which
was missing had been destroyed by his squaw
while lighting her pipe. On insisting that the
squaw be sent for, they questioned her, but could
get no information other than that given by
See-in-the-Dark.

The next day both the partners visited the
——— Smelting Works, and, after some diffi-
culty, persuaded the men at the works to tell
them all they remembered about the dead man.
As is well known, at all properly managed cus-
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tom smelters careful records are kept of all ore
received, the names of party leaving the ore, time
of delivery, and of the returns that have been
made when such ore had been smelted. Ac-
cording to the books, it appeared, that about ten
years ago, small samples of an exceedingly rich
gold ore had been brought to the works by a
John Maxwell, who had left instructions to have
remittances of values made to Mrs. Mary Max-
well, whose address was in the East. That
in accordance with these instructions, some
$5,000 in drafts had been sent to this woman.

Efforts had been made by many to ascertain
the location of the Maxwell mine, but Maxwell
had always been successful in preventing its lo-
cation from being discovered, although on many
occasions he was tracked by other prospectors on
leaving the smelting works. HHe appeared, how-
ever, to be thoroughly alive to the danger, and
succeeded in guarding his precious secret ; for,
in such cases, he would lead these people very
great distances from his mine, giving them the
slip in the dark. On inquiring what disposition
had been made of the body, the partners learned
that on the instructions of the widow, to whom
the information of his death had been sent, the
body had been sent to Massachusetts.
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On inquiry as to the extent of the effort that
had been made to locate Maxwell’s mine they
were informed that nearly all the prospectors in
that part of Arizona had repeatedly scoured the
territory for forty or fifty miles around. None of
them, however, had succeeded in locating it. So
unfruitful, indeed, had these efforts been, that
during the past five or six years Maxwell’s mine
had apparently been forgotten.

Thanking the people of the Smelting Com-
pany for the information, the partners returned
to their camp. They determined to keep up a
careful search for the lost mine in a quiet way,
although naturally they were considerably dis-
appointed by the lack of success of so many
other prospectors. Fortunately, about this time,
Gleeson received a small remittance from the
East, which enabled them to continue their
search.



CHAPTER III

Harry MAXWELL

ABOUT a year after the events related in the
preceding chapters, the boys’ high school
in Lyme, Massachusetts, was just dismissing for
the day. It was early in June, and the air was
balmy, though somewhat warm.

On reaching the outside of the school build-
ing, the boys lost no time in making up for the
long enforced physical inactivity to which they
had been subjected by the necessities of the
schoolroom. During the many hours they had
been shut up, Dame Nature had been storing
up in their bodies various forms of physical
energy, until it seemed to many a poor lad that
he would have, in some way, to let himself loose
or burst. It was natural, therefore, that the
boys should begin to unbottle their stored-up
energy as soon as they reached the outside of
the school building ; this was especially the case
with the younger boys, who were the least ac-
customed to enforced quiet and inactivity.

It was interesting to note the ways in which
the different boys blew off their superfluous
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energy. They ran, laughed, shouted, yelled and
jumped with the overflow of their animal spirits;
or, where a piece of soft grass offered itself, they
good-naturedly wrestled with one another in a
manner that showed no little strength and
endurance.

A group consisting of some thirty of the boys
collected under a large elm-tree, that stood on
the corner of the square lot, in the middle of
which the school building was situated. Here
they were soon engaged in various competitive
trials in the running high-jump, the standing
broad-jump, high kicking, ete. After a while
some one suggested a run, so a starter was elected,
and the course around the block which was just
half a mile was chosen.

“ Are no more of you going to enter?” asked
the starter, noticing that only eight of the boys
were toeing their marks.

“] am not in it,” said one. * Mighty little
chance to beat Maxie.”

“Who is Maxie?” said a spectator who had
stopped near the tree to enjoy seeing the boys
compete.

‘“That’s Maxie,” said one of the boys, pointing
out a well-built fellow who had easily distanced
his playmates in the other games. ¢ That’s
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Henry Maxwell, the best runner in the school.
He holds the school record for the hundred
yard dash, the quarter and the half mile run.”

As the boys took their places, Maxie, or
Harry as he was known at home, was placed
on the scratch, that is, all the other boys were
placed ahead of him, being given handicaps
varying from five to twenty-five yards.

This seemed a big handicap, but, as events
showed, not too great, for Harry, starting off’ on
a quiet jog, soon increased his pace, and when
within less than two hundred yards of the line
crept up to the leaders and slowly began to
forge ahead.

“We will have to increase his handicap, won’t
we, boys?”’ suggested the starter.

“That’s right,” shouted the boys, who stood
eagerly watching the race. “Don’t he run
splendidly ; takes it so easy. He can certainly
run faster than he is going now, and don’t you
forget it.”

As Harry crossed the line a strange boy, who
had joined the crowd of onlookers, cried out to
him as he came in:

“ Well, Harry, old boy, still at it? Afraid
they will increase the handicap too much ?”

‘“Hello, Ned,” said Harry, running up and



36 The Young Prospector

shaking his hand eagerly. “I am delighted to
see you. Where did you come from? When
did you leave home? How long are you going
to stay here?”

“Came to-day with father on the morning
train from New York. Reached here about an
hour ago.”

“Well, Ned,” said Harry, turning to his
friend, “it is lucky for me that you were not
here, for I would net then have had such a
walk-over.

“Boys,” continued Harry, turning to the
group of his schoolmates, who were -closely
scanning the newcomer and listening to the
conversation, ‘“this is my friend Ned Cart-
wright, from New York. It was only last year
that I saw him at work on the track, and he
then could easily beat me at any of the things
we are trying to-day.”

Harry’s statement caused no little surprise
to his schoolmates. They had heretofore been
under the impression that Harry stood at the
head of everything possible in the way of ath-
letics. When, therefore, they heard Harry de-
clare that the strange boy could readily beat
him, they thought that he was chaffing them.

“What are you giving us? You don’t mean
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that your friend can beat you? If so, let’s see
him try some of these things with you.”

“What do you say, Ned? Won’t you throw
off your coat and vest and show us what you
can do?”

“ All right,” said Ned. “I am willing.” So
saying, he took off his coat, vest, necktie, collar
and cuffs.

“What shall we try first?” he asked. “ But
boys, don’t expect too much from e, for Harry
has been blowing my trumpet much louder than
he has any right to do. He means well,” turn-
ing to the boys and winking, ““ but then you know
he can’t help it.”

“Now, Ned,” said Harry, “you will have to
do your best, for I intend to do you up if possi-
ble, although I don’t expect to. Of course I am
in better condition than I was last year, but I im-
agine you have been improving just as much.”

The crowd of spectators had increased consid-
erably and it did not take a long time for them
to see that the New York boy was even farther
ahead of Harry than Harry had shown himself
to be ahead of his schoolmates. No matter how
far Harry jumped, or how high he kicked, the
New York boy was ready to jump a little fur-
ther, or kick a little higher.
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“Tsn’t he a wonder?” said one of the boys. “I
believe he could easily do better,” and calling
Harry aside, he whispered to him.

On hearing the request, Harry smiled, and
turning to his friend said :

“Ned, the boys are on to your curves. Do
you know what they have asked me just now?
They want you to show them just how much
better you can do.”

“ Why, Harry, what do youmean? Haven'’t
I been showing them what I can do?”

“Oh, come, Ned, you know what I mean. Let
them see how much better you can do.”

Ned was apparently unwilling to do this, but
finally, at Harry’s earnest request, backed by
those of the other boys, he tried the long jump,
and at a single trial easily covered a distance
five feet greater than any of his previous at-
tempts.

“Try again, Ned,” urged Harry. “1I am sure
that is not your best.”

Ned tried again, and this time covered an ad-
ditional distance of two feet, and that without
apparently any great effort. This was so clearly
not his limit that the boys insisted on his trying
again. But neither Harry nor they could per-
suade him to do so.
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Though now convinced that the strange boy
was a wonder, still many of Harry’s schoolmates
were unwilling to admit his ability to beat their
champion in the half mile run.

“Run a race with him, Harry. Try him on
the half mile run.”

“ All right,” said Harry. ¢Shall we run,
Ned ?”

“Just as you say,” was the reply. ‘Do you
want a handicap?”

“Yes, indeed, Ned,” said Harry. * What do
you say to fifteen yards?”

“ All right,” answered Ned, “ although it’s a
pretty big one.”

The boys, hearing this remarkable proposition,
were at once greatly excited.

“Give Harry Maxwell fifteen yards!” said
one of them. “Well I should smile. Why,
Maxie can beat any one we have in the school,
and any one who hasever come to run against us.”

Ned was placed on the starting line or on
scratch and Harry at a distance of fifteen yards
ahead of him.

The boys crowded eagerly around the starting
point. As the runners were off, Harry began at
his usual steady pace, but this time he increased
it much more rapidly than in his race with his
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schoolmates. He now felt that he had his work
cut out for him, and was evidently going to do
his best to give his New York friend all the work
he was capable of doing. He therefore increased
the distance between himself and Ned and got so
far ahead, that it hardly seemed possible for Ned
to catch up to him, and much less to pass him,
before the half mile distance was covered. Dut
the high school boys had never seen such mag-
nificent training as that of the stranger. He
began at a much slower pace than Harry, but
increased it more rapidly, so that before Harry
had reached the quarter mile Ned was nearly
even with him, while at the three-eighths mile
he was easily running ahead. Towards the last,
both boys made a grand spurt, but Ned’s speed
was too much for Harry, and he crossed the line
ten feet to the good.

At this magnificent exhibition of training,
speed and bottom, the enthusiastic schoolboys
ran to Ned as he crossed the line, and lifting
him on their shoulders, carried him in a tri-
umphal march around the tree.

‘“There, boys, that will do,” said Ned laughing.
“No more please; that is enough for one day.”

It seemed a great event for Harry’s school-
mates. It is difficult for one not well acquainted
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with any of our great schools to understand how
highly the boys hold the honor of their school
as regards its ability to take the first place in
athletic contests. An intense, though generous
rivalry existed between the Lyme High School
and the High School at Sebright not many miles
distant. Here was a new boy, Maxwell’s friend,
who was probably intending to enter their
school. With such an athlete on their team,
their victories would be assured. What were
the chances of his coming? They must know
as soon as possible.

“Who is he, Harry? Does he intend to stay
here long? Is he going to join our school?
Wouldn’t it be great to get him on our teams?”
were the questions uppermost in their minds.

Harry laughed. “ No, boys, no such luck for
us. He is only here on a visit. Let me whisper
it in your ears. This fellow holds the record of
the Eastern Inter-Academic Schools for most
of the events we have tried to-day, and let me
tell you he is an all round good fellow, as
strong in his school work as he is on the track
—a fellow one likes to know.”

“Three cheers for Ned Cartwright,” cried one
of the boys, and they were given with a will.

With a modest “ thank you,” Ned turned to
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his friend, saying: “Come, Harry, let’s get off;
father will be wondering what has happened to
me. I told him I was going to walk around to
the school, for I knew you would be getting out
about this time. He asked me to bring you
around with me to see him at the hotel before
he leaves to-night for Boston.”

“But you will come afterward, Ned, won’t
you, and stay with me while you are here?
Mother will expect to see you, and I know she
will be glad to have you stay with us.”

The boys were soon ready, Ned getting into
his clothes with the same speed with which he
got over the track.

As the two boys started off together toward
the hotel, one could see that they were both
in splendid physical condition and were well
matched as to height, weight, and age, although
Ned was over sixteen, and a half a year older
than Harry.

Although the two boys were alike in many
respects, yet there was a striking contrast be-
tween them. Harry was a blonde with light
curly hair, blue eyes and a fair complexion,
while Ned had black hair, dark brown eyes and
a swarthy complexion.

Harry Maxwell was the only son of Mrs. Max-
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well, the widow of the miner who had met an
untimely death in Dead Man’s Gulch. It was
over nine years since his father’s body, which
had been sent on from the West, was buried in
the family lot in Lyme. Harry, who was be-
tween six and seven years old when his father
died, could not remember him very well, since
he was only about four years old when his father
had gone West.

Like Harry, Ned was an only child, but both
of his parents were living. His father was
H. A. Cartwright, the senior member of the firm
of Cartwright & Herrocks, of New York City.
If Mr. Cartwright had worked hard in his busi-
ness and amassed wealth, it was largely that he
might have the better opportunity of giving his
son a good chance in the business world as soon
as he was old enough to enter it.

The acquaintance between the two boys had
sprung up about a year previously, while Harry
was on a short visit to a summer resort near
New York City. A warm friendship had sprung
up between the two boys, not only by reason of
the fondness of each for athletics, but perhaps
especially, by reason of that strange attraction
of opposites. While the two lads possessed
many similar traits of character, yet in each
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were strongly developed many desirable traits
that were absent in the other. It thus hap-
pened that each supplemented the other; each
by admiring in the other the particular traits of
character that he himself lacked.

The boys had not gone far before they met
Mr. Cartwright, who had left the hotel to take
a walk down the street.

Ned at once introduced his friend to his father
who plainly showed that he was interested in
young men, and took kindly to his son’s ac-
quaintances.

“Well, Ned,” said his father, “I thought I
would walk down and meet you. But what
have you been doing? You look as if you had
been having sort of a rough and tumble fight.”

Mr. Cartwright had always taken keen inter-
est in his son’s pleasures, and was much inter-
ested in Harry’s and Ned’s description of their
afternoon games. “But,” he added to his son,
“be careful. T am sometimes afraid that you
may overdo the matter.”

On the way back to the hotel, Harry put to
Mr. Cartwright his request that Ned should stay
with him during his father’s visit to Boston,
adding that he knew that his mother would be
glad to look after him.
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“To-morrow will be Saturday,” said Harry,
“go that we can have that day all to ourselves.
Then there is Sunday, and on Monday our
school has a half holiday so that you can see we
will be able to have a real good time together.”

And so it was agreed among themselves that
they should all go up and see Mrs. Maxwell,
and, if she made no objection, it was “a go.”



CHAPTER IV

Harry Maxwerny’s Hour

O the city bred boy that Ned was, the
Maxwell home was peculiarly attractive.
Surrounded as it was on all sides by plenty of
fresh air and light, it offered a great contrast to
the ordinary city house.

Its interior had such a comfortable, home-
like appearance that he felt upon entering, that
a hearty welcome awaited him, the furniture,
though very plain and simple assuring both
safety and comfort for its occupant.

But let us leave the inanimate things with
their silent promise of comfort to the stranger
and turn to Harry’s mother who stood smiling
at the door to welcome them.

Harry ran up affectionately to his mother,
saying,

“ Mother, Mr. Cartwright and Ned, both of
whom you met last summer, are with me.
Look how Ned has grown since you last saw
him.”

Mr. Cartwright was delighted with Mrs. Max-

46



Harry Maxwell’s Home 47

well’s cordial welcome. The comfortable, home-
like air of the house, and especially the kindly
appearance of Harry’s mother, assured him that
his son would be well cared for. He was a
shrewd observer of boys, and during the brief
walk, he had been quietly drawing Harry out
for the purpose of getting a better insight into
his character. The result was, that the favor-
able opinion he had already formed of him
was strengthened. IHe was satisfied that he
was a boy, whom he would be pleased to have
his son take as a friend. ,

“You are very kind,” said Mr. Cartwright,
as Mrs. Maxwell asked him to permit Ned to
be her guest, “and I gladly accept your hospi-
tality for my son.”

Mrs. Maxwell invited Mr. Cartwright to take
supper with them offering to hurry its prepara-
tion so he might catch his train. Mr. Cart-
wright, however, was obliged to decline the
invitation owing to the limited time he had at
his disposal.

“Harry,” said Mrs. Maxwell, “you and
Edwin will, T am sure, like to see Mr. Cart-
wright off on the train. The depot is near, so
that there will be plenty of time for you to get
back for supper.”
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The boys walked with Mr. Cartwright to the
depot where they bade him good-bye. They
watched the train until it steamed out of the
station, and then went back to the house.

As they reached the house, an express
wagon was driving up with Ned’s trunk. Mis.
Maxwell was standing at the door to receive it.

“ Where shall I have it sent, Edwin?” she
asked. “To a separate room, or to Harry’s
room ?”’

“What do you say, Ned? Will you bunk
with me, or would you rather room alone?”
asked Harry.

“Oh, with you, by all means, Harry,” an-
swered Ned.

“Now boys,” said Mrs. Maxwell, “you have
ten minutes to get ready for supper. Is that
enough ?”

The boys laughed. ¢ More than enough,”
they said.

As soon as they were alone, Ned asked Harry
in a matter-of-fact tone: “ Full dress, or just as
we are?”’

“ As we are,” said Harry, wondering what he
meant by full dress, but concealing his surprise.
““ Just wash up and put on clean linen.”

The boys took but little time in getting
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ready, and in less than ten minutes were com-
fortably seated in the dining-room. After a
good supper, enjoyed as only healthy boys can
after plenty of exercise, they returned to the
hall sitting-room.

“I am going to sit on that jolly sofa over
there in the corner,” said Ned. “I had my eye
on it when I first came in the door. That’s the
kind of sofa I like, big and soft.” So Ned took
one corner and Harry the other, while Murs.
Maxwell took a seat near them.

“What has Harry been doing with you all
the afternoon, Edwin?” asked Mrs. Max-
well.

“Oh, we have had no end of a good time,
running, jumping, and all such things. But
please call me Ned, Mrs. Maxwell, just as Harry
does.”

‘“ Certainly. Do you like athletics, Ned ?”

“Very much indeed.”

“You ought to have seen him this afternoon,
mother,” said Harry. ¢ Beats all our boys
easily.”

“And you too, Harry?” said his mother.
“Why I thought you led all the boys.”

“I am all right for the boys here, mother, but
I can’t touch Ned.”
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“Oh, come, Harry,” said Ned, blushing,
“let’s talk about something else.”

“ Look at him, blushing like a big girl.”

It surprised Ned to find out how much
Harry’s mother seemed to know about the boys
who were Harry’s friends, and how interested
she appeared to be in all things that boys like.

“ Well, mother,” said Harry at last, “I guess
I had better now say good-night and take Ned
up to bed. If he is but half as ready for sleep
as I am, he will need no rocking to-night.”

‘“ Harry,” said Ned, when they were alone in
the room, “I never saw any lady who was so
well up as your mother is on the things that
boys like.”

“Yes, Ned, mother always takes an interest
in whatever interests me. She and I are real
chums. You know I have no father, so mother
takes both his place and her own. Why she
knows the names of all my particular school
friends, how they stand in the school, and what
their good and bad points are. For this reason,
she lets me ask them to supper as often as I feel
like it.”

“And, T warrant they like to come. Your
mother has such a splendid way of making a
fellow feel at home.”
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Harry’s room was in the front of the house
on the third floor. It took in two of the three
windows on the front, the other window being
that of a connecting bath-room. A large double
bed occupied one corner.

“Lots of room for both of us,” said Ned.
And then, looking into the bath-room, he said :
“T guess we had better take a cold bath after
our exercise. We will feel cleaner and sleep
better.”

“All right.”

After a bath, the boys were soon ready for
bed.

“Choose your side of the bed, Ned,” said
Harry.

“It don’t make any difference. But since
you give me the choice, I will take the side next
the wall, then you can’t roll me out if you get
the nightmare.”

“Are you afraid of plenty of air?” asked
Harry.

“No, you can’t get too much for me,”
was the reply. “ Our doctor wants me to sleep
in the open air as nearly as I can. Of course
I have plenty of bedclothes in winter, but we
won’t want too much here in the month of
June.”



192 The Young Prospector

“ Don’t be too sure; it often grows chilly here
in the early morning.”

Harry opened both windows of the room,
as well as that in the bath-room, the door of
which he left open, and placed a screen so
as to keep the air from blowing directly on
them.

“What are you going to be when you grow
up, Ned ? ” asked Harry, when the two boys were
in bed.

“I don’t know; I guess I'll be a banker and
broker, like father though I would rather be
an electrician. What are you going to be,
Harry ?”

“I have got it all cut and dried. When I
get through my high school studies, I expect to
go to Harvard University and then take a course
in mining engineering.”

“ How long will that take?”

“Seven or eight years, but that will only
make me twenty-three or twenty-four. You
must know, Ned, my father was a miner. He
was killed in an accident in Arizona. I will
tell you all about it to-morrow, if you would
like to hear it.”

“Indeed I would.”

But healthy boys like Ned and Harry, who
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have properly blown off their store of super-
fluous energy, do not go to bed to talk, but to
sleep, and it was not long before they were in
deep, restful slumber.



CHAPTER V
A JorLy SATURDAY

ARRY was wakened early next morning by
Ned sitting on his chest good naturedly
pounding and shaking him.

“What’s the matter, Ned ?”

“Come, get up. ‘ He that rises late must trot
all day, and shall scarce overtake his business
at night.””

“Well, that isn’t bad. Where did you get
it?”

“QOh, that’s from Poor Richard’s Almanac.
Would you like to hear some more of it?”

“Yes.”

“Well, then listen to this. ‘But dost thou
love life; then do not squander time, for that is
the stuff life is made of. There will be sleeping
enough in the grave.” ”

“If the rest of the things you know from Poor
Richard are as good as that, Ned, I would like
to hear them occasionally.”

“Don’t be afraid. I am full of Poor Richard.
But I have been trying to wake you for the
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last five minutes, when I heard a bell in the
house ringing. I hope it is not the breakfast
bell, for we would not have time to dress, and
I should very much dislike to keep your mother
waiting.”

Harry jumped up and looked at a clock on
the wall that had been hidden by the screen.

“Well, you are a fine specimen, Ned. Why
it's only half-past five, and we don’t breakfast
till seven. I must do you up for robbing me
of an hour’s sleep. That wasn’t our bell ; you
must have been dreaming. Prepare to take
your medicine.” So saying, Harry threw him-
self on Ned, and catching him unawares, had
him on his back, when, sitting on his chest, he
commenced beating a tattoo, occasionally vary-
ing it by endeavoring to accurately locate the
position of his different ribs.

“ Oh, don’t do that,” said Ned, laughing. “I
am awfully ticklish.”

It, however, only encouraged Harry to con-
tinue when he ascertained his friend’s weakness
in this respect.

‘“Come, let up. You wor’t?” And then
suddenly catching Harry unawares, the positions
of the boys were reversed, Harry now being the
under boy and Ned sitting on him, not only



56 The Young Prospector

pummeling, but beginning a much more elab-
orate investigation of the position of Harry’s
ribs than Harry had done. Harry, he was de-
lighted to find, was even more ticklish than
himself.

“Do you know the half Nelson grip, Harry ?”
enquired Ned. “ Come out here on the floor,
and I will show it to you.”

“ All right.  We will spread the bed coverings
on the floor so as not to make too much noise,
for mother’s room is immediately below.”

The boys spent some time in good-natured
wrestling, in which Harry to his great delight,
found that he was stronger than Ned.

“There is no use going to bed now,” said Ned.
“Let’s dress. It’s past six.”

“ Let me show you my collection of minerals,
Ned,” said Harry. ‘I keep them there,” he said,
referring to a cabinet containing many shallow
drawers that were neatly labeled ‘“ Native Ele-
ments,” ““ Micas, Quartzes and Feldspars,” ¢ Ores
of Copper,” ““ Ores of Silver and Gold,” “ Build-
ing Stones, Limestone and Marbles,” ete., ete.,
ete.

“ Hello,” said Ned. * Quite scientific, aren’t
we?” reading the names on the drawers.

“Yes, a little; I have been at this collection
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for about three years; began it when I was
thirteen.”

‘“Indeed, quite a Methusaleh now, aren’t you,
old boy ?”

“Oh, stop your chaffing and look at the col-
lection. Let's start with the micas and feld-
spars,” pulling out the top drawer.

The open drawer disclosed a neat arrangement
by means of which each mineral specimen was
placed inside a shallow pasteboard box with-
out any cover, with a neat card label inside the
box.

“You see, Ned, mineral specimens would be
spoiled if they were piled on top of one another.
This arrangement permits each specimen to be
kept separate from its neighbor. When I wish
to examine any specimen, I take out its box
and all that is in it. I used to paste on each
specimen a slip of paper containing the name of
the mineral, where I got it, etc. But I soon
gave this plan up, since the label generally oc-
cupied too much of the surface. I also used to
keep my specimens piled in the drawer on top
of one another.”

“Hello,” said Ned, looking at the open
drawer, “I know this mineral, and can tell you
its name. It is called mica.”
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“ Look at the label.”

Ned did so, and read * Muscovite, Quincy
Quarries, Mass.”

“T thought it was mica; isn’t it?”

“Yes, it belongs to the family of micas. Now
look at these specimens,” and Harry showed
bim a number of other micas of different colors
and for the greater part with hard, strange
names.

“ Where do you get the names of the minerals,
Harry ?”

‘“Some of them I get from one of the profess-
ors in the High-School; the rest I get from a
dealer in minerals in the city. Both these
gentlemen are very kind and clever, and have
taught me no little of mineralogy. As I told
you, I intend to be a mining engineer, and one
of the most important things in this profession
1s to be able to recognize common minerals on
sight.

“Look at this,” said Harry, pulling out
the drawer marked ¢ Limestones and Marbles,”
from which he selected one of the specimens,
and, removing it with the pasteboard box, placed
it alongside of a specimen from the drawer first
opened.

“Now look at these two minerals, Ned,
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and tell me whether they resemble each
other.”

“Yes, the color is nearly the same, and they
both appear to possess the same kind of surface.”

“ Now, look at their names.”

Ned did so, and read Feldspar in the box of
one, and Calcite in that of the other.

Harry then placed a specimen marked quartz
alongside the other two.

“ This fellow more closely resembles feldspar,”
remarked Ned. ‘Itdoesnotlook entirely unlike
what you call calcite.”

“That’s right, but there is another way
of distinguishing them from each other, which
is very easy after you have once learned it.”
And opening his penknife, Harry handed the
specimen of quartz to Ned, and asked him to
cut or scratch it with the blade of the knife.
Ned tried, but was unable to make the slightest
impression on the hard surface.

“Give it up,” he said. “It is as hard as
glass.”

“ Harder than most glass,” said Harry, taking
the specimen to the window and scratching a
small spot on the pane of glass with it, then
handing Ned the specimen of calcite, he said :
“Try to scratch it here at this part.”
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“No use. Can’t do it; it looks just as hard
as the other.”

“Try it, Ned, try it, but take this side, where
it won't show.”

Ned tried, and had no difficulty in making a
deep mark on the surface of the mineral.

“Hello, can this kind of stuff always be
scratched as easily as this?”

“ Always. It’s just as natural for calcite to be
readily cut or scratched as it is for butter to be
cut with a knife. But now try to scratch the
piece of feldspar with the knife.”

Ned tried but was unable to do so.

“I don’t see how this will help to distinguish
quartz from feldspar, since neither can be
scratched by the knife blade.”

“The class in mineralogy will please pay at-
tention, and not jump to conclusions too quickly ;
or, as a friend of mine used to say, ‘ Don’t
be so everlastingly sure you are everlastingly
right.” Try to scratch the quartz with the
feldspar.”

“Can’t do it, try as hard as I will.”

“Now try to scratch the feldspar with the
quartz.”

“ Easy enough this time.”

‘“Then what would you infer?”
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“Why of course, that the quartz is harder
than the feldspar.”

“Correct ; you may go up to the head of the
class.”

“Can’t, I am there already.”

“Not at all. A moment ago you were at the
tail of the class, and now you are at the head.
When you answer like that, this class is all head.”

“I like this. I think I will commence to
study mineralogy myself. Tell me some more.”

“Not now. There is the breakfast bell. We
will talk about this matter some other time.”

When the breakfast was over, Mrs. Maxwell,
turning to Harry, enquired, “ What are you and
Ned going to do to-day ?”

“ Well, mother,” he said, “it is a beautiful
day, so I thought I would like to make an excur-
sion to the lake and quarries to do some fishing
and rowing, and make a day of it, and return in
time for supper at our usual hour.”

“That is a good plan,” said his mother. “1I
will put up a good lunch for you.”

‘“All right, mother. You need not be afraid
of the bundle being too large to carry. I guess
we can manage it.”

“Very well,” said his mother, laughing. ¢ Be-
sides there will be no trouble in carrying it home.



62 The Young Prospector

It will be much better packed at that time of
the day.”

Mrs. Maxwell returned in about fifteen min-
utes with two good sized packages wrapped in
stout paper.

“I thought it would be best not to put it in a
basket,” she said, “since it would only bother
bringing it back home. Of course you can
throw the paper away.”

‘“Are there lots of good things inside,
mother?” said Harry, feeling the weight of the
packages.

“I think so, but you will see when you open
the packages.”

As they started off, Ned asked Harry how far
away the lake was.

“Oh, about eight miles ; the trolley cars take
us within two miles of the lake; we will have
to walk the rest of the way.”

“Can we get fishing tackle and bait at the
lake ?”

“Yes; one of the quarrymen hires boats and
lines and sells bait.”

The boys boarded the trolley car, and were
soon speeding over the line at a good pace. The
car was so crowded, that they had to take a place
on the front platform near the motorman.
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“Do you understand the operation of this
thing, Harry ?”” asked Ned, pointing to the up-
right cylindrical iron box marked “controller.”

“Not very well; except that I see the car
is started by the man turning the handle, and
that it goes faster and faster as the handle is
turned further from the position it had when the
car is at rest; but I don’t understand how it
operates.”

“Well, Harry, I will try to give you a short
lesson on car controllers, so as to make up for the
lesson you gave me this morning on mineralogy.”

“I wish you would.”

‘“ How many motors are there on this car?”
said Ned, turning to the motorman.

‘“ Four,” was the reply.

“Then, Harry,” he continued, “ as the handle
of the controller is turned, these motors are
gradually put into or removed from the circuit
of the car in different ways, either alone or
along with the coils of insulated wire. In this
way the speed with which the car is moving,
is increased, the arrangement being such that as
the handle of the switch is moved further and
further away from the starting position, the
driving power is gradually increased, until,
when the handle reaches the notch furthest
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from the starting point, the pulling power, and,
consequently, the speed of the car, arc greatest.
Of course, as you see, the movement of the
handle in the opposite direction gradually de-
creases its power, and, consequently, its speed.”

A pleasant looking gentleman, who was
standing alongside the boys, turned to Ned
and said :

“That is a very good description, my boy, of
a car controller. I see you are well up on such
things. Do you like electricity ?”

“Very much, sir,” said Ned, enthusiastically.
‘“I think it is a splendid study.”

“I suppose, boys,” said the gentleman, ‘“be-
ing Saturday, you are out for the day. Where
are you going, if I may ask?”

“We are going to the lake to look at the
quarries, do some fishing and rowing, and may
be some swimming.”

“ Are you interested in minerals?’ asked the
man of the boys.

“T don’t know much about minerals,” said
Ned, “but Harry is well up on them. You
should have heard the lecture he gave me this
morning before breakfast—all about micas and
quartz and calcite.”

The gentleman looked surprised, saying :
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“I know something about such things my-
self. I would like very much to have heard
the famous lecture.”

“I am glad you did not, sir,” said Harry,
blushing, “for there is so much about minerals
I can’t understand. However, I am going to
learn.”

“ That’s right,” said the gentleman. “Itisa
splendid study, so keep at it, and I think you
will never regret it. But I must say good-
morning now. I am on the way to the quarries
myself, but I must first get off at the next
stopping place. When at the principal quarry,
ask any of the men to tell you where to find
Mr. Harrington, and come to see me some time
near noon; I may be able to find some mineral
specimens for you.”

When the gentleman had left the car, the
motorman, turning to Harry said :

“ Do you know who that gentleman is?”

“No,” said Harry. “ Who is he?”

“That is Mr. Harrington, a mining engineer.
He has been here for several weeks, and I un-
derstand, is making a report for some Eastern
capitalists. They say he is one of the best
mining engineers in the country. He is gen-
erally in the West, but was brought here at
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great expense to prepare a report on the value
of these quarries. I suppose you know they
are being consolidated under one management.”

“Yes,” said Harry, “I have heard something
about it.”” Then, turning to Ned, he said:
“Say, this is great luck. Isn’t he a pleasant
man ?”

“T have heard of him before,” said Ned, laugh-
ing. “Let me whisper in your ear. My father
is in the syndicate the motorman alluded to. Of
course I am not certain, but I think father came
here to see about this very matter, and will look
over the properties before he leaves on Tuesday
for New York. I should not be surprised if he
was going to Boston partly for this reason, but
of course I am only guessing. Father seldom
talks about business matters to me.”



CHAPTER VI
H. E. HarringToN, MiNING ENGINEER

N reaching the lake Harry hired a boat and
fishing tackle from the quarryman, and
got the necessary bait. The boat was a well
built, flat bottomed boat provided with row
locks for two pairs of oars. They took both
pairs of oars, since, as Ned suggested, should the
fishing prove poor, they could have lots of fun
rowing.
Just before leaving the boat-house Ned stole
a march on Harry in the following manner.
Under the plea of asking the quarryman, from
whom the boat had been hired, to loan him a
chart of the lake, he went back to the boat-
house and paid for the hire of the boat and
fishing tackle, as well as for the bait. Harry
remonstrated at this saying that since Ned was
his guest he expected to pay, but Ned only
laughed, and insisted on matters being left as
they were.
Before starting, the boys spread the map out

on one of the seats of the boat, and began study-
67
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ing it, getting the general directions by the use
of a small compass needle Ned wore on his
watch charm.

“The lake is long and narrow,” said Ned. “I
should say about four or five miles in length,
and three-quarters of a mile across its widest
part; and see here, I can count eight, nine, ten,
eleven different quarries marked on the map.
What’s the stone, Harry ?”

“ Granite,” was the answer.

At the suggestion of Ned they first rowed to
the far end of the lake, carefully noting the dif-
ferent points of interest.

“And now let’s fish,” said Harry. “I am
afraid we will find the fishing poor; for, since
the quarrying has been going on, the fish have
become scarce. Still, some good sized ones are
caught every now and then.”

They fished for about a half an hour without
any luck, when, growing tired, they determined
to row up and down the lake until near
noon, and then go to the principal quarry and
call on Mr. Harrington. So they rowed about
until near twelve o’clock, when, fastening their
boat at the wharf, they inquired of one of the
quarrymen where they could find Mr. Harring-
ton.
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“Over at the office,” said the man, pointing
to a small frame building.

“ Mr. Harrington is busy just now,” said the
man at the office, as they asked for him, “ but
sit down, please, and I will take your names in
to him. Who shall I say wish to see him ?”

“Tell him that the boys with whom he was
talking on the trolley car this morning, and
who he invited to call on him about this time,
would like to see him when he is at leisure.”

In short time, the engineer came out from the
inner office and said pleasantly :

“I am glad to see you, boys. I named twelve
o’clock because I then generally have a little
time to myself. We will have to introduce our-
selves. My name is H. E. Harrington, Mining
Engineer. Let me have your names. Sup-
pose we begin with the electrician,” he said, as
he turned to Ned.

“My name is Edwin H. Cartwright,” said
Ned. “I live in New York City, and am here
on a short visit.”

“ Cartwright, of New York? What are your
father’s initials ? ” asked the engineer.

“H. A., sir,” answered Ned. ‘ He is a mem-
ber of the firm of Cartwright & Herrocks,
Bankers and Brokers.”
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“ What a strange coincidence,” was the reply.
“] am glad to make your acquaintance, Ned.
Your father is one of the gentlemen for whom
I am preparing a report on these quarries.
Now for the mineralogist,” he said, turning to
Harry. “ What is your name?”

“ Henry J. Maxwell, sir.”

“What is your father’s first name ?’”’ asked
the engineer.

“John, sir, but my father has been dead now
for about ten years.”

“Was it in Arizona that he died ?” said the
engineer excitedly.

“Yes, sir,” said Harry in surprise. “ Did you
know my father, sir? Did you see him when he
was in Arizona?”

“Never in Arizona. I met him about thirteen
years ago in a mining camp in Colorado. How
strange it is that I should, after all these years,
meet in Massachusetts, the son of the man to
whom I was once so warmly attached. The world
is indeed very small.”

‘“ But tell me, sir, if you please,” asked Harry
eagerly, “all you know about my father. I was
not much more than three years old when he
left home for the West.”

“I became quite intimate with your father,”
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said Mr. Harrington, ¢ while I was in Colorado
making a survey and report on some mining
properties. Your father was an excellent miner.
Although not a regular mining engineer, yet he
was as well if, indeed, not better posted on min-
ing, than many engineers I have known. A
warm friendship sprang up between us. Your
father afterward went to Arizona, where he dis-
covered a wonderful deposit of a copper ore
containing unusually large quantities of gold
and silver. He wanted me to join him in Ari-
zona to make an examination of the deposit,
but I was in California at the time and was un-
able to go. This was just before he met with
a fatal accident from the premature explosion
of a blast. I gathered, from what your father
wrote me, that there were some puzzling charac-
teristics about the vein or lode so that he was de-
sirous of consulting me as regards the best man-
ner of staking out his claims. As the son of
my old companion, I trust, Harry, that you and
I shall become good friends, as I trust you and
I shall also be good friends,” he remarked, turn-
ing and addressing Ned.

“T judge,” continued Mr. Harrington, turning
to Harry, “ from what your friend said in the
car this morning about the lecture you gave



72 The Young Prospector

him on mineralogy, that you are interested in
minerals. Is that true?”

“Yes, sir. The exact location of father’s
mine has never yet been rediscovered. When I
become a mining engineer, as I hope to do some
of these days, I shall try to find this lost mine.
When I graduate at the High School here, I ex-
pect to enter Harvard University, and afterward
to take a full course in Mining Engineering.”

“That’s right, my boy,” said Mr. Harrington.
‘“It pays a man well to be thoroughly posted in
his life work. Have you made a collection of
minerals too?” he said, turning to Ned.

“Not yet, sir, but this morning, after seeing
Harry’s I made up my mind I would begin one.”

“Then I must see if I can’t find you a few
specimens here to start with. Here,” he said,
turning to Harry, ¢ is something to add to your
collection of micas.”

“If I am not mistaken, this is biotite, is it
not?” asked Harry. .

“That’s right. Why you are quite well up in
minerals. Now if you can tell me the name of
these,” showing him several pieces of another
mineral, “ you may pick out one specimen for
Ned and another for yourself.”

“These, sir, I think are tourmalines.”
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“ Capital, Harry. You are right again.
Now boys,” he said, “ I must say good-bye for
the time. If you stop at the office again later
on in the day, say shortly before you go home,
I will show you around a little and possibly we
can return to the city together.”

“That will be splendid,” said the boys. “ You
may expect us.”

“Of course,” said the engineer, “ I may not
be able to return with you as I sometimes have
to spend the night here.”

“Should we not see you again,” said Harry,
“ T hope you will call at our house. I need not
tell you how glad mother would be to meet any
one who was acquainted with father while he
was in the west, especially to meet one of his
old friends.” The engineer promised to call, so
Harry gave him the address, which he entered
in a note-book.

“ And don’t forget,” continued Mr. Harring-
ton, “when I come, you must show me that
wonderful collection of minerals that Ned was
telling me about.”

He then turned to Ned and gave him some
advice as to the kind of mineral specimens he
should endeavor to obtain for his collection. He
suggested that such a collection should consist
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of specimens of the common minerals, in the
forms in which they most frequently occur in
quarries and mines, rather than of the strange
and unusual specimens, and should by all
means include common building stones and ores.
As regards their size he recommended specimens
three, by two, by one and a half inches. He
also urged that care should be taken in getting
the correct name and location of each speci-
men.

By this time both boys were hungry, so that
when Harry suggested rowing over to the other
side of the lake and eating their lunch on the
top of a cliff, Ned was only too glad to agree.

The other side of the lake was soon reached,
and, after a rather hard climb, they were soon
seated comfortably on the top of the high land
near the lake. From this point, a magnificent
view could be obtained, both of the entire lake,
and of much of the surrounding country.

“See, Harry,” said Ned, “ how the lake bends
here and there. It looks like the bed of an old
river that has been suddenly stopped off. Let’s
locate the different points of the lake on the
chart.”

Spreading the chart out before them, they
were able to obtain from this elevation a much
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better idea of the position of the different quar-
ries, and other points of interest, than they had
obtained while rowing.

“You say, Ned, that the lake looks like an
old river channel. Well, that’s just what it
probably is.”

“What do you mean? That can’t be. I
can see no water either above or below the ends
of the lake, except that little stream emptying
over there,” pointing to the north, ¢ into the up-
per part of the lake. I do not see how this lake
could ever have been an old river channel.”

‘“ As I understand the matter,” replied Harry,
‘“this is a glacial lake, the bed of which was
formed many hundreds of thousands of years
ago, during a geological period called the glacial
period. During this time a great sheet of ice
covered nearly all the northern half of North
America, reaching down a considerable distance
below the state of Massachusetts, where we are
now sitting. This ice sheet had a thickness of
probably two miles at the north and was thin-
nest toward the south. You know what a glacier
is, Ned ?”

“Yes,” said Ned, “I have seen glaciers in
Switzerland when 1 was there two years ago
with father and mother. They are immense
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masses of ice and snow that move down the
side of a mountain, not like avalanches, but
very slowly, only a few inches each day.”

“Well, Ned, that’s just like the ice mass
which covered North America during the
glacial period, only that ice mass was much
thicker than any of the earth’s present glaciers.
That ancient glacier moved slowly from the
north to the south. During this motion the
heavy ice mass cut off and carried away large
portions of the earth’s surface. In some parts
of Massachusetts and other New England states,
entire hills and even low mountains have been
thus removed.

“ After a long time the earth’s climate grew
warmer, and the surface was uncovered on the
melting of the ice mass. In many places only
the hard bed rock remained, covered with
numerous shallow depressions, which, when
filled with surface water, formed lakes. I be-
lieve that the lake we are now looking at was
formed in this manner.”

It puzzled Ned no little to understand how so
great an accumulation of ice could have taken
place in Massachusetts, where, as he knew, even
during the coldest winters, the thickness of the
snow and ice seldom exceeded a depth of a few
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feet. He therefore asked Harry if it were
known what had been the cause of so great a
change in the climate.

“I don’t think the cause is very well known.
But whatever it was, the change of climate ap-
pears to have taken place very quickly. Would
you like to hear a story about an elephant on
ice?” ‘

“An elephant on ice,” laughed Ned.
“Sounds something like quail on toast. Yes,
I would like to hear it, but don’t make it too
long, for an elephant on ice suggests something
to eat, and I am very hungry.”

“I am very hungry myself, so I propose
that, instead of making the lunch wait for
the story, we make the story wait for the
lunch.”

Harry’s proposal met with Ned’s hearty ap-
proval, so the boys began opening the packages
of lunch Mrs. Maxwell had prepared for them.
On looking at his package, Ned’s already ex-
pressed belief that Harry’s mother thoroughly
understood boys was strongly confirmed, for the
package contained roast chicken, rolls, boiled
eggs, slices of gingerbread, cookies, a little
package of salt in a paper, and in the middle
of one of the rolls, a little pat of butter, while
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in still another package a tumbler of preserved
strawberries !

“ A splendid lunch,” Ned remarked.

“But I say, Harry,” he continued, “ we never
shall be able to eat it all.”

The lunch was so enjoyed by the boys that
by the time their appetites were thoroughly
satisfied, they discovered that Harry’s mother
had a far more accurate idea of the extent of a
boy’s appetite than Ned had; for they apparently
stopped eating not because they could eat no
more, but because there was no more to eat.

“How about there being too much to eat,
Ned ? 7 said Harry, laughing.

“T acknowledge my error,” and then he laid
down on his back and looked up at the clear
blue sky with the white clouds floating over-
head.

“Now, Harry,” he added, “ trot out your story
about the elephant on ice. I defy him to make
me feel hungry now, no matter how large he
may be.”’

“Well,” said Harry, “to begin with, this
elephant was much larger than any elephant
that lives now. Listen; for this is a true story
and will bear investigation :

“In the great low plains in the northern
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parts of Asia, in what is known as the tundra
district, there lived an ignorant fisherman, who
found it very difficult to get enough food to
keep him alive. In this part of the world the
land is so flat that the rivers empty sluggishly
into the Arctic Ocean. Many of these rivers
are very long, rising in the warmer districts on
the south, and discharging their waters into the
ocean, far beyond the Arctic Circle. In the
beginning of the warm season, the ice and snow
melt in the upper courses of the rivers while
their mouths are shut hard and fast by thick
ice. The waters thus produced, being unable
to escape through the frozen river mouths, of
course overflow the neighboring level land, in
this manner turning the country into a great
swampy district, covered here and there by huge
shallow lakes.

“One morning the fisherman, accompanied by
his dog, left his hut and started out to search for
his breakfast, say a fish that he might be able to
catch in the river by breaking holes in the ice.
He was not successful, and returned both tired
and hungry. When near his hut he noticed
that his dog was no longer with him. Being
fond of the animal, he endeavored to find it by
following its tracks, but before he had gone very
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far, the animal returned to him. Now the dog
was licking his chops, and that meant it had
been eating something. DBeing very hungry,
he eagerly traced the footsteps of the dog and
reached the spot at which he had obtained his
meal. Now what do you think he saw, Ned ?”’

“Go on, Harry. What did he see, a ghost?
Oh, I know, it was an elephant on toast.”

“A good guess, Ned,” said Harry. “ An ele-
phant, not exactly on toast, but on ice. It was
not the ice that astonished him, for that, good-
ness knows, was common enough, but an ele-
phant on ice was something out of the ordinary.
However, being hungry, he did not trouble him-
self to ask how the elephant got there, but find-
ing its flesh in fairly good condition, and not be-
ing over-particular in his tastes, he commenced
making a good meal off the carcass ; for the flesh
had been kept in nature’s great cold storage
house in such a condition as to permit it to re-
main fairly good food.

“The fisherman was too ignorant to be sur-
prised at the sight of an elephant on ice. The
folk lore of his people taught him that in the
lower regions of the earth there lived great mon-
sters, of which the one before him was evidently
a specimen ; that these monsters would die al-
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most immediately if they came to the surface of
the earth where they were exposed to the great
cold. After he had finished his meal, noting the
excellent condition of the polished ivory tusks,
and feeling sure that he could sell them, he cut
them off and carried them one by one to his hut.
These tusks were sold to an Englishman, who
could scarcely credit the statement of the fisher-
man that he had obtained them from an ice-
covered animal on the shore of the ocean near a
river’s mouth. A careful examination, however,
led to an extended exploration of this part of
the country, when it was found that large parts
of the northern plains of Asia were veritable
cemeteries, containing, as they did, the remains
of vast herds of fossil elephants, and that the
ivory of their tusks was in such an excellent
state of preservation as to make these districts
regular ivory quarries, from which large quan-
tities of marketable ivory were obtained. Since
these elephants were of a species that could only
live in a warm region, it is evident that the
climate of this part of Asia must formerly
have been much warmer than now. Moreover,
as the elephant’s flesh was sufficiently fresh to be
eaten by both man and the dog, it is evident
that the change in the climate came suddenly,
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since the animals, in many cases, had been
frozen and covered with snow, before the flesh
had time to rot. This change probably came
at the beginning of the period called the
Glacial Period.”

When Harry finished his story, Ned exclaimed:

“What a boy you are, Harry. How do you
get to know such interesting things?”

“I don’t know as much as you think, Ned,
but I am much interested about such things and
read all the books I can find that contain ac-
counts of them. Of course, I don’t mean that I
read every book that I meet with, but only such
books as will aid me in becoming a mining engi-
neer, just as I don’t doubt that you read all the
books that you can find on electricity.”

“Well, not all,” said Ned, laughing, “but a
great many.

“ What a comfortable place this is,” said Ned,
still lying on his back and looking up at the sky.
“T say Harry, if you don’t mind talking about
it, please tell me something about your father,
and how he was killed.”

“ Gladly, Ned. AsI think I havealready told
you, I was about three years old when father left
for the West. We were not very well off as re-
gards money matters, and father was anxious to
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go West in order to make his fortune. As you
heard Mr. Harrington say, father spent several
years in Colorado, where he had an interest in a
mining or claim prospect that afterward became
one of the richest mines in the district. He was
cheated out of this interest, however, and after-
ward went to Arizona, where he discovered the
rich deposit of copper, gold and silver I was
speaking about. Mother has a letter from the
smelting company, stating that the ore left by
father for smelting was the richest ever received
at their works. Father must have taken con-
siderable ore there, for at his direction, the
company sent mother the proceeds amounting
to something like $5,000. This, with some
$10,000 that mother afterward inherited from a
relative, has enabled us to live comfortably,
though, as you see, very plainly.

“ Father had written to mother several times,
about his great find. If you will remind me
when we are at the house to-night, I will show
you a specimen of the ore he sent from this
mine. Unfortunately, father never told mother
either the location of the claims, or the exact
character of the deposit, whether a vein or a
blanket deposit. I understand that for several
years after father’s death many attempts were
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made to locate the property, but that all of them
failed. Now, Ned,” added Harry, earnestly, “ 1
intend to do my best to relocate this property.
For this reason I am studying mineralogy,
geology and such things as hard as I can, and
if I can only arrange it to become a mining
engineer like Mr. Harrington, I shall go to
Arizona, and do my best to find father’s
property.”

‘“Bo would I, Harry, if T were you,” said Ned.

They remained where they were for nearly an
hour longer, talking about various things until
a swim in the lake was suggested, when both
started on the run for the boat.



CHAPTER VII

Harry AND NED SAVE Mr. HArRrINGTON'S LIFE

AS they pushed off from the shore, Harry
suggested that they take a little exercise,
so as to warm up before going into the water.

After a good pull up and down the lake, the
boys stopped at the wharf of the quarry at which
they had met Mr. Harrington at noon. They
were soon undressed, and thoroughly enjoy-
ing themselves as both were good swimmers.
The splendid physical condition of the boys
could easily be seen now they were stripped.
Nosuperfluous fat, and muscles well outlined, but
not over-developed ; muscles which, though soft
and flaccid when not in use, readily became hard
and rigid when called into action.

“(Can you touch bottom here, Ned ?”’ asked
Harry.

“ How deep is it?”

“I don’t know exactly, but I think about fif-
teen or sixteen feet.”

The boys made several attempts to touch by
diving into the water from the top of the wharf.

At last each succeeded in reaching the bottom,
85
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proof of which they gave by some stones they
brought up.
Some of the quarrymen, attracted by the boys’
sports, came down to the wharf and looked on.
“Pretty good swimmers,” said one of the men.
“Yes, they dive beautifully,” said another.
“I have never seen bottom touched before at
this wharf, though I have seen many try it.”
When they got tired diving, Harry proposed
that they get in the boat and take a row un-
dressed as they were, adding that no other boat
was in sight on the lake, and that a sun bath
would prove beneficial. So they rowed up and
down in the neighborhood of the wharf,
thoroughly enjoying both the sun bath and
the exercise. When about a quarter of a
mile from the wharf, they were startled by
hearing cries:
“Help! Help! hurry over here, boys.”
Turning around, they saw that something
had gone wrong at the wharf. A number of
the men were running about excitedly, and sev-
eral of them had jumped into the water.
Fearing that some accident had occurred,
the boys took both pairs of oars, and quickly
reaching the wharf, were told that Mr. Harring-
ton had fallen in the water from one end of the
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wharf; that they had made several unsuccessful
attempts to find his body, but had been unable
to do so, by reason of the depth of the water.
They urged the boys to do what they could
without any further loss of time, since the body
had already been in the water for several
minutes.

The boys required no urging to attempt the
rescue. They would have unhesitatingly done
this even for a stranger. But as for Mr. Har-
rington, toward whom both boys felt strongly at-
tracted, they were ready to do all they could to
save him, even at the risk of their lives.

They made a beautiful, but unsuccessful dive.
As they climbed to the top of the wharf, Harry
told Ned that while under the water he saw the
body lying on the bottom close up against the
wharf, as if it had been caught between two
timbers. He suggested that they try to loosen
the body, cautioning Ned not to get caught in
the timbers, which were so slimy that one could
easily slip in between them.

They then dove in again. This time they
were so long under water that one of the men
said to the others:

“This is awful. Two other valuable lives
sacrificed.”



38 The Young Prospector

But he had spoken too quickly; for the two
boys soon appeared at the surface of the water,
bearing Mr. Harrington’s body between them,
when willing hands carefully lifted it to the
wharf.

One of the men placing his hand over M.
Harrington’s heart, said :

“It’s too late, boys, the man is dead. He
has been in the water for nearly five minutes.”
“Don’t let’s give up too soon,” said Harry.

Fortunately, Harry was thoroughly familiar
with the different methods employed for the re-
suscitation of those apparently drowned. He
knew that sometimes people had been restored to
consciousness after having been in the water a
much longer time than the engineer. He de-
termined, therefore, to do all that was possible
to save his friend’s life and made up his mind
that he would continue these efforts for several
hours without giving up.

“Ned,” said Harry, “ we must do all we can
to resuscitate him.”

The quarrymen offered to do all they could
to aid them in his efforts, adding, however,
that they believed it was too late to expect
success, but requested him to tell them what
they should do. Harry asked them not to crowd
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around the body but to give it plenty of air,
adding that if there was a doctor in the neigh-
borhood, he would like some one to go and
bring him as quickly as he could.

“There will be a doctor at the next quarry,
about a mile and a half from here. I think
this is one of his regular visiting days,” sug-
gested one of the men.

“Then go and bring him here as quickly as
you can. While you are gone, we will do what
we can.”

The first thing Harry did was to loosen the
man’s clothes, especially at the collar. Then,
in order to remove the water from the lungs,
he had Ned help him place the man on his
stomach, raising the body at the middle so as
to permit any water that might have collected
in the lungs to run out at the mouth. Plac-
ing the body on its back, he then tied a handker-
chief around the engineer’s tongue and asked
Ned to pull the tongue forward, and then let it
move back, repeating this at regular intervals,
while he imitated the motion of breathing by
alternately pressing and expanding the lower
ribs about twenty times a minute. He also
occasionally stimulated the actions of the lungs
in breathing, by alternately raising and lower-
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ing the arms from the sides of the body up
above the head. These efforts were kept up for
more than three quarters of an hour, without,
however, producing any satisfactory results.
One of the men now proposed to roll the body
over a barrel, asserting that this method was gen-
erally successful, but the boys shook their heads.

“Such treatment,” said Harry, * would I fear,
be apt to extinguish the little life that may re-
main.”

While Harry was thus working, every now
and then Ned briskly rubbed the engineer’s legs
and feet, the boots and some of the clothing
having been removed shortly after the body was
taken from the water. Warmth was kept up by
the occasional application of hot water or a hot
stone.

But with all these efforts, the engineer still
appeared lifeless. Although greatly discouraged,
Harry did not discontinue his efforts for re-
suscitation, but tried another well known
plan. Drawing out the engineer’s tongue with
the handkerchief, closing the nostrils with one
hand, and pressing against his Adam’s apple
with the other, so as to close the entrance to the-
stomach, he took a full breath of air into his
own lungs, and leaning down, placed his mouth
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against that of the engineer, breathed forcibly
into it, thus filling his lungs, when he expelled
or drove the air out of them by pressure with
his hand. He continued this some twenty or
thirty times every minute until at last, after hav-
ing been at work for fully two hours from the
time the body was removed from the water, he
was rewarded by observing a faint breathing,
and placing his hand over the heart, he could
feel it feebly beating.

“Now,” said Harry, “let’s get off the rest of
his wet clothes.”

When this was done they placed the engineer
on a mattress brought out from the office, and
wrapped him up in a warm coverlet.

“We will let him rest quietly here,” said
Harry. “All of you please stand off and give
him plenty of air. If you have whiskey, I
will give him a little. Now all move away,”
repeated Harry.

“We will, be jabers,” said an Irishman, who
had been intently observing what Harry was
doing. “1It’s a broth of a boy ye are; ye bate
the doctor intoirely. Come here and let me hug
ye, for ye have saved the loife of a foine man.”

But Harry laughed and begged to be excused.

“Here comes the doctor,” cried one of the
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men, as a middle aged man came hurriedly to
the spot.

“] fear I am too late to be of any use, unless
some one here has used prompt means,” said the
doctor.

“That’s all right, doctor,” said one of the
men. ‘“ We have two brainy boys here, who
have done everything that was necessary. The
man is now in pretty good shape.”

The doctor carefully examined the patient
and said,

“I think he is all right. Now tell me what
you have done.”

The man who had spoken before, explained
just what Harry and Ned had done. The doc-
tor listened carefully, and shaking Harry
warmly by the hand, said :

‘“Capital | Splendid treatment! Everything
you did was quite right. A regular doctor
could have done no better. Mr. Harrington
owes his life to both of you not only for taking
him out of the water, but especially for what
you have done since. How long do you say the
body was in the water?”

“ About five minutes,” said one of the men.

“ And how long were you working to resus-
citate him ? ”” he asked Harry.
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‘““ At least two hours, sir,” was the reply.

“The case is a very unusual one,” said the
doctor. It seldom happens that resuscitation
is possible after so long a time, and it is still
more unusual that efforts for resuscitation have
been successful after the patient has remained
apparently dead for two hours.

“But how did Mr. Harrington come to fall
in?” asked the doctor. ‘ What does this mark
mean on his forehead ?”’

The men told him that Mr. Harrington was
superintending the setting up of a post on the
wharf for the attachment of a guy rope to the
derrick. As one of the men carrying the post
stumbled, the post struck Mr. Harrington on
the head with a sharp blow apparently stunning
him. He added that the engineer must have
been quite unconscious, because he did not utter
a word as he fell into the water and immediately
sank out of sight.

The doctor explained that being stunned be-
fore falling into the water had been advantageous
to Mr. Harrington, remarking, however, that it
would be necessary to carefully watch the
patient ; that as soon as he regained con-
sciousness, he would be able to say whether
the blow on the head was serious or not.
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However, he said, carefully examining the
head,

“I do not think that any danger is to be ap-
prehended from this blow.”

“T am glad to hear you say that,” said Harry.
“T can’t tell you how glad T am that you are here.”

“ How did 1t happen that you sent for me ?”

“T did so on general principles. It would of
course have been better for you to have been
here from the first, but I knew that unless
prompt measures were taken the man would die.”

“ And now,” said the doctor, turning to the
boys, “here you have been undressed for over
two hours. You had better get into your
clothes, or I may be treating some of you for lung
trouble or something.”

Gladly taking the doctor’s advice, the boys
dove into the lake and washed themselves. As
soon as they were dressed, they stood at some
distance from where Mr. Harrington was lying,
anxiously waiting for him to regain conscious-
ness. At last the patient opened his eyes, and
looking around, said :

“Is that post in yet?” and then, seeing the
surprised expression on the faces of the by-
standers, and noting that he was lying in a bed
and covered up, he said :
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“Hello! What’s the matter? Have I been
hurt? Is that you, doctor?’” recognizing his
friend.

“Oh, a little accident has happened,” said the
doctor, “ but it’s all right now.”

The gaze of the man then fell on the boys,
and he said :

“ Well, boys, did you get those specimens?”

“Yes,” answered the doctor, “but the best
specimen that they got was from the water at
the foot of the wharf here.”

“What do you mean, doctor?”’

“I mean that you fell into the water, and
that they have pulled you out.”

“Who did you say pulled me out?” asked
the engineer, not seeming to understand the
doctor’s previous words.

‘“These two lads,” replied the doctor, turning
around to look at the boys, but they, fearing
they were about to be thanked, had quietly
slipped away and disappeared.

Mr. Harrington at once asked that the boys be
brought to him, saying that he wished to talk
with them.

The doctor, after feeling his patient’s pulse,
promised to bring the boys, to him ; but he had
some trouble in finding them and still more
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trouble in persuading them to go to the engi-
neer, but on being assured that it might be dan-
gerous to thwart his wishes, they at once went
back with him.

“Boys,” said Mr. Harrington, “ they tell me
that you saved my life. I will never forget this.
Count me as your friend the rest of your
lives.”

“That’s all right, Mr. Harrington,” said Ned.
“We are glad to have been able to aid you.
So far as pulling you out of the water is con-
cerned, that was nothing, but as regards the
resuscitation, it is Harry you must thank, for
he is the one under whose direction it was all
done.”

Mr. Harrington soon fell asleep, in which con-
dition the doctor permitted him to remain.
When he awoke about half an hour afterward
he called the doctor and wished to arrange about
getting back to the city.

The doctor, however, advised him to remain
where he was for half an hour or so longer, saying
that he would see if satisfactory arrangements
could not be made. He added, however, that
there was no objection to his talking to the boys.

So the boys sat down and had a long talk with
Mr. Harrington.
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“ Tell me,” he said, “ what you have been do-
ing to-day besides saving life ?”

“Lots of jolly things,” said Ned. “ We
climbed to the cliff on the opposite side of the
lake, where Harry gave me a lecture on the
Glacial Age, saying that the lake was due to the
action of glacial ice.”

“T only said I thought it was,” said Harry.

“You are quite right, Harry,” said Mr. Har-
rington. ¢ This lake, like many others in Mas-
sachusetts and the New England States generally,
owes its existence to the action of the glacial ice-
mass. What else were you doing ?”

“ After eating our lunch,” said Ned, “ Harry
told me a wonderful story, he called an Ele-
phant-on-Ice.”

On Mr. Harrington asking Harry to tell him
the story, Harry suggested that Ned should re-
peat it so that they might test his memory.

“I am willing,” said Ned. ¢ Harry’s story
was about a hungry Siberian dog, and its still
hungrier master. While the two were out one
morning in search of breakfast, the fisherman’s
dog mnoticed a curious mound covered with ice
and snow. Although the fisherman must also
have seen this mound, yet it did not attract
his attention as much as it did the nostrils of the
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dog ; for, taking advantage of a moment when his
master was not looking, the dog remained by
the mound, from which he scratched away the
ice and snow, and had a full breakfast on iced
elephant’s flesh. When the dog returned the
man noticed the satisfied manner with which he
was licking his chops. Moreover, he saw, from
the way in which the dog’s body was filled out,
that he had enjoyed a square meal. Investigat-
ing this matter for himself, he also made a meal
from the food thus laid up in Mother Nature’s
great ice chest. Even the dog, who had ac-
companied his master back to the elephant, took
advantage of the occasion to fill up a little space
that had been left empty in his stomach.”

“ A good story, Ned, and well told,” said Mr.

Harrington.
At this moment the doctor came up hurriedly,
saying: “We are in luck, Mr. Harrington.

Here comes an automobile.”



CHAPTER VIII

JouN QuiNceEy TREVOR, CAPITALIST

LARGE automobile rolled rapidly up the

road and stopped opposite the office. Its
only occupant, a well dressed, middle-aged gen-
tleman, got out and began walking at a brisk
gait toward the office door. Before he had
taken many steps, seeing the doctor, he turned,
and approaching, inquired for Mr. Harring-
ton ; then, observing the bed and some one
lying on it, he asked if there had been any
accident.

The doctor, answering his questions, said :

“That is Mr. Harrington lying on the bed.
He was accidentally struck on the forehead by a
heavy wooden post. The blow both rendered
him unconscious, and knocked him into the
lake, where he was nearly drowned.

“T am glad to say, however,” added the doc-
tor, seeing his anxiety, “ that the patient now is
out of danger.”

The gentleman inquired whether he could
safely talk to the engineer, and having been
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given permission to do so, approached the bed
and said :

“ How is this, Harrington? I hear that you
have met with an accident.”

“Yes, Mr. Trevor,” said he, “but I am all
right now,” and then turning to the doctor, who
was standing near him, he said :

“Dr. Gray, let me introduce you to Mr. John
Quincey Trevor, of Boston.”

“ Ah, doctor,” said Mr. Trevor, “it is fortu-
nate you were here at the time of the accident.
Will you kindly tell me all about it ?”

“ With pleasure, Mr. Trevor, but it was these
two lads who saved the man’s life. This one,”
turning to Ned, “you probably know. He
is Edwin H. Cartwright, son of H. A. Cart-
wright, of Cartwright & Herrocks, New York
City.”

“How do you do,” said Mr. Trevor, shaking
Ned warmly by the hand. “I know your father
very well. In fact, I came on from Boston for
the purpose of seeing him in reference to these
quarries in which we are both interested.
But who is the other lad ?” asked Mr. Trevor,
who was evidently much pleased with the ap-
pearance of both of the boys.

“This,” said Mr. Harrington, not waiting for

b
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the doctor to answer, ““is Harry J. Maxwell, the
only son of an old western mining friend of
mine.”

Mr. Trevor requested the doctor for full
particulars of the accident, the rescue and the
resuscitation. He asked many questions and
rapidly familiarized himself with all the details.
Then turning to the engineer, he said :

“ Harrington, you owe your life to these
boys.”

“I most assuredly do,” said Mr. Harrington,
“and shall never forget them. Some day I
hope I will have become sufficiently acquainted
with Harry to take, to some extent, the place of
his father, who has been dead these many years,
as you know I have no boy of my own.”

“I don’t wish to interrupt you, gentlemen,”
said the doctor, looking at his watch, “ but it is
now nearly half past five, and some steps should
be taken to get Mr. Harrington back to the ecity.”

“ My automobile is at your service,” said Mr.
Trevor. “ Unfortunately, as you see, I am alone.
My chauffeur got drunk while on the road, and
I was obliged to discharge him. I had con-
siderable difficulty in getting here alone, for I
have never given much attention to the operation
of the machine. Indeed, it would hardly be
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safe for me to attempt to run it to the city. Do
you understand the machine sufficiently to oper-
ate it? 7’ he asked the doctor.

“T am sorry to say I do not,” said the doctor.

“Nor I,” said Mr. Harrington, “even if you
would trust yourselves to one who has so re-
cently had au injury in the head.”

An endeavor was made to find some one of
the quarrymen who could manage the machine,
but this effort was unsuccessful.

“ Do you understand an automobile, Harry ? ”
said Mr. Harrington.

“ No, sir, I know nothing whatever about it.”

Mr. Harrington then called Ned to his side,
who, he noticed, had been carefully examining
the machine, and inquired :

“Do you think you could take us home safely
in Mr. Trevor’s automobile ?

“Yes, sir,” sald Ned. “1I know this make
of machine. Father has several, and I occasion-
ally run them for him. My own too is some-
what like this.”

“Then it's all fixed,” said the doctor. “So
Harrington, you had better get dressed.”

Mr. Trevor’s automobile was a large touring
car, with three large seats. It could easily hold
six people, so there was plenty of room for all.
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Under Ned’s handling of the machine, they
safely reached the city, and left Mr. Harrington
at his hotel.

As the boys were leaving, Mr. Harrington
asked them not to fail to call on him in the
morning, when they could have a long talk to-
gether.

On reaching home, Harry told his mother of
their meeting Mr. Harrington on the trolley car,
and the pleasant time they had spent with him
at the quarry. They also spoke of the ride they
had to the city in the automobile. But neither
Harry nor Ned said a word about the accident
at the lake. Harry had agreed with Ned before
going to the house to take this course.

“ It would look as if we were making too much
about it,” he said. ‘“Don’t you think so, Ned ?”

“I do. Let us keep mum.”

Mrs. Maxwell asked the boys many questions
about Mr. Harrington, as to what kind of a
man he was, his general appearance, and many
other things.

“I have several letters from your father in
which Mr. Harrington’s name is mentioned.
These letters show that he and your father were
very much attached to each other.”

“ Mother, Mr. Harrington is a splendid man.
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Talks so interestingly, and knows such a lot. I
asked him to call on us.”

“That was right, Harry. Why not ask him
to come in the afternoon after Sunday-school
and take supper with us?”

“That will be splendid, mother,” said Harry.
“T don’t understand just how it is, but I have
never met any man that I like as much as Mr.
Harrington.”

“Take care, Harry,” said his mother, smil-
ing, “ you will make me jealous.

“And what do you think of him?” she
asked, turning to Ned.

“I am of the same opinion as Harry. Think
of a man like Mr. Harrington taking enough in-
terest in two strange boys to actually give them
a part of a busy day and treating them as he
treated us, explaining things and talking to us
just as if we were men. I believe I am as fond
of him as Harry is. Indeed,” he said laughing,
“if you don’t look out, Harry, I may cut you
out.”

“Try it, Ned. I will promise not to be jeal-
ous. Because I like him, is all the greater rea-
son I should be pleased to have him your friend
as well as mine.”

“ Well,” said Mrs. Maxwell, as the supper bell

’
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rang, “ our supper is ready. I imagine you are
ready to eat.”

‘“ Indeed we are,” said the boys.

After supper, the boys took a seat on the hall
sofa, and finigshed telling Mrs. Maxwell their
story of the day.

‘“ Boys, you must be pretty tired. I think
you had better say good-night.”

As they were leaving the room, Mrs. Maxwell
remarked :

“To-morrow, being Sunday, we take our
breakfast a half hour later, so you will have
half an hour longer to sleep.”

“ What a glorious day we’ve had. So much
has been crowded into the short time we have
been together that it seems more than a week,
and yet it has only been since yesterday after-
noon,” said Harry, when they reached their room.

“Yes, this has been a wonderful day. I think
we may call to-day a red-letter day.

“ Harry,” remarked Ned, ‘“we have reason
to be very thankful for the opportunity for sav-
ing a valuable life we have had to-day. Don’t
you believe that all such things are providen-
gl

“ Undoubtedly,” answered Harry, and then
he added, “ Ned, I always liked you but now I
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feel drawn toward you more closely than
ever.”

“ Let me read you something,” Ned said, tak-
ing up Harry’s Bible.

“¢ And as David returned from the slaughter
of the Philistines, Abner took him and brought
him before Saul with the head of the Philistine
in his hand.

“¢And Saul said to him, Whose son art thou,
thou young man? And David answered, I am
the son of thy servant, Jesse the Beth-lehemite.

“¢And it came to pass, when he had made an
end of speaking unto Saul, that the soul of
Jonathan was knit with the soul of David; and
Jonathan loved him as his own soul.””

When Ned ceased reading, Harry rose ex-
citedly, and grasping him warmly by the hand,
he said :

“Ned do you feel that way to me?”

“I do indeed,” said Ned. “I always did
like you very much, but now I love you asa
brother.”

“Then David,” said Harry, “Jonathan from
this day is your covenant brother.” And from
that day on they often called each other Jona-
than and David.



CHAPTER IX
A Happy SunpAY

IT was early Sunday morning. The two boys
were still in bed; Ned was sound asleep but
Harry was wide awake, thinking over the many
events that had so crowded themselves into the
past few days. It seemed to him almost in-
credible that so much could have occurred since
Friday afternoon. It is true that during this
time he and Ned had been constantly together,
but even then it scarcely seemed as if so much
could have happened. In that short time he
had learned to know his boy friend so well
that he felt drawn to him as closely as to a
brother. Then, too, what was of still greater
importance to a boy of Harry’s type, he had
made an adult friend, who had said only the
day before that he hoped soon to be able to look
on him as his adopted son. He was very
happy in his new friends, and felt instinctively
that the last few days would exert great influ-
ence on his future life.

These and many similar thoughts crowded
into his mind as he lay quietly beside
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Ned. His youthful spirits, however, soon
brought his mind back to his present sur-
roundings, so thinking it was time to get up
he determined to waken Ned. This he soon did
and in such a manner that when Ned opened
his eyes he found Harry sitting on him, shak-
ing him good-naturedly.

“Ned, are you up in physiology ?” he asked.

“T know something about it.”

“Then tell me exactly how many ribs you
have?” asked Harry.

“Don’t know exactly, but I guess I have the
usual number.”

“In that case it is my duty to count them.
Highly improper for you to remain any longer
without precise information on so important a
subject.”

With that Harry began accurately locating
the position of each rib, calling out,

“One, two, three &

“Stop, Harry, Iam awfully ticklish,” cried Ned.

“Lie still,” replied Harry. ‘I am endeavor-
ing to give you accurate information. Four,
five ——"

But Ned squirmed so violently that Harry
lost the exact location of the rib last counted,
and therefore cried out:
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“ There, I have lost my place, and must start
over again. DBut this time I will begin with
the lower ribs. These, I think, are called the
floating ribs,” and again commenced the opera-
tion of determining their exact location.

“QOh, say,” cried Ned, “ the common ribs are
bad enough, but the floating ribs are simply
awful. It is quite too much of a good thing,”
and making a great effort he at last succeeded
in putting Harry under him, when he immedi-
ately began to repeat the manipulation to which
he had just been subjected.

“Stop, Ned, the floating ribs are indeed
awful. Youare tickling me so that I am nearly
dead.”

“ Nearly dead, my boy ? Then it is my duty
to resuscitate you without any loss of time. I
will employ the method so successfully used by
the distinguished Maxwell when all others
had failed. Let me see, I must place the
patient on his back, just as you are now, grasp
his nose with one hand and press back his
Adam’s apple with the other. Then I draw a
full breath in my own lungs, and applying my
mouth to the mouth of the patient, forcibly
blow my breath into his lungs.” Which he
thereupon did. ‘“And, pressing the hand
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against the lower part of the patient’s chest,
firmly drive out all the air. I guess the proper
way to most effectually do thisis to press against
the floating ribs.”

Harry struggled to free himself, but ineffec-
tually.

“The signs are good,” said Ned. “ The re-
suscitation is beginning. I will continue these
movements for twenty or thirty times, when the
patient will soon be &

“Dead,” said Harry, laughing, ‘ unless he es-
capes,” as he at last released himself from Ned’s
grip.

“Why, don’t get excited, Harry, I was only
giving you some of your own medicine.”

‘“ Let me up, Jonathan.”

“ All right, David,” said Ned, both boys using
the biblical names which they had agreed on
the night before.

Looking up at the clock, Harry exclaimed :

“ Breakfast will not be ready for an hour and
a half.”

“That don’t make any difference,” replied
Ned. “We can’t sleep now. Let’s get dressed
and look at the minerals, or do something else.”

It was characteristic of Ned as well as of
Harry, or indeed, any healthy intelligent boy,




A Happy Sunday 111

that when awake they must do something. So
Ned suggested looking at the minerals or some-
thing else. They therefore got up and began
dressing. While they were doing this, Ned,
who had been more closely inspecting the room
noticed a typewriting machine in one of the
corners.

‘“ Hello, Harry,” he exclaimed. ¢ Can you
use that machine?”

“Yes. 1 can write over fifty words a minute
on it.”

“Is it a Remington or an Underwood ? Oh,
you need not answer me,” he continued, going
up to the machine. “I see it’s a Remington.
Have you studied shorthand too? These two
things generally go together.”

Harry informed Ned that he was familiar
with the Ben Pitman system of shorthand, and
that he could take about 125 words a minute.
He added, with a laugh, that he meant of course
that he was able to write, and afterward cor-
rectly read, 125 words a minute.

“Did you learn typewriting and shorthand
at the High School ?”

“No, my friend, the dealer in minerals in the
city here, of whom I was telling you the other
day, advised me to learn them. He writes all
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the labels for his mineral specimens on a
machine. This makes plainer and more legible
labels than could be obtained by hand writing.
He kindly offered to teach me, so I began learn-
ing. Ibought this machine at a sheriff’s sale for
less than one-third the retail price. It had not
been used much and is almost as good as new.”

On Ned asking for a sample of his friend’s
writing, Harry sat down at the machine, and
placing a sheet of paper in place began striking
the keys at a lively rate. To Ned’s surprise he
did not look at the keys.

“Hello,” he cried, “don’t you have to look
at the keys ?”

“No; my friend, the mineralogist, advised
me to learn from the start to write without look-
ing at the keys, so that, as you see, I can keep
my eyes on whatever matter I am copying.”

“That is very sensible,” replied Ned.

Harry kept on striking the keys of the
machine, and after a short time took out the
sheet of paper, and handed it to Ned.

““ Phew, that’s pretty fast writing, and beauti-
fully done,” said Ned; “Isee it is about Jonathan
and David. Now let me see how nearly you
have got this right,” comparing it with the ac-
count he found in the Bible.
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“You have a good memory, Harry. Got
it down word for word.”

“Well, Ned,” said Harry, laughing, “1 was
reading it over only a few days ago.”

Ned then asked Harry to show him how well
he could write short-hand. I will read some-
thing to you from the Bible.”

Harry then handed Ned the shorthand notes.

“ There,” he said laughing, ‘“ compare them
with the original and see if they are not correct.”

“Oh, come,” said Ned, “ I can’t read all these
queer looking marks. Looks as if a number of
flies had gotten into an ink bottle and then
crawled over the paper. You copy them off
on the typewriter, and then I can see whether
you are giving me a bluff or not.”

So Harry sat down, and in a short time handed
Ned a copy, which, on comparison, was found to
be without any mistakes.

“That’s fine, Harry. What a great fellow
youare. Iam constantly finding out something
new about you. I see by the way you handle
the machine that you must employ it for other
purposes than for simply writing out labels for
your minerals.”

“Yes, T typewrite my school exercises, and,
now and then, as a matter of practice, I make a
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bluff at reporting the sermon at church. I am
getting now so that I can report fairly well.”

“Did you have much trouble in learning?”
inquired Ned.

“Trouble! So much trouble that for a long
time I doubted if I could ever master the art.
Such astonishing changes are produced by a
little difference in the length of the char-
acters or by making the characters light or
heavy, or by placing them above the line, on
the line, or below the line, that unless one is
very careful in writing, there is sure to be no
end of trouble as soon as an attempt is made to
read the notes. But I made up my mind to
keep at it, and am now a pretty fair writer.”

Ned again took up the typewritten sheet, con-
taining the story that they had taken from the
Bible and used to test Harry’s ability on the
machine, saying,

“ Let’s sit down and talk about this story.”

‘“ Certainly, Ned. Let’s sit down on the
sofa.”

“ All right. This sofa must be the twin brother
of the jolly sofa down-stairs.”

The boys sat alongside of each other, and read
the wonderful story of how the prophet, Samuel,
anointed David King of Israel in place of Saul.
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How Samuel went down to Bethlehem to Jesse,
David’s father, and commanded him to bring in
his eight sons, one by one, so that he might
know which one God had chosen.

First came Eliab, so splendid a looking man
that when Samuel saw him he said to himself,
“Surely the Lord’s anointed is before me.”
But God told Samuel that it was not the size of
the man nor his looks that determined his worth,
or as the Bible puts it, “ Man looketh on the
outward appearance, but the Lord looketh on the
heart.” So Samuel had all the other sons, ex-
cept the youngest, David, come before him, but
none of them was chosen. He, therefore, asked
Jesse if he had not another son, and Jesse an-
swered, yes there was little David left; that he
did not count for much, and was out in the fields
looking after the sheep.

Samuel asked that David be sent for.

Harry now read from his Bible :

“¢And he sent and brought him in. Now he
was ruddy, and withal of a beautiful counte-
nance, and goodly to look at, and the Lord said,
Arise, anoint him, for this is he.

“‘Then Samuel took the horn of oil, and
anointed him.””

They then read the story of the fight between
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little David and big Goliath, the champion of
the Philistines. It was when Abner, Captain of
the Hosts of the King of Israel, brought in the
boy David, holding the head of Goliath with one
hand, that Jonathan saw and loved David and
became his covenant brother.

‘“ Jonathan saved the life of David on several
occasions when Saul tried to slay him. It was
on one of these efforts of Saul to have David
killed that the following incident occurred. A
feast, called the Feast of the New Moon, was to
be held. As one of the officers of Saul’s army,
David was obliged, as a matter of duty, to sit at
meat at the king’s table. Saul had determined
to have David slain while he sat at the table.
Fearing this, David asked permission of Jona-
than to go to Bethlehem and make a sacrifice,
begging that he would say to Saul, if his absence
was noticed, that he had given him permission
to be away. Jonathan willingly gave David this
permission, telling him, however, that he would
certainly be missed when his place was vacant
at the feast. He advised David to remain away
for three days, and then to go to a certain place
and hide back of a great stone. ‘If T should
call out,” said Jonathan, ‘and tell you to cut
and run, people standing by would know, and
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you would get caught, so we will arrange it in
another way. I will pretend I am trying to see
how far I can shoot three arrows, and will tell the
lad I have with me to go and fetch them. Now
note carefully what I say to him, for T will try
in the meanwhile to find out whether my father
has forgiven you or not. If he has forgiven you
I will say to the lad, “ Behold, the arrows are on
this side of thee,” you can come safely, but if
I find that my father intends to kill you, I will
say, ‘“ the arrows are beyond thee.” In that case
you had better cut and run.””

“What an interesting story,” said Ned, as
Harry told it. “Reminds me of the story of
Cinderella and the Magic Slipper. When the
Prince’s messenger tried the slipper on the feet
of all of Cinderella’s sisters, and found that it
would not fit, he asked, ¢ Are there no other
young ladies in the house that we can try the
slipper on ?’ ‘Oh, nobody but Cinderella, and
she don’t count,” was the reply. And here we
have the same thing: ‘No, I have no other
sons, only little David, and he is out with the
sheep.” But Eliab and the others were rejected
and David was chosen.

“And wasn’t that a jolly plan Jonathan
formed to let David know just how matters
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stood,” continued Ned. ¢‘Behold the arrows
are on this side of thee,” things all right; you
can safely come this way; or ¢ The arrows are
beyond thee ; get out quickly, danger.

And then he continued :

“Let’s agree, O David, on this as a secret
between us, that if either should see danger to
the other, and desire to secretly warn him, to
say, ‘the arrows are beyond thee,” to mean dan-
ger, cut and run.”

“ Agreed,” said Harry.

“ Harry, do you know what is meant when it
said they made a covenant?”

“T am not sure, Ned, but I think it means
they made what was then called a blood
covenant.”

“ What was that?” asked Ned.

“ When two people were to become blood
brothers each cut his arm or some other part
of his body, so as to make it bleed. They
then mingled their blood by rubbing the two
cuts together; or, they actually let some blood
run into a cup, each drinking the other’s
blood, the idea being that then the blood
of each then ran in the veins of the other.
They were then called blood brothers, to show
that their blood was intermingled. This kind

’ ”»
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of brotherhood was regarded as establishing a
much closer bond between two people than the
so-called milk brothers, or those who had been
nourished from the breast of the same mother.”

Ned remarked that it was a curious custom,
and that he trusted he and Harry might become
blood brothers without eating each other.. At
that moment the breakfast bell rang, so that, as
Ned said the lesson in mineralogy he had been
looking for would have to be postponed.

They had a regular New England breakfast
in which baked beans and Boston brown bread
were the chief articles, although, of course, there
were other things.

Harry, like Ned, had been thinking very fre-
quently about his new friend, Mr. Harrington.
Since the rescue and resuscitation, he had felt
still more strongly drawn towards the engineer
than before, so shortly after breakfast, he pro-
posed to Ned that they should go and call on
him at his hotel. Ned agreed immediately, be-
ing quite as anxious to see the engineer as was
Harry.

The boys enjoyed the short walk to the hotel
very much. It was one of those glorious days
in June when the air is so balmy and refreshing,
especially during the earlier hours of the morn-
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ing.” There was a breeze blowing just strong
enough to be agreeable, and to bring to them
the fragrant odors of the flowers in the gardens
of the houses along the streets.

On reaching the hotel, they sent up their
cards to Mr. Harrington. In a few minutes he
stepped out of the elevator, and, cordially greet-
ing the boys, said :

“I am glad to see you, boys. I need not ask
whether you have slept well last night. You
look too wide awake to make such a question
necessary.”

“We are all right,” said the boys. ‘“But how
are you? Have you entirely recovered ?”

“Thank you, I am quite myself again. Have
you had your breakfast?”

“Yes, sir, but we can wait for you.”

“T have had my breakfast more than an hour
ago. I am an early riser.”

“You are quite sure that you are all right
now ? "’ asked Harry.

“Yes,” was the reply. ‘The doctor called
this morning, and dismissed himself. He said
I could safely go this morning to church with a
friend in a neighboring village. I suppose you
are going to church this morning?”

“ Yes, sir,” said the boys.
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Harry then gave Mr. Harrington an invitation
from his mother to take supper with them that
afternoon, adding that they hoped he would be
able to come several hours before supper time,
thus giving a better opportunity for conversa-
tion. Mr. Harrington gladly accepted the invi-
tation saying :

“Will you boys take a short walk with me
before starting for church? If I leave at ten
o’clock on the trolley car I will be in plenty of
time, and,” looking at his watch, “we have
about a half hour before that time. I wanted
an opportunity when we were alone to tell both
of you how deeply grateful I am for what you
did yesterday. You saved my life, and I shall
never forget it. When I first saw you yesterday
on the trolley car, I felt much drawn toward
both of you, partly because I had a son who,
had he lived, would now be about your age.
My son died while only about three years old,
and shortly afterward his mother died, so that
I am now all alone, except for my profession
and my professional friends. When I heard
you talking together, I determined to try
to become acquainted with you, and, therefore,
asked you to call at the quarry office. At this
meeting my good opinion of you greatly in-
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creased, and when upon regaining consciousness,
after the accident, I learned that it was to my
two boy friends that I owed my life, I felt very
happy. I had already discovered that you
were wide awake boys, delighting in laying
up a big mental bank account in the way of
all kinds of information, especially scientific
knowledge, and now I know that you do not
hesitate to draw liberally on this account when
the necessity arises.”

“ Mr. Harrington,” said Harry, “both Ned
and I, while happy and proud to have been
able to help you, do not feel that we have done
anything wonderful, or indeed, anything more
than others would have done, and, therefore,
hope that you will not feel as if you were so
greatly obliged to us. Am I not right?” he
said, turning to Ned.

“I feel just as Harry has put it. But
as to the other part of the matter, in which
you ask for friendship, I can only say that for
myself, and I am sure that I can speak for
Harry as well, I feel greatly honored by your
kind offer.

‘“ All right, then, boys,” said Mr. Harrington,
“I shall not speak again to you about this
matter.”
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After a pleasant walk, they saw Mr. Harring-
ton on the trolley car, and then walked slowly
to the church where they joined Mrs. Maxwell
in her pew.

The boys had never before so thoroughly
enjoyed a church service as on that Sunday
morning. When the minister gave out the text
of his sermon : “ Man looketh at the outward
appearance, but the Lord looketh on the heart,”
the boys glanced at each other and smiled.

It was a powerful sermon. The minister
called the attention of his hearers to the sacred
nature of the service they were about to take
part in at the communion table, and how the
great Searcher of Hearts would judge all who
came thoughtlessly. He described in simple
but forcible language how the Prophet Samuel
had all the sons of Jesse pass in review before
him, and how the king, he was ordered by
God to anoint, was not chosen until David ap-
peared. He sketched the wonderful character
of David, and referred to the many-sidedness
of his character, a poet, a warrior, a musician, a
politician, a courtier. A man who invented
chivalry thousands of years before the time of
King Arthur and his Knights of the Round
Table.
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He referred to the warm friendship between
Jonathan and David, sketching briefly the
character of the two friends, and showing how
each reacted on the other, and the great help
they were to each other. He referred to the
covenant between them, and described its gen-
eral nature. He spoke of the great advantages
of such friendships as existed between Jonathan
and David, and regretted that there were not
more of them to-day. He concluded his sermon
by alluding to the fact that David, with all his
lovable qualities, was a great sinner, but re-
joiced to say that he had repented, and that
God had forgiven him. He then urged the
congregation, in a similar way, to repent of
their sins, and to partake of the sacred feast at
the communion table.

After dinner, the boys attended Mrs. Max-
well’s Sunday-school class. Many of the boys
were schoolmates of Harry at the high school,
and recognized Ned as the boy who had so
easily excelled their crack athlete Harry.
Some of them came up to Ned after Sunday-
school, and invited him to come over to the
school grounds on Monday afternoon when
they were to have a half holiday.

As they were leaving the Sunday-school, Mr.
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Harrington came to the door and joined
them.

“ Mother,” said Harry, “this is Mr. Harring-
ton, the gentleman who was so very kind to
Ned and yesterday.”

“I need not say how happy I am to meet the
friend of my husband,” said Mrs. Maxwell, “and
wish, at the same time, to tell you how grateful
I am for your kindness to these boys.”

“There is no need for thanks, madam,” said
Mr. Harrington. “The debt of gratitude is all
on my side, since, as you know, I owe my life
to their courage and intelligence.

“I do not understand you,” said Mrs. Max-
well, greatly surprised. ‘“ Harry, what is all this
about? Ned, what does Mr. Harrington mean ?
Did you boys save his life ?”

Then it was that Harry’s mother first heard
of the accident of the day before and it was
from the lips of Mr. Harrington himself.

“ Why, boys,” said Mrs. Maxwell, “ how is it
you never said a word about this to me?”

“ Mother,” said Harry, “ Ned and I agreed to
say nothing about the matter lest it might ap-
pear that we were making too much ado about
something that anybody would have done had
they been there.”
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“ That was the reason, Mrs. Maxwell,” added
Ned. “But as to bringing Mr. Harrington
back to life, as he says, Harry was the one who
did that. I only did what I was directed to
do.”

“T am indeed very proud of both my boys,”
said Mrs. Maxwell.

“And I am proud of them also,” added Mr.
Harrington. “ Did they not tell you the other
things they did while at the lake ?”

“T believe they told me about everything ex-
cept the rescue,” was the reply. “They certainly
came home with the feeling that they had met
a very pleasant gentleman. I especially re-
member the remark made, that they had both
fallen in love with you.”



CHAPTER X

How Harry Was Herrep 18 His SUBSEQUENT
Discovery or Tur Lost Gorp MiINE

HEN they reached the house Mr. Har-

rington gave Mrs. Maxwell a long ac-
count of what he had seen of her husband,
while in Colorado. He was unable to give her
any information of what had happened in
Arizona, since he had never seen Mr. Maxwell
after he left Colorado. He had, however,
been in correspondence with him and had
so learned of the discovery of a very rich
deposit of an ore containing a high percentage
of copper, gold and silver, in which the money
received from the copper present probably paid
all the expenses for mining and smelting the
ore.

Mrs. Maxwell confirmed Harry’s statement
that although repeated efforts had been made
by different parties, during the two or three
years immediately after her husband’s death, to
locate the deposit, that none of them had been

successful.
127
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“Harry,” remarked Mr. Harrington, turning
to him, “this should be one of the first things
you attempt as soon as you complete your
mining studies.”

“T intend making the attempt, Mr. Harring-
ton,” said Harry. ‘ This was one of the reasons
of my determining to become a mining engi-
neer. Another reason was that I felt I would
like to do the same kind of work that my fa-
ther had done, and now I have still another
reason,” he added smiling.

“ And what is that? ” asked Mr. Harrington.

“ Because you are a mining engineer, sir,”
said Harry.

Mr. Harrington looked pleased, and promised,
should he be in the neighborhood when the
attempt was being made, to aid Harry in this
undertaking. This encouraged lHarry exceed-
ingly, for he was almost constantly thinking
how he could find the position of a mine that
had so long been unsuccessfully looked for by
others.

“ After supper,” said Mrs. Maxwell to Mr.
Harrington, “I will read you portions of my
husband’s letter to me about the deposit. It
seems that he had been waiting to get your
professional advice before laying out his claims.
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There were some difficulties I was never able to
thoroughly understand, that made him espe-
cially anxious to see you before definitely locat-
ing his claims.”

“If you will do so, madam, it will greatly
aid me in advising Harry how best to proceed
when he begins the search.”

“ Harry, suppose you and Ned take Mr. Har-
rington to your room and show him the speci-
mens of ore your father sent me. In the
meanwhile, I will look up your father’s letters,
together with some correspondence received
from the smelting company. You will have an
hour and a half to talk,” she added. ‘ We
take supper at half past five on Sundays.”

On reaching the room, Harry at once opened
a drawer of the cabinet, and took out several
specimens of the ore from the lost mine. He
handed the largest specimen to Mr. Harrington.

‘“ A magnificent ore,” exclaimed Mr. Harring-
ton, weighing it in his hand and then examin-
ing it carefully. “Rich in copper, as well as in
gold and silver. See here,” indicating several
parts of the specimen, “native gold and silver,
with iron and copper pyrites, and look,” he
continued, carefully examining one side of the
specimen, “ at this side the ore has been in con-
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tact with the rock in which the deposit occurred,
and here,” pointing to a small fragment of a
different colored material, “is a portion of this
rock, or, as we call it in mining, the country
rock. I think I can say definitely that this
specimen has been taken from the wall of a
vein.”

Harry, who had listened with great admira-
tion to what Mr. Harrington said while examin-
ing the specimen, remarked :

“Then it is probable that at least this speci-
men came from a vein deposit ?”

“] am almost sure of it,” was the reply.
“Moreover, from this piece of country rock, one
can determine the general character of the rock
in which the deposit occurred.”

“ Mr. Harrington,” said Ned, “I had no idea
that so much information could be obtained
from a small bit of ore. Why the great erim-
inal detectives are not in it with you scientific
men. Here, although the only clew you have is
a small fragment of gold ore, yet from it you
learn not only the kind of deposit from which
the ore was taken, but also the general char-
acter of the rock in which the deposit oc-
curred.”

Mr. Harrington smiled as Ned was speaking,
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and when he had finished, remarked that the
greatest detective stories ever written could not
in his opinion equal those he could tell them of
what scientific men had been able to discover
when starting from but very faint clews. The
boys asked for one of these stories, which the
engineer promised to give them after awhile.

Harry, whose thoughts were still on the lost
gold mine, listened carefully to all the en-
gineer said. He could see that the little piece
of rock called the country rock, should be of
considerable help when endeavoring to locate the
vein; for it was in that kind of rock the vein
existed. He, therefore, asked Mr. Harrington if
this was not so and was pleased to learn that his
conclusion was correct.

Harry then handed Mr. Harrington several
additional specimens, saying :

‘“ Perhaps these will aid you still further.”

“Yes. These are the same kind of ore. But
this specimen,” selecting the smallest piece,
“you see consists mainly of the country rock.
This is very important, and shows conclusively
by its general appearance that it formed a small
portion of one of the walls of the vein.

“And now,” continued Mr. Harrington, go-
ing to the cabinet or chest of drawers, ¢ show
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me your collection of minerals, Harry. I am
glad to see that you have arranged them in
order,” he said, beginning carefully to read the
labels that Harry had pasted on the front of the
different drawers. “ Your classes, I see, are Na-
tive Elements, Micas, Quartzes and Ieldspars,
Ores of Copper, Building Stones, Limestones
and Marbies. Somewhat after Dana, isit not?”

“Yes, sir; only my collection being small, I
had to arrange the classes to suit the number of
drawers.”

Harry now began to partly pull one drawer out
after the other, so as to permit their contents
to be examined. Mr. Harrington examining the
shallow pasteboard boxes in which the speci-
mens were placed, said :

“This is an excellent plan. Who gave you
the idea?”

“ A dealer in minerals in the city, from whom
I occasionally buy specimens. He has been
very kind to me, and has taught me much about
minerals.”

“Did you write the labels with the typewrit-
ing machine I see over there in the corner?”
inquired Mr. Harrington.

“Yes, sir, now that I have learned properly
to operate the machine, I find it much easier
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than ordinary writing. DBesides, it is neater and
more easily read.”

While the engineer was talking to Harry
about the specimens of ore from the lost gold
mine, Ned was puzzling about something that,
judging from the expression of his face, was giv-
ing him no little trouble. He had seen how
easily the engineer recognized the different
kinds of minerals present in the ore. While he
could understand generally how this might be
done in some cases, by reason of certain
peculiarities of color, lustre, hardness and
specific weight, yet it did not seem to him
that those differences were always sufficiently
marked to be of much use, since in so many
minerals these peculiarities were nearly the same.
Now, he argued to himself, with plants and
animals the differences in the shape are suf-
ficient to distinguish them, but minerals, of
course, since they come in solid masses, have
no peculiar shape or, at least he thought they
don’t appear to.

The engineer who saw his puzzled counte-
nance, remarked :

‘“ What is puzzling you, Ned? Let us talk it
over. Possibly I can help you.”

“I have been wondering, Mr. Harrington,
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how it is possible for you to recognize the dif-
ferent minerals in the pieces of ore by simply
looking at them. If minerals were like plants
and animals and had peculiar shapes, then I
could understand how one might tell them.
But minerals have no peculiar shapes, have
they ?”

“There you are wrong, Ned,” was the reply.
“Minerals as well as animals or plants, have
shapes that distinguish them. It is as natural
for a specimen of feldspar to have the peculiar
crystalline form, fracture color, hardness and
lustre of this specimen,” taking one of the
feldspars from the drawer, “as it is for a cow to
have four legs.”

“ But,” said Ned, laughing, ¢ sometimes cows
do not have four legs. I remember, in one of
the side shows at a circus I once attended in
New York City, seeing a wonderful cow that
had five legs. I don’t think it was a fake, for
the animal appeared to be comfortable, although
I noticed that it did not use its extra leg.”

‘“True,” answered Mr. Harrington. “Such a
thing is so unusual that it is called in the ani-
mal kingdom a monstrosity.”

“ But,” inquired Ned, “ are there such things
as monstrosities in the mineral kingdom ? "
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“Yes,” said Mr. Harrington, ¢ although it is
much more difficult to recognize them ; for, in
order to be able to do this, one must be familiar
with their usual shapes, and this requires care-
ful study. Look,” he said, taking out some
specimens of crystals of quartz and -calcite.
“ Notice how greatly the crystals in these speci-
mens differ in their shapes, in the number of
sides or faces, as well as in the angles at the
edges. These crystalline forms are, to a certain
extent, peculiarities or properties that afford us
great aid in determining the different kind of
minerals. A monstrosity, or departure from the
crystalline form, does occur in the mineral king-
dom, but not as frequently as it does in the
animal kingdom, so that when a mineralogist
finds a well marked mineral monstrosity, he is
very proud.”

“Oh,” said Ned, “I understand now what I
never could understand before. Once, while out
on my bicycle, I stopped near a quarry to rest.
While sitting under a tree, I saw a number of
mineralogists engaged in breaking up fragments
of the rocks, searching for minerals. One of
them, a little, dried-up old man, was especially
diligent in this search. He had wandered away
from his companions, and, after much hard
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work, had succeeded in breaking up a large piece
of rock, from which he obtained a small speci-
men. As he stood up, probably to rest his back,
he examined the specimen with a small magnify-
ing glass, when he immediately began dancing
around like a wild Indian, shouting out some-
thing I could not understand. His companions,
seeing that something had happened, rapidly
approached and said,

““What’s the matter, Professor? What have
you found ?’

“The professor said nothing, but merely
handed the specimen to the nearest man, who
instantly took out his magnifying glass, looked
at it for a moment, and joined the professor in
the war dance. All the others, as soon as
they examined it joined in the dance, so that
it seemed as if an insane asylum had broken
loose. Wishing to know what had happened,
I approached the party, and asked one of
the younger men if he would kindly explain
things. He was too much excited to speak
distinetly, but I understood that a very un-
usual mineral specimen had been found, one
which without doubt, would attract much at-
tention from scientific men in different parts of
the country.”
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Mr. Harrington laughed as Ned related this
story, and said :

“I can readily understand, Ned, that what the
professor found was a mineral monstrosity. It
would by no means be apparent to an ordinary
person wherein this peculiarity existed, but to a
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