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JackandJillof the S

ierras-by Bret Harte

A Love Story of the California Mines, in Three Parts

““Hastened recklessly down

b art the Hutonm

passed out on the trail. Now [ must take your arm,”
he said, laughingly, “not you mine” He passed his arm under
hers, holding it firmly, 1t was the one he had touched.  For the
first few steps her uncertain feet took no hold of the sloping
mountain side, which seemed to slip sideways beneath ber,  He
was literally caerying her on his shonlder.  But in a few moments
she saw how cleverly he balanced himselfl, always leatting toward
the hillside, and presently she was able 1o help Nim by o f(ew
steps. She expressed her surprise at his skill,

"It nothing,” be said quietly; "I carry 4 pail of water np Here
withotit spilling a drop.”

She stiffencd shightly under this remark, and indeed so far
overdid her attempt to walk without his aid thar her foor slipped
on & stone, and she fell outwird toward the abyss:  But
an instant his arm was transferred from her elbow to her waist,
and an the momentum of his quick recovery they both landed
panting against the mountain side

I adeaid you'd have spilt the pail that time,”" she said with
.;: slightly heightened color, as she disengaged herself gently from
yis A,

“Noy! he said holdly, “for the pail never would have stiffened
tesel i a (il pod teded o go alone,™

VO codrie not—il Ttowere only a4 pail” shie responided

They moved oo agdin o silence. The trail was growing o
little steeper towatd the upper end and the road bk Rray wiis
often himself obliged o seek the friendly aid of o manzanits or
tham bush to support themy,  Suddenly slie stopped and caught
his aeme “There ™" she said, “lsten! They're eoming! ™

Bray listened 5 e conlid biear at intervals a far-off shont.  Then
& neprer ome—a name=—"Eugenin”  So that was lers!

UShall 1 shour back? ™ he asked.

“Not yet" she said: “Are we tear the top?”

A sudden glow of pleasure came over hin: he knew not why,
except that she did not look delighted, excited, nor even relieyl
“Oinly a few yards more,” he said, with an onaffectid Dl f-sigh

“Then ' beiter untie thin” e suid gently, begrmiing to
fumble at the knot of the bandWercliel whicly Tikéd e 1o
gether, Thoir heads were elose fogether, (hefr Rngers oiten et
he would Diked to huve gaid something=Niut he canld only wild
“Are you sire von will Teel quite safe? 1o s o Ntile slebper s
wo near the bank™

“Nau ean hold me) she said ~i}l||v|\, with & superhbly nwieon
sciotts living of her amm as she vieldo) her wmst to hin s
but withont raising her eyes

He didy holding her rather tightlv, | fear. as thes clambered
up the I‘rlilnl\llilg ‘\"],u-, for b seemed to Bun as oo lost embieace
As he lifted her on the road Bank the shouts caone nearer, and
glinecing up he saw two menand n woman eunning . down e
hill toward thenn He turoed i Eugenis T bt snstint <l
had slipped the tatterod dust cont from bee shoulder, thitown it
over Her torg sleeve, set hor har stemight, and was calmly gwan
g tliem with o selfipossession’ and cooliess tiat seemed 1o
shame thelr excitement.  He noticed, o, with the quick perédh
tion of tnbmportant things which cotiwes (o some patnres it stieh
miciments, thit she had plocked o sprig of wilid myrtle from the
miountain side and wity wearing it on her hirenst

"Good Heavens, Genie! What has lnppened?
you heen? "

“i"ilgrni.‘t. this is perfect tadiess hegan  the elder man
didnetically, “Yon have alarmed s hevond measure—kept the
Rage waitimg and now it ds }:.-[n" '

"Genie | Look here, T say ! We've heeid lnnting for von every-
where.  What's wp? ™ said the younger man, with brotherly
Britsquencss,

A% these questions were all vitered i the same breath, Ba
geme replied o them eollectively, It was 5o hot that 1 kent

Where hive

alang the bank here, while sou were on the other side. 1 heard
the trickle of water somewhere down there, aml warching for
itomy Joot shipped.  This gentleman —she indicated Brav—"was
on sy hittlessort of o teail there, and psststed me Yack o the rod

aguin.”

The two men and the woman teened and staved ot Bray with
a look of cunoaty that  clhinged’ quickly into a  hali-
contemptisone o wern.  They saw a2 youngish sort of man,
with o long i rwa dava” growth of bened, & net over
olean face, thiat wos further streaked winth red on the temple, a
tarn Alannel shiet, thar showed a very white shoulder beside
sunbiraed throat and neck, wnd soiled white transers tueked into
miucldy high boots—in fact, the pioture of a braken-down miner
But thetr voeoticern was as speedily ehanged again into rosmt
ment at the perfect ¢ase and equality with which he regarded

them-—a l'|'].:.H'.: the more exasperating ns it was not without o
suspicion of his perveprion of some satire or huwor in the sing-
tion.

“Ahem! Very mineh obliged, T am gire T oer-

“The lady has Uumked me,” iteorapted Bray, with o smile
“Did you fall far? " said the ydunger min to Eugenid, ignosing

e e ek shahati

the trail to the spring,”

YNof far,” she answered, with a hialf appealing look at Bray.

"Only u few Feen,” added Bray, with prompt iendacity ; "jiet
w finnle shp ‘down.”

The three neweonmers here turned away, and surronnding
Engenian conversed in an undertone.  Quite conscious that he
was the subject of discussion, he lingered only in the hope of
catehing a parting glance from Engenin. The wortds *Mou do
i “No, you,” “It would come better from her)” were distinetly
audible 1o him.  To his surprise, however, she suddenly hroke
through them, and advanéing to him, with a dangerous bright-
ness i her béautifal eyes, hold ouf her slim hand. “My @ither,
Mr, Neworth; my brother, Harry Neworth; and my, aumt, Mrs,
Dibbs," shie said, indicating cach one with a graceful inclination
of her handsome head, “all think 1 ought to give yon something
and send yon away. | believe that is the way they put it. |
think differently. I canie ta ask you to let me once more thank
you for your good service to me to-day, which [ shall never for-
pot” When be bad retuened her firm haond-clasp for a minute,
she coolly rejoined the discomfited group.

"She's no sirdine,” said Bray to himself emphatically, “but 1
sugpect she'll catch it from her folks for this. T onght to have
Kone away at oned, ke o gentleman, hang it!"  He was even
angrily debiting with Himself whether he ought not follow her
o protect her from hor gesticulating relations as they all teatled
tp the hill with her, when he reflected that it would enly mike
matters worse.  And with it came the dreadiul reflection that as
yet he haud not hronght the woter 1o his expecting and thirsty
comrados. e had forgotten them for these Taze, sioblish, piirse.
promd San Hranelseans, for Bray Had the siinee’s supreme o
tempt for the moneyed trading elasses,  What would Uhe Doy
think of Wim? e g himsell over the Wik, and  histeted
recklessly down the triil to the spring. But here again he lin
gered—tlie place had become suddenly hallowed, Flow deserted
it looked without her! He gased eqgerly avonnd an the 1o for
dny teace that she bhad left=a bow, a Wt of ribbon, or even a
aivpin that had fallen from ber,  As he slowly flled the piil
fie canght sight of his own teflection in the spring. 1t cortuiny
wits not that of an Adonis.  He langhed honestly : his sense: of
Iimat lad saved hime from many an extravaganee, and mi
gated miny o disappointment before this. Well, slie wis 4
plicky, handsome gicl, even of she was nol for Wim, and e
night neven st cyes on her agam. Yo itowas a4 laed pull gy
that trail onee more, careving iy fnsonsibl patl of witer i the
hand that Tud onee sustained o lovely girl, Tle romenle Fed lwer
roply to his bandinage; "OF cotese not—if it were onle o pail,
andd found o doxen pretty interpretations of it. Yot e was ot i
lovi, No. Ile was oo poor dnd too Tevel-headed for tha Al
he was utiniTectedly and mwterinlly tired, (oo, when el
;Iu- raad agam and rested, Teaving the spring s its

wehind

By this time the su had Teft the buening ledge of the Eureka

Company, and the stage roal was also dn shailow, o that liis
vetnen through aes heavy st wie less diffienlt. And whien he
At st reached the camyp, e o 10 his velioF that s rolonged
absenee had been verlooled Ty his thirsty compinions in a

larger exeitement and disappoiniment, for it appeared that a
wetll-known San Frandiséo capitalist, whom the for nan il
peravaded to visie their elaim with & view to advinee sud mvest
ment, hond actundly. came o trom Red Dog for tha Purpose
andd Ml ot as far as the somimit when he was stopped Iy :u;
weerdent, and delaved & e that he was: obliged 10 go on to

Suecamento without mak m

of

it and examigition

That was only Mg exeuw—mere Hapldoodle " interrupted the
wasmistic Terrold, “He was foolin® voi. He'd honrd of s !.|
W Phe sdea of calling that affdir an ‘sceident or \ 1t
woulil stop anv man who meant busingess !

Bray had become uneasily conscions.  "What wa i :
dem 7 he askod

A ool woman's aceident” beoke o the mis vy 1
haatst, “aned it's true! That's what kes it 1 1
For there's allus o woman st (e nf siel 14 "
vour lifel  Think of ‘em coming heso Ihite ol to be o
nw ngm

“But what was i7" persisted Bray, becoming @
hensive ‘ .

“Why, whant doos that Blasteld fool of o eanitalise do Wi 1 g
with him his duughror a iintie fu ry
with paps dear’! As if it waca oly |
Al what div these  ohoekle el "
gouch nnd g 1 wanderin .._l,
round the malborry Db ol omi |—]
ravine, - Awd then here’s o great
up aml Jowy the T |
then there Wa (TR T3
e wot, il th lisfy, ;.I
then las 1o haery off in huggy o cateh it il el
w‘;m. just because that old fool, Neworth, brings Iis womeh

Under this recital poor Bray sat as eompletely crushed as
when the fair daughter of Neworth had descended wpon His
shoulders at the spring, Fle saw it all. His was the fanlt, It
was Nis delay and dallinnee with her that had checked Neworth's
visit,

Worse than that, it wis his subsequent audacity and her de-
fense of him that would probably prevent any renewal of
the negotistions.  He lad shipwrecked his partners' prospects
in his absurd vanity and pride!  Me did not dare to rase his
eves to their dejected faces,

“He would have confessed everything to themy, but the same
fecling of delicacy 1o her which had determnined him to keep
ler adventures o himsell pow forever sealed his lips, How
might they not misconstrue his condict—and hers!  Perhips
something of this wis visible i his face

“Come, olil man)” il the cheerful misogynist, with perfect
inmocence, don’t take st so hard,  Some tine in oo man's life a
woman's sure to gel thecdrop on him, as I stid afore, andd this
ver woman's got the drop on five of us, Bur—hallo, Ned, old
), what's the matter; with your head?”  He laid his hand
gontly on the matted temple of his younger partoer.

“I had—a slip—on the trail,” he stammered. “Had to go back
again for another paitful,  That's whar: deluyed me, you know,
Loy, e adided guekly, “Bpe it's nothing.”

“Nothing " ejnculated Parkhurst, clappig him en the back
and twisting him around by the shoulders so that he faced his
companians.  "Nothing!  Lealk at him, gentlemen; and he
savs it's ‘nothing!  That's how a i tikes it.  He didn't go
round yellin® and wringing his hands, and savin', “Me pay-1!
mespayt!" when it split,.  He Just hiwmped himself and trotted
back for another,  Aml yet every drop of witer in that overset
bicket meant hard work and hard sweat, and was as precious
as gold.”

Luckily for Bray, whose mingled emotions under Parkhurst’s
elogquence were beginhing w0 be hydtericdl, the foreman inter-
rupted.

“Well, hoys, 11's vime we got to work again and took another
henve at the old lalge, But now that this job of Neworth's is
aver, 1 don't mind tellin’ ye suthin'"  As thefr ledder usuilly
spokee it lintle, st o the point, the foir men gathered around
b “Although [ etigingered . this afair and got it up, some-
how 1 neyer gotg thit Neworth standing on this ledge. No,
boys, | never siw him here” The look of superstition which
Bray anid the athers liad often seen on this old miner's face,
ol which so aften showed itself in his acts, was there, “And
though T wanted him to come, and allowed to have him come,
' kinder relieved that he dida’ts and so let whatsoever luck's
in the air come 1o usy five alone boys, just as we stand,”

The next morning Bray was up before his companions, and
althenigh it was not Wiy turn, offered to bring witer from the
spring. He wis oot in love with Eugenia—he had not forgot-
ten his remorse of the previous day—but he would like to go
there once mare before he relentlessly wiped out her image
from his mind.  And he had heard that, although Neworth had
gone on to Sacraments, his son and the two ldies had stopped on
for a day or two st the Ditch Superintendent’s house on the
Summit, only two miles away. She sright pass on the road; He
might get a glimpse of her agnin’ and a wave of her hand
before this thing was over forever and he should have to take
up the daily routine of Wis work again,

It was not love; of thet he was assured; but it was the way
to stop it by convineing himsell of its madficss.  Besides, in
view of all the circomstances, it was his dity as a gentleman
to show otme concern for her edndition after the aceident and
the disagrecable  contretemps which {ollowed it

Thus Bray! Alas; none of these possibilities oceurred. e
found the spring hal simply lapsed into its previows unsug-
goestive ohseurity, a miere sichie in the motntain ide that held
only—water, The stage road was deserted save for an caily,
curly-Headed school-boy, whom he found Turking on the Ilnn"(,
but who evaded his company and conversation.

He returned to the camp quite cured of his fancy. His late

1 a8 & water-carrier had earned him a day or two's exemp-
tl;?n from that duty. His place was taken the next afternoon
hy the womuan-hating Parkhurst, and he was the less concerned
by it as he had heard that the same afternoon the Tadies were
o leave the Summit for Saeraments.

But then ocenrred o singular enincidence.  The new water
hringer was as scandalously late in his delivery of the precious
fluidl as his predecessor. An hour passed, and he did not return,
His unfortunate partners; toiling away with pick and crowhnr on
the burning ledge, were climorous from thirst, and Bray was
tecoming dabsurdly uneasy. It could not be possible thar the
necident had been vepeated. Or had she met him with inquiries?
But no, she was already gone.

The mystery was presently cleared, however, by the abrupt ap-
pearance of Parkhurst eonning toward them, but seitfont hix parl.
The ery of consternntion and despair which greeted that dis-
covery wis; however, quickly changed by a single, breathless,
half<intelligible sentence he had shotr betore him from his [::mtinu
Tips, apd he was holding something in his outstretched palm that
wits mure eloguent than words—gald !

(To he Conelidded)
( Copyright, S. §. McClure Co.)

JIMMIE'S UNCLE'S GREAT SHOT

Jimimie thonght his Unele Tom was the most wonderful per-
son in the world becavse he often came to the house wearing a
hunting coat, carrving a real double-barreled shotgun in one
hand and a brace of Wirds in the other.

Unele Tom could tell the finest shooting storics that i boy
ever heard.

“What were the most birds you ever killed at one shot, Unele
Tom?" dasked Jimmie one diy.

Unele Tom thonght a minute, and then said: “Twenty-seven.'

“Twenty-seven!” exclaimed Jimmie. "Whoopee! How dild
you manage to do it. Uncle Tom?  What kind of birds wete they
—renl hig hirds 2"

“Real big birds? Well, 1 should say s0,” replied Unele Tom.
ot see, 1 was coming home lLite one afternoon, after hunting
all day without any luck at all. 1 happened to look up in & tred,
anid onone limb 1 saw twenty-seven wild plgeons, all sitting in a
vow. 1 raised my gun to fire, but did not hope to get more than
wo, or mavbe three, at the most,

Y1 blazed awady, and whit do you suppose happened?  The
shot split that limb, and the toes of every bird an at edught in
the erack! It was the last load I had, and 4o T climbed the tree,
cut the limh off with my hunting knife, slung it deross my
shoulder, and marehed home with the limb, twenty-seven birds
and all”

THE BOY AND THE RATS

In a latge warehouse in Liverpool a boy named Edward Scott
was employed to run errands.  There were many rats abont the
place and he was tald that if he could cateh one and singe its
il all the others would leave. A trap was set and a rat was
caught, but while singeing its tail according to directions the
lighted paper blew into a pile of straw and started a .7.,1.“;.5“_
tion that burned four big buildings and inflicted a loss of half a
millipt dollars, : :

There are some smart bovs in this world, but there are also
some smart rats, and it is just as well to keep them apart. (I
the rat had eaught the hoy and singed Tis hair there might have
been eight buildings huried.

DIAGNOSIS OF HEADACHE

“There are mate thin ity kinds of headache,” saild the phy-
vand sufferers from the more coimmon forms may cure
| and treating themeclves ae-

e

si¢ian,
temselves by locating the cuuse Al o [P
cordingly. The niore frequent forms are 4 l!lll ain :‘ ross 1
forelsead, die to dyspepsia: a pain in the back of the he
tor the lver; a bursting pain in bath temples, due i
tion; an ache onthe twp of the head, as though a weight pr f"J
on the skill, due 10 overwork : an ache !L‘T\\'ll"l‘l\ the brosws jrst
above the base of the nose, due to eye stram,

STALE BRAINS
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Miss Terry. But she is more than a great actress.

Terry

In England

THERE is no actress on the English-speaking stage comparable to

she 1s a national figure, and here in America no visitor is received

as an older or a closer friend.

Into the ffty years which have elapsed between the entrance of the
slim little girl of eight dragging a tiny go-cart on the stage and lisping
her first spoken pan, and the wonderful jubilee celebration of last year

- which crowned Miss Terry's fftieth year on the stage, are crowded
some of the most fascinating of human memories. Her intimates have
included the greatest actors and actresses like Bemhardt and Irving,
poets like Tennyson, novelists ke Charles Reade; her experiences have
embraced the most dramatic occasions on both sides of the Atlantic.
But it is the peculiar merit of Miss Terry's recollections that, more than
any description, they suggest her own delightful personality, her vivacity,
and the exquisite feminine quality which is inherent in every part she acts.

This is no formal autobiography. The pages which McClure's.
will print from time to time deal with separate events of Miss Terry's
life. In early numbers we shall print the story of the tiny attic and the
httle window that the child could scarcely reach by climbing on the
bureau, one of the very earliest of Miss Terry's recollections. She will
tell of her entrance on the stage, her first experience of applause and
of terror; the incidents of her childhood freshest in her memory; of her
early [riendships and marriage; how she retired from the stage and hid
with her babies in a most delicious little walled garden deep in the
country, and how one day the famous Charles Reade, following the

hounds, in his pink hunting coat, came galloping
down the road, leaped the wall, gazed with amaze-

il
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John Norman’s Opportunity

By C. R. Frame

The hands of the city clock pointed to

Lt‘ station
fairly  humied  with < life.  Suburhan
shoppers, Misiness folle and. the idle ni-
nority were all homeward hound. Elee-
tric trams whirred and clinged in ‘every
direction and eager crowds surged into
them.

“Rosedale! Rosedale!™  shouted the
starter,

Helen Gray gathered her suit case,
string bag and Boston fern and made
desperate efforts to secure a place. In
her haste she tripped on aloosened shoe-
string and fell heavily into her seat.
She was weary heyond words with the
day's shopping. It was o hot evening
and the tram was packed, DPassengets
behind her erowded and pushed, jam-
ming her against o man’ 4t the zeat’s
end. A brass curtain rod which  she
was carrying prodded him sharply in
the ribs. She turned to apologize, hit
the  words died on her lips when she
found herself confronted hy the eagor
face of “The Encmy." With a brief
ward she drew the offending rod into
place and tried to edge away from him.

He had passed her early in the mom-
ing bound cltyward in his motor car.
She Wad epcountered him a number of
times during the day, and when she had
committed her one extravagance, lunch
at Maclean's, he, too, had sauntered in
and had seated himself at o window
table beside hers. The enjoyment of her
lunch was spoiled by the sertting of
_Il'!’“l N“TII“IH“; ]{r.'l)' oVes

The feud between the Normans and
Greys was of the fine. unreasonable,
New England tvpee  There had heen
real cause for grievance at the outset,
two generations Dack, Dut when the
grandnicces of Lava Grey 'came to live
in the old homestead, John Norman,
grandson of William the Offender, was
more than ready to bury the hatchet;
ind it ‘wias the irony of fate thiat he
should fall in love at sight with Felen
Girey.

He was rich and popular, and the most
cligible of Rosedale hachelors,  Fe had
never hefore béen anxions in regard fo
friendship with women. During  his
thirty-six years there had been so many
things that he had consitdered more im-
portant:  But for the past four months
he had plagned and schemed to reach a
friendly footing with his neighbors and
had failed. They quietly ignoeed his
friendly advances, snubbed him a few
times, and now, the fear of marring the
armed neutrality, kept him from over-
stepping their hi, :

As Helen sertled beside him' in the
tram, he wils very conscious of the pres-
stire of her arm against his, and of the
wenry droon of her pretty head.  He had
had her nnder espionage all day and this
aceounted for s unosual procecding,
gomng back to Rosedale by trolley.

He was cager to take some of the
heavy bundles that encwmbered her |
but he dared not make the suggestion,
her shrinking movement from Kim and
her unfriendly glance were earnest of a
trehnfi.

Twilight Jdecpened and the lights
twinkled in the cur.  When there wis
vlbow room she must tie heér loosentil
shoestring.  She muade two or three at
tempts to reach it bur o tie a shoe in
a erowded car, with bundle-laden lap
and gloved fAngers is no easv feat.
nan was aware of her ef
it wine beside hers on the
ghead, When he felva
sharp tug at his choo string he under-
stood its significance. He knew also, by

the encrgetic twist that the offending
string was tied ina haird knotg and that
vias s iF should llwdgi ¥ | S

She signaled the candictob to stop at
i corner some distance, from her home,
rather than at the nearor one, where
they must alight together. [le under-
stood the significance of this also, She
was getting off, bundle-laden, to avoid
the possibility of any associition with
him.  Norman's band stroked his mus-
tache to conceal the smile at her trans-
parent, tactics.

As the ear slowed she rose Durdened
with bundles. Then eame a struggle,
confusion and sickening distress, as she
dropped back fairly on John Norman's
kinee, Then she realized what the tron-
ble wias—she had tied her shoestring to
bis. She was profoundly grateful for
the cool, matter-of-fact way in which he
took her wild beliavior, She struggled to
her feet again, and all of Rosedale that
wils tiding home in that special eleetric
craned its neck in intense enjoyment at
what wag gomg on,

The motorman, angry at the delay,
clanged the bell with forious insistence,
and the conductor's sharp “Hurry vip!
huirey up, lady, don't keep the car wait-
g, added still further to her nervous
embarriassment

Jolin Norman's clear voice rang out,
“Wait a minute, conductor,” in the tone
of one used to being obeyed, The con-
ductor had a profound respect for Mr.
John Norman, and tan forward o stop
the clanging bell. In the meantime,
Norman had profdeeed his pocket knife
and had ciit the knotted laces, his and
hers. She gave a confused murmur of
thanks, and Normin, hastily catching up
the parcels, fallowed her out. There was
niy word af protest, and his sympathetic
glance revealed quivering lips and big
brown eyes: suffused with tesrs.

The car whireed away, and a faint
dcho of langhter was borne back. It was
the last straw.

"Fools," he ejaculated, while the zirl
leaned against nearhy  wall  and
lnughéd il the tears ran down her
checks

I'l'lu- vagaries of women were bevond
his camprehension, and he looked his be-
wilderment, standing mutely, with stit
ase, bulging string bag and pot of fern.

“Please, please forgive  me," she
pleaded, “T cannot imagine how 1 ¢ame
to do steh o stupid thing.”

He liked the pleading tone and the
kindly way in which she looked at him,

"It was a happy mistake for me” he
sufd eqgerly, and I hope that we may
e I‘ricmlh."

She had an inkling that there was
more than the thought of goodfellow-
ship m his mimd as he held her hand in
a lmgering  good-night.

Some months later Mrs John Nor-
mian, lvoking particularly - pretty and
charming. leantd across the dinner table
and put @ pertinent question to her hus-
Iyl

“lolin, do you femember the evening
that | tied myself to vou?"

“Of conrse. | do. s it likely that 1
should forget anything so delight{nl?”

She he “I've been thinking—"'
Color came to lerface. *John, did you
knew thut 1 tied that string to vours?”
Noarman leaned back in his chair and
chuckled ’

“0Of
1

ree, T dlid, Whe, didn't T tell
3 s, do yon think that pfeer
wilching and waiting for months to
make your acquaintance. 1 would throw
: pporiunity. You ied
vourself o me and T knew it a signifi-
cant amen for vur happy future.”

wle such un




