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THE FINEST @ IN THE LAND
CHOCOLATES

w Winter Resorts in the South

OUTHERN
RAILWAY

Premier Carrier of the South

The Nation’s Highways of Travel from the East
to the famous resorts and cities of the Southland
—Asheville “The Land of the Sky.” Columbia,
Aiken, Augusta, Summerville, Charleston, Atlanta,
Savannah, Brunswick, Jacksonville, St. Augustine,
Miami, Birmingham, Mobile, New Orleans, Chattan-
ooga, Memphis. The most direct route from the
North to Texas, Mexico, Panama and California.

Quickest Time Luxurious Trains
Finest Service
Low Fares Excellent Hotels

For literature, rates and complete information, apply to

G. W. CARTER, T.P. A,

9 St. Lawrence Blvd. MONTREAL, CANADA
ALEX. L. THWEATT, Eastern Pass. Agt.
264 Fifth Avenue NEW YORK CITY
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By Appointment

WHISKY

Wﬂms HoRsE

Has
Great Age and Bouquet; is Heart Tonic,

The management desires to announce
that the recent transfer of the Hotel
Victoria property, New York City, will
in no way interrupt the present policy
of the house. The Hotel will be con-
ducted as heretofore until the exyiration
of lease, several years hence.

Rooms with Baths, $2.00
Hotel Victoria

Reesthwan) o Fifth Ave., 27th St. and BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY.

Al Siigcially for 'WHITE HORSE. American Hotel Victoria Ce. »
Sold by all Wine Merchants, Grocers & Hotels. GEO' Pwn.li§ﬂlthENY’ Ah GUS“ Ggr.RDON!
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“GOSh”

(Continued from page 6.)

loosely, that if you fall into it even in
the sloping freedom of the yard piles,
you find it hard enough to get to the
bottom with your head and shoulders
clear. And in a big coal pocket, whethes
the spout be closed or open, it seems to
be in the same constant motion. Al-
ternately and unceasingly it is lodged
and released by corrugated iron walls,
and sustaining beams, and funnel gul-
let. A chunk of large coal thrown into
it will keep it running from nowuiere to
nowhere for ten minutes. In this alone
it possesses a quality of the diabolical.

Gosh had worked little in slack, bub
he knew it, and he spread himself as
he dropped. He closed his mouth tight-
ly, and began to “swim” with the slid-
ing coal. IKor much of it was still run-
ning in a direction away from him;
and by that he knew that the captain
was still moving; the coal would itself
almost take him to his boss. Yet, with
every movement of his own, too, in that
thick blackness, he seemed to bring
down more tons of it. Again and again
his hands and arms and almost his
clogged-up nostrils were buried.

But just as long as he kept himself
flat and moving, he knew that he would
“float.” Not knowing this, Ryan or
Carrol, or even Lieutenant Hannan him-
self, wholly fearless as they were under:
conditions to which they were accus-
tomed, would in a matter of seconds
have been taken with quicksand panie.
bl He heard something come slat-
ting down behind him. He knew it was
one of the roof lines. But, “The way
it is now,” he told himself, “I reckon
I better not wait to go back for it.”

He could hardly see. “Gosh, I wish
my winders wasn’t so dirty,” he breath-
ed. But he blinked them a little
cleaner. And the next moment he had
made out the captain’s hand and arm.
The fingers were opening and shutting
horribly. Another half-dozen feet, and
he had hold of the wrist. Then, aban-
doning all heed for himself, he began to
“heft him out.” He had almost no lift-
ing, no lever power, and at moments
he was half-strangled. But the captain
had gone in bowed over, he had his face
in the hollow of his left arm, and his
shoulders were barely below the surface.
Gosh worked a leg under him, lay back,
and heaved. Yet to “heft” him even
eight inches, he had to let himself go
down at least twenty., ©Once he had
allowed himself to leave the horizontal,
all support and foothold dropped from
under him as if he were in the “sand”
itself. Like quicksand, too, it sucked.

He was in to his hips as he felt the
captain’s head and the arm still vised
over mouth and nose. “I guess he—he
didn’t have no rag with him,” Gosh ex-
plained it. He pulled his own hand-
kerchief loose, groped for the captain’s
face again, bent the arm down, and
knotted the handkerchief.

The dust acted upon him at once like
that mandarin method of suicide, the
gold-beater’s skin. One inhalation
through the mouth, and the throat
seemed to coat and close completely.
“I'm needin’ that line now,” was his
thought—as he choked—“and now I ain’t
gobt ik i Why don’t they keep—
keep makin’ tries with it?”, He won-
dered if it was possible to shout with-
out taking in air. He tried, and pro-
duced only that dry, soundless sound
we utter in nightmares. But, though
every moment going deeper, he fought
on to keep the captain up.

As in all such cases, the nerve-break-
ing thing was the terrible slowness, or
seeming slowness of those who should
come to help. But all the while, through
the murk and above the slide of the
coal, he could hear them shouting—and,
high over all, the commanding snarl of
the lieutenant. Some of them were
wanting to come down. “An’ on’y bury
the two of them!” rasped Hannan.
With the word, however, other Ilines
began to come—three, four, five of them.
Yet Gosh’s eyes were so dirty now that
he could not see them. With the arm
he didn’t need for the captain, he kept
waving crazily about his head in the
hope that one of those ropes might
strike it. At last it did.

The line was noosed, too. Putting
forth an effort which sank him below
the armpits, he got it over the captain’s
head and shoulders. It was loose upon
him, though. And, while he drew and
drew on 1it, it seemed to grow only




