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HElittic woman with the
gold-brown hairand big
sleepless eyes slipped
into the marine office
as the door opened to
give exit toa messenger.
She had come many
times before. There was

=4 pathetic hopelessness in

the giance she gave the clerk. The agony
of the hours and days that had passed since

. the Great Storm had stripped her cheeks of
“color and furrowed them with ines of
sulfering.  She had come so often that now

Cher lips were parled in what might have
heen the beginning of dn apologetic smile
had not the misery in her heart destroyed it,

The clerk lurned his head. His heart
threbbed o litte faster, and as the office
stenographer Jifted to his, eyes that were
filled with the intense sympathy of woman
for woman, he went back and leaned over a
ledger, Jeaving the littie woman standing
silently ouiside the barred window. One
-of bis duties was to give the news of tragedy,
to Lell of sterm and shipwreck, of men lost
and vessels suved-——to bring happiness and
te break hearts; but he could not bring
himself 1o do it now. e heard the sten-
agrapher rise from her chair. He knew that
she was going to the window, and he listened.

“lave—you heard of the Bannack-
biur?”* asked the woman,

Her voieq barely rose above a whisper.
For an instant there was intense longing in
her eyes; . (hen, as the office-girl hesitaled,
strngeling with the trulh, hope shot into
them with almost the gleam of madness,

“No, dear, we haven',” said he il
saftiv, ] mean—nathing definite. She
was sighiod ofl Crand Teland three days ago,
ani--zho hasn'l heen scen at the Soo,”
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and looked at the little woman, who stood
with her face howed in her hands just out-
side his window. This was not a strange
sight, for it had happened many times
during the past few days; uvsually the
tragic news had not been reccived so quictly.

Those were the three days of the Great
Storm. The Great Storm comes once cach
year, It comes in the days of late naviga-
tion, November or December, when men

‘and ships of the inland scas face a thousand

perils in their mad dashes from port (o port
through ice and snow. Never has it been
known to fail. And the one just past had
raged with unprecedented fury for sevenly-
two hours. It had begun at the utiermost
wilderness of Superior, and from end o end
of the lakes it kad swepl until not one of the
five escaped the destruction it. wrought,
Now the stories of the tragedies were coming
in over the wires, from pott to port, to be
disseminaied ameng owners and the friends
and relatives of the men whora they hired.
Since early morning the clerk of the
macine office had been busy answering
questions.  There was o lull when the litile
woman came.  But acw, as she stood sob-
bing quictly, an aged man, bent and
hobbling, and with srow-white hair touch-
ing his shoulders, stumbled up and inuired
in a cracked, trembiing voice for news of his
son’s ship. She was safe in port, and he
hobbled away, mumbling with hysterical
gladiness. A young woeman, just hehind him,
with aliltle bov’s hand elasped tightly in her
own, whispered for the filticth time for word
of a wooden ship upon which her husband
had sailed. One after another they came, -
and silently the little womun stood aszide
from them, unszeing and unhearing, until a
woman hrushesd past her, sobhing aloud,
Tnstinctively she put ot a hand, and the

two while, tear-woet faces met. Doth were
young: o svmmithy ofow i their cves,
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“Is it bad, dear?”

“ No—no--no——" sobbed the other.
“Thank God, they've heard! He's safe-—

safe! Sce this.”

She held something out for the other to
read. It was a telegram.
woman's blurred eyes could not see.  She
reached out and fung her arms bhndly
around the other’s neck, and kissed her.
Then she went forth into the storn.

The city was smothered in the damp aray

chill of a windy, steet-fifled night, and in the:

face of it the Bannockburn Widow—for by
reason of a custom of the lakes such poor

“unfortunates arc sometimes known by the

names of their hushands’ ill-fated ships—
passed up from the river, and mingled with
the huerying, home-bound throngs that were
pouring forth from the shops.  She scemed
neither to see not Lo hear; with blinded eyes
turned to the stippery pavement she ran into
other pedestrians, until the breath was half
jostled out of her; a foiterer, ensconced in the
shelter of a doorway, caught the prettiness
of her face, and brushed up to her side with
a raised umbrella.  But he was uanoticed.
Without once looking ahead, the woman

coitinued - through the sleet. “Only the'

heming instinct in her led her in the right di-
rection, aceoss the car-clullered seuare, from
under the feet of carelessly driven liorses,
and up the narrow, alley-like street that
passed) her home.
herself were concerned, her mind was a
lilank.  One thing alone scemed to Gl it-—
a’ vision of a coast.of rock, with the sea
roaring against it, and a black [orest behind,
and in the midst of the hissing spume a ship
being beaten to picces.  She had scen that
coast of rock,  Only that summer she had
passed il in the vacation lrip which her
husband had given her. He had pointed
out the pictures upon them, which had given
them the name of the Pictured Rocks; and

she had shuddered when he 10ld her stories -

of ships that had gone againsi them.

“Some duy I may go up against ’em
myscll, Nell,” he had laughed.

And she had laughed with him. As the
memory of it came Lo her, she muaned aloud.

In front of a little coliage she paused.
A small lamp burned dimly in one of the
windows, and the Bannockbhurmn Widow
strained her eyes to pecr through inta the
room.  Afler a few moments of silont
walchfulness she slipped like a shadow up

the boani welk 6 the narrow slens, aned

But -the Jittle

Se far as thoughts for -

tapped gently. upon the. door. It was
cautiously opened, and an cldecly woman’s
face peered out at her. * For an instant the
eves of the lwo met, and the one who had
opened the door stood back speechless while
the other entered. '
“Are theyasieep ? "whispered the younger,
The elder woman nedded.  She tried (o

- speak, but her lips seemed frozen. - Whiie -

the other was {aking off her drenched gar-
ments she drew a shawl about her head,
Jaused at the door a momeni, stammered
good night, and hurried to her home.

‘The satlor's young wife feil upon her -
knces beside a ragged, upholstered chair,
and buried her face in her arms.  Her gold-
brown hair had hecome lossened, and feil
in 2 damp, shining mass down her back.
For a fong time she might have been in a
swoon; but the fires of lier sulfering were
burning madly in her brain. Al they pro-
duced were pictures, pictures, piclures:
bursting seas mecting cavernous rocks wilh
the tumult of thunder, a ship battling in a
maelstrom  of reef and spume, the black
forest Dending in shricking Dlasts—and
always somewhere in this terrible scede a
human [ace!l” And this face became larger
and nearer and more real Lo her; until its lips
scemeil to move in speech; and out of the
ghastly gray mists of lier.mental phantasm
< hand reached and beckoned, beckoned
until'she flung herself back with a shrick.
A child’s hallsleeping cry answered, and
the woman sprang to ber fect, and stood,
almost -~ without breathing, clutching the
cdge of the chair, and tistening.  The cry
did not come again.  On tiptoe the woman
wend unlil 'she could peer into a darkened
room, where twa litlle forms lay huddicd in
the middle of a bed.
. Assilently she stole back again. ~ A pencil
and 4 tablet fay upon the table. Upon the
tablet she wroler L :

“Ben is wrecked on the Pictured Rocks, T've
gone ta help him.  Please care for the children
uniil I come back.”

Then she put ou her water-soaked coat and
hat, and went again out into the storm of Lhe
night, led on by the piclures in her brain.
"They were becoming more and more dis-
tinct now.  With each passing moment she
saw them clearer; and she knew that her
duly  was “defioed and indubitable. Tt
seemed a long (ime afterward tha! she came
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"“OUT OF TUE GHASTLY GRAY MISTS OF HER MENTAL THANTASM A IHAKD UEACIHED
. AND BECKONED ™

engines and the glare of a score of fiery eyes
that lit up the sooly drizzle of the station
yards. . The pictures left her brain for a
time as she pickcri her way among them.
The dezzling heddlights seemed like orps
of fire. Bewildered, she - stumbled over
tracks and tics, until at last a irainmap
scized her by an arm and piloted her to
safety.  Then the pictures came back, and
she forgot that she had been lost and in
danger. She asked questions, but none of
those who answered them saw aught but the
misery of some passing misfortune in her
face.  Sirangers looked al her pitvingly,
the ticket-ogenl curiously, and when she

passed the gateman
howed and hidden.

So she went into the train. The vards,
swith their inferno of blazing cves and clang-
ing bells, slipped beliind unnoticed, the glow
of the city melted away, and to the little
widow the hours and miles swept past in
meaningless procession.

Toward dawn she fell Into what might
have beeu sleep had it nol been for the pic-
tures.  tler head rested upen her arm, and
for a fong tme she loy crumpled up in her
seat, starling now and then like one in o
nightmare when her e fone

By exctting, When she s
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self and looked out into the world again, the
© sun was shooting flecting rays through the
grimy window. Deep, black forests had
taken the place of city and farmland ; here
and there 2 woodsman’s shanty came into

view; and through the open car-door came

the redolent perfume of the pine wilderness.

This had been homte (o her once, It had
been life to her, a life which she would not
have bartered for the choice of a million

others—until came the man who afterward.
The odor of the pine was an -

turned sailor.
old friend. It reached down into her soul
and wrenched her free from the brain-
pictures which were maddening her, and
she struggled to her feet and went io the car-
door, and stood there listening and secing
and smelling, while 2 Hush gathered in her
cheeks, and her eyes glowed with the warm
beauty that made people love them.  Soime-
where in this big wilderness she had been a
girl; somewhere in it the iittle farm of the
old folks was buried; somewhere—some-
where—in it—she had met the man, The

old thoughts returned to her, - The pic-

tures came, one, and two, and three, until in

their number and bty they crowded and’

crusiied one ancther, and drove the Ban-
nockburn Widow hack to her seat with a
white, drawn face In which were stamped
the misery and hopelessness of life, -
It was noon when the train ran into the
littte wilderness station near the white-
capped run of Superior.  As the woman
came out, she saw the hlack sweep of the
lake over the tops of a thousand wind-
wrought dunes beyond the shanty that was
called a station, and on its uttermost edge,
where the gray gloom of the sky seemed to
reach down into the somberness of the lake,
her eyes caught the faint smoke trail of a
south-bound freighter, :
The sight of it fascinaied her. As she

- stepped down from the car, she failed to
notice the curicus glances of men and bays
whose dally diversion was meeting the train,
In her head the pictures seemed to burst into
(lame, a heating, maddening fire that flled
het with a desire to shrick aloud to the ship
which was a thing almoest out of her vision,
Byt these who watched her saw nothing of
the trouble in her brain.  She went slowly
down among the chunes, and then o the edge
af the lake; and along thae she trafled, bent
and searchine, wnii! the AN 3
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Indian cliffs were ahead,

. the rocks.

she came; none could guess whither sh
was going.  An old lumberman said thay
squatter back in the woods, was expectin,
his wife from the south. * But few believe
that this was the woman. And in the en

.the most curious of them all, a small By

dove off into the woods to discover thing.
for himself. Ttwaslate when he came back.
The fake was shrouded in cold, - fagen
gloon; the rising nighl-winds were whis.
tiing in the pines; away off in their depths
sounded the lone, hungry cry of o wol;
and the woman, the boy said, was mjles
away—with her face still turned to the
peopleless barrens of the Indian ciiffs,

- Qucte she had laoked hack and seen the

boy, but she had not thought of calling him.

“After a time she knew that she stumbled

because she could not see, and that an
opaque curtain had shut her in until (he
fake and the forest migiht have been in
another world, - But the night held. no
terrors for her; so she kept on.  The {one
woll howled up in the edge of the forest; a
flight of belated wild fowl whistled over

her head; a quavering, thrilling cry came
‘nearer and nearer from the bluckness of

the land; the night-wind came colder and
stronger; the bursting of the lake among
tumbied rocks became more and more

- tumultuous, but the littie Bannockbun

Widow was unmindful of them ail, The
Each step brought
fer nearer to them, and each moment she-
could see her husband’s “ship more dis
tinctly. * Now it had ceased its struggles in
the seas; its shatiered remnants lay among
Among them she saw human
things, some dripping and cresping, some
drowned and still; and when she thought
that she heard their voices, crying [aintly
for help, she stopped and listened. '
“Ben!” she called. “Ben! Gh, Bent”
She fancied she heard a reply, and calied
agaimn. - The wolf slunk far(her behind; two
little fiery dots that were leveled at her from -
the edge of (he forest disappeared; the
night, too, grew suddenly quiet, and only the
noise of the lake drowned the voices af those.
human things staggering up from the wreek .
in the woman’s brain. It suddenly occur-
ved to Lier that she must haery o they would
getaway from her, Sosharan,  When she
slopped vunning she ol Fog b ter
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the lake lashed itself in futile fury against the
face of the Pictured Rocks.
- When'she awoke, the sun was shining upon
her,  She did not sense the passing of time.
* The night had gone without reckoning, and
she began the scarch where she had left off,
ealy now there were no human things creep-
i and dying in her visions. If a hunter
had scen her, he would have known that she
was weak and footsore.
ranscious of hunger or faligue. ' Rather than
this, a strange content was growing in her;
“she had reached the Pictured Rocks. The
bikewasrolling and thundering against thens,
- 2nd she knew that very soon she would find
" her hyshand. Hour after hour she went on,
- Shethought that she had traveled {ar, but the
seks she had left in the morningwere in sight
atnoon. Creatures began peopling her brain
again, Now she seemed much nearer to them.
She cnme to a break in the great stone cliffs,
and dowa there in the white sand at their
lase siie thought that she saw men.  There
was ane lying white and naked in the sun,
aith the water creeping up about him at
every roll of the fake. She knew now that
“her search was at an end.

“Benl Bent

She called aloud in her joy as she half
trept, half fell, down through the fissure
i the ¢lil.  With outsiretched arms she
- stumbled 1o the edge of the heach. The
abite (hing had been drawn back by a
reeding wave, andwas just out of her reach.
Bt was an oar,

* Hen ! she pleaded. “Ben, my darlingit

She waded out to her knees, and met the
‘e as it cume inoagain, With a seream she
sratehed it and foll with it upon the sand,
After a tittle she helel it out and looked at it
ket eves dazzling in the jay of triumph.
Silently she cluiched the thing to her breast
b alowly made her way up the ragged
brawh in’ the rocks, Tt was a tiresome
ehimb, hut she held 16" her precious burden,
When she had reachéd the summit, she
sapgered back toward the gloom of the
locea, mumbiting incoherently. But through

W one stenin,

“Ben—-Ten—Ben—1Ben "

She did nat Jook back over the heach
il 0 she hpd, she might have seen
Mrein Bunges an cihth of 1 mile way,
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_back wilh the woman.

But she was not

J. Clivier Curwood

“There she is, dad!{” he cried, and pre
ently the sailor’s wifc was in friendly hand

Late that night the searching paciy cam
During the whg
of the lonely march she moancd nothir
maore than the names of ier hushand an:
the Bannockburn, and even after she feli jn:
a swooning slecp upon the litter they he
made for ber she hugged the rescued oar
her breast.  They tock her to McCreedon’
There was a light burning in the AL
Creedon window, and Mirs. McCreedor
hearing their footsteps, opened the door |
admit them.  All that night she worked
bring the fittle woman back inio geot.
wholesome life again, but she failed. Whe
morning came the Bannockburn Widow wa
tossing and moaning in the deliium o
fever.  For days she lay ke that. N
word fell from her lips to betray her identi by
bt it was quickly rumored about thé settle
ment that frequently she spoke the name of -
ship, and always coupled with it the nam:
of a man,

At the end of the first week the chang
came. One evening the woodsman’s wil-
came out of the littic worman’s reom on Lip
toe, with o finger held warningly upon he
lips. McCrecdon had been reading a pape
published three days before in Detrait.  IL
went to speak, but his wife interrupted hims

“Sh-h-h-h-h-h-hi '

She nodded her head toward (he doo:
which she was gently closing behind her
“She’s sleeping as soundiy as a bahy,” sii
whispered.  “1 think ”

There was something in her hushand®
[ace which stopped her. Silently she cam
up Lo him and looked over his shoulder at ;
paragrapi which he was marking with a bis
forefinger. It wasat the hottom of the marin
column, and hore no head. Mavifestly i
was of small news importance, It read:

“The erew of the Bannackburn, which wen:
down November 25th, off Whitefish Point, haw
arrived at the Sao. As told a few days ago, th
Bannockburn's men, alter faking to their smal”
boats, made Lhe Michigan shore, where they [owne
shelter in a lumber camp. It develops that onl:
three instead of four men were lost with the i
[ated vessel. ‘They were: Clement Inhnston, o
Buifalo: Andrew Buseh, of Conncauls and Tack
Henderson, of Grindstone Cine.”

The woman ook th puper 1

hushand's handz, and




