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'CORPORAL SYLVESTER DUC-K-, :

“of the Roval Northwest Mounted
Police, drew one hand across his face,
looLed -again at the thermometer be-
tween hla ﬁnﬂeﬁ and: swore sofily to

“himself in the tone of one to whom had’

come a mystery Dey_ond. his upderstand-
g. After a moment his eyes met Joss-

man’s. Jossman was old at the game of '
_ man-huntmg Eleven years he had been
inthe service; twelve times he: had -
broken new trails by snow-shee and dog-

sledge to the Arctic. He did not know
fear. He had run down many men. A
score of times he had faced death. But
in his face there had never been the look
that the other saw there now. Tt was not
fright. It was more than that—the look
of a man who for the first time beholds

an abyss too deep for the earth, a moun-

tain too tall for the heavens. His face
vas the face-of a2 man rendered stunned
and expressionless by a thmrr which it

was mpoqmble to compre..en{i almost

madness to contemplate.
“-\W\at does it say, Sylver® he asked
“A degree and a half above zero, T re-
phed Corporai Duck.,
“And this morning—seven hours ago

it was sixty below! Sylver, they‘li

never believe this at headquarters when

we report it. They'll- call us mad, and
- - furlough. us for our health. But you'd: =
" better make a memo, of it: We're just -

.about on the sixty-seventh degree; two
‘“hundred miles from the Arctic coast,.
thousand due ‘north of the northernmost.
civilization. Tab it,. Sylver, for God's

"sake, tab 1t-——eveu if thev do cail us mad

‘T half beheve we arel” "0 :
. Corporal, Duck sat. dowu om. the: edge

.of the doo'-sledge close to_ the. ﬁre ‘whick

port- book in whlch each nizht, he la- -
‘boricusly and pa.m:taa:;nﬂv wrote down’
“the important events of the day. From
‘another pocket he produced the amb ol 2

pencii,
Jossman went back among the dogs
and fed the famished huskizs a dozen

- frozen fish. Then he cleaned ap the sup-
‘per things. By the time he was done,
'Lorporal Duck had fnished his writing

B

“This beats the frozen wnaier we

“found three years ago,” he said, as he

gave Jossman- the report-beek. “They

'couldn t believe it w‘ﬂen we told them of

finding the captam sitting at his table,

" frozen stiff as iron, and with a pen in his

hand: What'll the Inspector and the Big
Mogul down at Regina say to thisi”’
Jossman read slowly, and aioud:

December 13, 1916, Several times
to-day Jossman and I have asked
ourselves if we can be in sur right
minds, Since morRing we have en-
tered into an experience and passed
through a change which are unlike
anything that have ever been re-
ported -in “the far North. \We ‘rose
this morningat dawsx (seven o'clock).

At that time, thirty-five miles south

of -this spot, 'our thermomerer regis-
tered sixty-two and a quarter de-

_grees beiow zero. Toward 2000 - we

began to feel a curjous quality in the

aie. It was -warmth., At frst we

thought our. thermometer had gone
~wrong, and- that - the.-sensation of

-warmth was i reality caused by the
Jintense, cold numbing our bedies. So

we built fires at frequent intervals. But

the’ thermometer continued .to rise

thirty .degrees in the first five hours.

By the end of the sixth hour we were

ompelled- to throw: off. cur heavy -
coats. The dogs began to pant as
:they "dragged the sledge. and the -
snow grew.soft. under onr-feet. An
hour:ago, (three o'clock PrM.) . we

discarded’ our: snowshoes:. Occasion~-

ally. we: felt warm currents: of: axri:ln,

aceszblowing direct]
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THE BLIND GOD

orth. Jossman says that he has de-....

tected the odors of vegeraton anq
- Bowers in the aic. This must be !}
imoaginztion, Wichin the fast ten m!ie:-

the trees have doubled im size, vege-
tation i3 aa densa as Sve hundred

{
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found the ground bare af snow. The
- thermometer now stands at a degree
and a half above zero, a rise in the
‘temperature of sixiy-three and three-
- quarters degrees in. seven hours, and
-~ to-night we have a temperature ffry-
. two degrees warmer than any pre-
cvious. record in this lasitude at chis
< seascon of the year. Warm air is blow-
-, tog. from the North, and within the
space of half an hour our thermome-
‘ter varies from three to seven de-
‘grees. The dogs are nervous, and are-
constantly sniffing roward the Norcth.
During the day we have struck bal-
sam aad pooplar, whose northernmost
limits are supposed to he three or
four hundred miies south. [ beg to
repoet that we must now be at about
the sixty-seventh.degree. in the heart
.of-the big unetolored country north
“of the Great Bear. and Setween the
.Mackenzie and the McFarlane,

~When he had fnished reading, Joss-

man slowly filled and lighted his pipe.

- “You know the stories of the Indians_ "
‘1& <a1d “I remember an ¢ld fellow who

“came into Fort Good Hogpe seven or

eight vears age, just after we discovered
the frozen mastodon on Hare [ndian

" River. We were feeding the meat to the

dogs. We laughed at him when he said
there was a hot country far to the north
where those animals still ifved. and that
he had seen their tracks. He staved one
niabt—ﬂnd was gone. We never saw him
again.”

TRot i said Corporal Duck.

“You don't believe it3”
“I believe your story—but not the

m‘todon business. Thﬂy ve been dead.

for ten thousand vears.”’
“Buy Tou ate mastodon meat down at
Fort Wrigley.”
“Yew.aken out of a ten thousand
Ear old ice-box. That's what this coun-

g’ iS . Jossy—an ice-box, when you get
eetbelow the surface.” When we-

and are buned up here our friends

grles—souh, a d_m_pl:.e,:.-;_&wha.v:;'_’.__

- Jossman had risen to his feer.-
Did you catch that. Sylver>”
“The warmth? Ves,

damned queer.”

Both men looked oF into ths

T wisi théfé had been ER For inore -

of daylight,” said Jossman. “I dop't feel

like—going to bed. In an hour more—"

“We'd have been smearing our boots
in strawberries,” interrupted Corporal
Duck, trying to laugh. “T'm going to
bed.” -

His Pompa.mcn placed a dewining
hand en his arm. -

“Do you hear anything, Sylver®”

IQN

“Smetl anything?”

“N‘O.”

“Lock—" He pointed cne leng arm
to the North, where the pale, kteeiv
flashes of the antora borealis weré begin-
niag to lighten up the sky. “Did you
ever see the lights look like that, Sylver
—as though there were some sort of a
gazuzy curtzin between us and them?
Looks like a mist—" )

- “I'm going to bed,” refterared Cor-

paral Duck, “Better turn in, Jossv. We'll

find out what it means to-morrow.”

He turned and disappeared into their
tittle service tent. But }o:>
mained where he was.

if

For many minutes . after Corporal
Duck left him Jostman stood without
moving, gazing off to the North. After
a time he quietly’ got his blanket,
wrapped it about him, dnd sat down
near the fire. Jossman had run up against
enough of the-mysteries of life to be x

“littles suoerstmoua_ He: was thirty- two,
and it ‘'was his fanlt that He had’ not. a -
corporalship” or a-sergeancy; "a choice .- =

rather than i~ faulf. He had deciined

both when they had been offered him be- -
cause he knew that they would bar, iy,
to-a large extent; from. that “wilder a.nd-

. more. advent—urm:s semce “which he
- Ioved-wthe actual semce of manhunr




anci he had no deaire to- glve up ) that life

for a btnpe or two on his ;Iee_ve. But

different thoughts had been running
through his head for several days. Now,
for the first time fn his life he was
homesick; so homesick that his beart

- ——;macnet}“and- he—was-filled- with a desp—

longing to turn back. At Fort Good
-Hope he had received a letter. It was
two months old when it reached him,
and had come from the girl, whom, long
ago, he had believed that he would

marry. It was curious, he had often.

theught, that a girl should love a man as
this gn’l foved hLm. In that letter she
had talked 16 him in the same old way.
He could read her heart, still true and

loyal in irs waiting, in the words she

wrote. Often he had cursed himself for
not caring a great deal. But at last the

truth had come home to him, and with-
the truth both pain and joy. He had

written to her before starting on this ex-
pedition, and a dezen times since then
when Corporal Duck was not looking

he had re-read her letter. To-night, as

.he gazed into- the fire, he saw dnce
more the old farm among the hills, and
the littie white cottage in the valley,
fifteen hundred miles away. He saw
the girl again, as he had seen her on
- that last day three vears ago, when the
big orchard was in bloom, and the larks
wgre' sin;mg their mﬂting-song about
them in ths meadows. He saw her blue
eyes shininy at him from out a wreath
of apple blossoms; he saw her brown
hair disheveled and fying in the sun-
light as they ran a race for home; and
he saw, then, those blue eyes, sad and

nghtmv back the tears, when the hour_'

of patting, came.
“Corporal Duck was asleep When ﬁnaliy
Jossman raised his head and looked out.
- beyond the fire. He had heard no sound, .

and yet something had come up close -
- te him from out of the stillness of thev-
night. A white and terrified face met-

hlS eyes. It was a woman's. face.. He
_ sprang; np, stn‘hng a cry of astom;hment

had been running. He knew that in zn
instant. Her long black hair had failm
Ipose about her, ter biack eves we

shining wildly, and her hands were
ch tcmd at her bre ast, as though she
were striving to fight back her axhaug-

tomrso-that- bhe‘COdld speak:-She-was
white waoman. ]ossman stood like one
paralyzed. . At first he thought that
what he saw must be a vision born of
the pictures he had seen in the fire. He
drew back haif a step, and then she
spoke.

~“Thank Ged,” he heard her-cry,
sofily.- I tnouunt veu u.ere——Indmm
I saw your fre—

She saw his aatombhment and thrust
back her hair so he could see her face.

“I know—TI startle you,” she said,
gaining her breath. “We live back there
——:hree miles—my husband and 1, and
the baby. She is su:x—my little Jeanne.

I ami afraid she is dying. I saw your
fire, and ran all the way. We must have
medicine—quick! You have medicines
~—something for the fever—"

" She was gripping him by the arms
now, her face tense with agony as she
wzited for him to answer..

“Yes, we have medicines,” he said
aimost mechanically. “But who—"

“Please, please dou't question me
row,” she inierrupted, reading what
was in his face. “I will tell yvou every:
thing—answer all your questions—as wu
go. Please zet the medicines, and hurry [

“She is very {l1?" he persisted.

“Y cs—\e:r—I am afraid she is dviag.
t is some kind of a fever.”

“And it is only three miles? 3

“Yes—we can make it in half an

hour. My Ged, wont you hurry?”

In an. iestant Jossman had made up

his mind. He turned quickly and en-
tered the tent: Corporal Duck was snll i

asleep, Careful not to. disturb him, |
secured . their rubber -medicine bag. Ir!

" another moment he was. agam at the-
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. Suddenly she added,

; *he r*pmted as :"16: fed
nna“utlv away. “\What do vou mean?™"
““The 59*1110,," she said, “hot springs.
"You jnust kaow. There are thousands of

“them, for t*veqtv miles to the north and

vest.. We never have snow. It is always

“were p{mrmo forth their :,ubterrauuou:,lv "

less, and yet he could hear her panting:
Her long hair almost concealed her
face when she
st.mmlt_of a ridge, and pohted dawn.

LT aE streans T with—warm
“some of them are hot. Our

name i3 Norton. and we came here

‘three years ago. We are the only ones.

No one else hves here”
"~ She spoke in short, quick
“We call

breaths;
it our
Blind Eden.” - )
“Why “blind?' " he asked.
“Because—" [e caught the throb in
“her voice. Because /w is blind—my
husband.. He was blind when we came

-here. He has never seen it.”

__“Goo'd Heaven!"” he gasped.
He did not que:t on her further, but’

_His mind was working in a “whirlwind

of. thought. The -mystery that had puz-
zled him had resolved itself down to a
matter’ of ordinary fact, replaced now
by. this other mystery—the mystery of
the man and woman. Who were they?
What curious swing of fate had brought
them ‘alone to this place, a thousand

- miles from civiliza.t_ion? He knew that
= his companion was

breed Her voice. a jitle tremulous with
-‘excitement and fear, was exquisitely
perfect. The quick working of his mind

“impelled him to conceal his own iden-
tity, and Corperal Duck's,
suddenly asked:

“And who—who are
brings yeu here?”
: [—Ie detected a atrance note in her-

yo'u 2

What

when she

not even a half-
man, scarce restraining the cry of joy

“is better, my darling.

_heated waters. The woman seemed tire- =

stopped arv last-on che - -

“Qur--homexiz- there,!’ shelsaio, in
the valley, See—the lizht—"

He caught the ﬂlmmer of a ligh
down, and followed. her swift léad along
a winding path.. Fifteen. minutes later
they stood in aw open meadow. The
ground was bare of snow. The air was
of the softness of spring, But damp.

“We have found a cold spring here,
she said: “So this is cur home.”

A hundred paces more and they
came te the cabin. The doer was open
and the girl rzn in, followed by Joss-
man. As they entered, a man rose from
beside a low cot to.greet them. He
reached out his. arms toward the girl,
and Jossman saw that he was blind
He was a tall, powerful man. with a
grezt blond head. and a face that even
now lighted up with a smile of happi-
ness. -

“Sh-h-h-h 1 he warned softiv. “She
Thank God, she

is sleeping "
The young mother turned to Joss-

and thankiulness that rose to her lips.

‘Then for a moment she stood tr "naﬂ\ed

“while a wild horror filled her eyes.”

Jossman was staring at the man. His
lips were parted; one hand had fallen
to the butt of his automatic revolver;
there was™ the sudden glare of the
awakened man-bunter in his eyes.’ In
that on¢ instant Jossman had solved

) -the mystery. And the woman knew that
‘he had solved it. She swaved a liztle.-

- Her face-turned. as white as chalk. And.

- Jossman. still - stared imto- the- smiling- ~
" and_unseeing countenance of the. man
"—the countenance.of Richard Colton,~ .
'the murdez‘er who-had escaped from his. -
- OWD detachment four: years before. - :

THe! fatal. words of accusaﬁon o his:

; hps, he turned.: His. eyes” met. those’ of




siie dared not utter in. words. He
nodded, and the chilly glitter in his own
eyes gave place to a smile. '

She went to her husband and placed
her hands upon his broad shoulders.

“I found them, dear,” she said

gently. ™
brought one of them back—with -med-
icines.”

The man held out his hand, and as
Jossman teok it, a shudder ran through
him. Colton had kitled two men. ‘His
escape had saved him from hanging. He
spoke a few words, in a low ‘voice, but
Jossman was not ll:.temnv The woman
held him—the terror in- her eyes, the
straight, fierce line of her bloodless lips, -
the clenching of her hands at her breast.-
she did not for an instant let her gaze
fall from his face, and Jossman won-
dered, ‘as he -turned his back, if she
would shoot. He bent over the child, She
was sleeping. The fever flush was still
in her cheeks, and her golden curls
shone in the lamplight. He was suffi-
clently acquainted with fever to know
that the crisis had passed for the child
while the mother was away. He lis-
tened——touched her face; then he felt
the quivering presence of the woman
near. him. :

“She is Detter ' s‘xe Whl‘-DEl‘"d

“Yes, vou will have no need of the
medicine,” he rephed “The crisis has
passed, and she is sleeping—ivell.”

He lifted . his glance slowly. The

- womawn's face was so close that he could
feel her breath, Back of them, in the-
center of the room, stood. the man, walt-
ing, -

”I am sorry, he whispered so that
only she- could hear, *but I must take
him back He is- Richard Colton. We:
have wanted him a long txme,_-for tmur-
der.”” L

There was no change in the womans
face, but he saw that she was strug’ ™
glmfr to remain calm, as she whispered :

- “Not now—not now. Gwe us.-a’ few
hours ionwer—-only a few- hours——‘qnul

S . My

T'hey were white men, and I've™

" faced . and

'The man was advancing, a quastwmnv
-look.in-his-sightless-face.

- “Bernice !” he said. '

She tan to him and threw her ar
sbout his neck, and laid her sobb-.
head upen his brea:t

Yenderly Cojton
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Siroked her “shining hair.

“She is better?’ he acked
to Jossman.

“The danger is past.”

“Thank God!” . :

He pressed his face close down
against the woman's and when again
He raised it, Jossman saw the d;menun
of tears on hl:, cheeks,

Sit down,” he said. “Sit down_anci
taik to us. Vve haven’t heard a. white
man's voice in—a long time.”

Jossman.  seated hlm:e{f and the
woman brought “another chair for her
husband. Then she sat down on a stool
at his feef, and the blind: man's hand
rested on her head. For a long time
they .talked in low voices, he aakmg
questions. chiefly, and Jossman answer-
ing them, while the woman sat white-
silent, her eyes burning

straight into ]ossman soul. A hundred
times he told himself that she would
net give up. At the very last there
would be the fight—with the woman.

Suddeniy Coaton leaned forward; his
cheeks were iﬁmhed )

“Do you know,;’ he said, “years ago
I could never have betieved that a bimcl
man could be happy. But I--am. I am
happler now than [ ever was in the
days when I could see-—and sheot, and
watch the world arcund me. You don't
know—until you are biind—how deeply
the old pictures are burned in your
“brain, Thev are all masterpieces. 1 re-
- member the. hrst time I saw Bernice—
my wife—and the, picture grows more
" perfect each day. Tt was in an orchard,
aad the apple trees were m bloom, just

speaking

just as I saw a gul once,’_’ Iossman

l[iterrupted
speech: “In an orchard; Wlth her brown
haur _ﬂymg : S

scarcely - hearing his own.

e
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“THE BLI\'D GOD

161’ 1 u:u., TVen whdﬂ' b"}i‘ 15 Oxd and
gray “That is the glory of being blind.
Trwit always ses
fair, ‘her !auchmv blue ey &G——-”

Caldan- h'nrw—nl.ie

Inite the woman's face had shot a
look of death. -Her hair was black, her
eyes. deep,. jet dark pools of agony.

she gave him a sign which he obeyed,
but couid not unaarut:md
. “Yes, her goiden hair and blue eves,
eneated the blind man. He lifted a
handLul of his wife's heavy hair and let
“it slip between his ﬁD’J’trh fondly. “I

can see it now—even-more clear ly than

you. I can see it in. the sunlight and
‘in'the shadow. To me she will - never
change, because I am blind—"" .

An hour later, out in the darkness
of the night, the woman stood clese to
Jossman’s 51de.

o MYou shall not take us backw—alne
she said. “Listen, and I will tell vou
why He is mine. I worship him. And.
he is happy with me—you have seen
-that. He thinks that my eves are blue,
and that my hair is gold! My God, L
cmust tell you—tell you—and then—
perhaps you will have merey, I loved
him' down there—years ago—and he
" loved the other. She was Bcr'uce. It was
she who had the golden hair and the
. blue eyves. And then he fought that day,
mand killed two men. It was not he who
was. in the wrong—but he killed;-as you
might Have L_LH?:CI and you have hunted
Ium.. An explosmn—m a mine—and he
was blinded. 1 went to’hior then, and
when-I dropped down at his bedside and
€gan to. sob, he put his peor hand eut”

abd stroked my hair, and then, he stzu'ted :

: fY’ou., you understand«—l‘ Ioved hlm
- E have been Ber‘mce ever smce. I'too

her beantif ui goiden

aras=—" ss.sued_came to- him- v.-hetz—‘ae— was-fnan-hunted;

.He.
“caught his words, and in that moment’

Lo

pohcr—:—mn—hun down.” You Enow——hnw“ o

he escaped. I got the Indians to help.,
and we came morth- nort‘l——nort‘l—um:
tid we reached this place. It was I who-

it'was I who went 1o him when he was
blind—only a -week after. Bernice had
married. a2 man who could. see. e is

‘mine. I robbed na one of him., \Iv love is"

so great that I have dome all this for
Ium and now—now do you think I will:
let you take him hack>”

Jossman was breathing hard. Behind
him there was a Ion hv.-:.ng monotone
in the sky—the cr ijncr music of the .
aurora, and he tumed hls tace slowly
toward it, and gazed at the pale radiance
of the mystery lights above the Pole.

W’bat he saw was hl«.e a fa ded age-ald

painting, and suddenly, as he iooked -

‘a low cry fell from him! For to his eyes

the dimly colored sky resolved itseif into:
a vast orchard. that shaded the top of.
the earth, and out of that orchard there
gTew a amfrle tree, gver-topping all the

. test, as he *emembered a certain tree at

home, under whese radiant blossoms he

‘and a brown haired. girl had smiled inro

cach’ other's: ej.-'es many, Ruany springs

azo.

When at last he spoke, it was with a
lew huskiness in his throat.

“No; I dou't think that you will let
me take_ him back,” he said softly and
evenly. “You love him too much. You
would fight. You would kill. And there
is somethmcr else—" He 1urned upon
her and caught her face between his.

‘two hands, staring down into her eyes.”
o SThere is''a glrlwdown there — who* -
loves me-~as you love him. T am going

back to her. And L am’ going: to-leave
YOU—you - and hime and your&—-—here
L;stenw—- SR

" He: raised hiS— head stlll ‘mldma ‘the

Womans fa.c:e between hls hands From-




