Mr. Curwood knows whet he Is_wrifing
ahout— he Is an accredited explorer of the
Arctic regions for the Canadian government,
And he has a unigue gift for creating intense-

ly dramatic yet entirely convincing sifua-
This story shows him at his best.

A muting and o fight against odds; the mate

escapes in the night.  He comes upon an ice-

“bound vessel—deserted save for a beauliful

" young girl temporarily insane from loneliness.

What ensues constifutes one of the strangest : _

and most thrilling .;stories imaginable. . ‘ tions.
. .

By JA-ﬁES OLIVER CURWOOD

CHAPTER I

OR a full hatf-minute not a word
had fallen from Wainfield’s lips
—and seven men were waiting
. for him to speak. Opposite him,
leaning half aeross the. table, his huge

. hands clenched, his eyes still filled with
the passion of murder, sat Blake. An
hour before, those shapeless monsters of
hands had cracked the Captain’s neck;
and by shifting his gaze a trife Wain-
field could see Van Horn's ifeless body
huddled up close to the cabin wall,
where Blake had flung it.

There were other stient forms in the .
cabin, stiffening where they had fallen,

- for Van Horn and he had put up a good
fight to the last. There had been three
against eleven—Van Horn, himself, and
Gaunt, the loyal mate, who lay across
the capstan with bis head stove in. Of
the eleven who had mutinied under
Bluke, four lay as dead as Van Harn.

Of the seven who lived, five lore,

"marks of the terrific struggle and the®.
defense of the cabin. Creele, the Swede,”
still groaned under his breath with the
pain of a builet through his arm.  From

- the end of the table Cole, whose right

arm ﬂuni a harpoon like a catapult,
: glared at him from out of éne half-open

eye. Across Blake's forehead there was

a deep cut. Tt was Wainfield who had .

struck him as Van Horn's neek had

snapped. It was Blake who tad saved

-eled slowly from face to face. Nighteen

. the harpoon because of his tremendous
=strength. Tt was his prowess and fFole's
‘that accounted for seventy per cént of
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Wainfield’s Jife by pulling Crecle from
his throat a few seconds later, and fling-
ing up the knife-arm of Otto, the glant
black.

It was Blake, more than the others,
who was offering Wainfield a chance for
life now. He knew this as his eyes trav-

months had changed them from men
into beasts——eighteen months of the
eternal grind of ice at the top end of the
world, and of the gloom and loneliness
that drive men mad. Eighteen months
age he had met these men and liked
them, He had put strong faith in them.

Van Homn had pointed to his crew with-

pride. “I never shipped a better lot,”
he had said. “With a little luck we'll
bring back a record catch of oil and
bone.” And now Van Horn lay over
there against the wall, his neck broken
and a knife in his back. And, after all,
it was Van Horn who was to blame.
Something of this thought must have
shone in Wainfield’s eyes as: he faced
Blake again. Blake, hke Cole, hurled

the oil and whalebone in the hold. " He
lopked at Wainfield now. He went to
spaak. . Then, suddenly, he tumed to
the others.

“Go out an’ take a turn at the fresh

air, mates,” he commanded. . “I’ll finis
this business with Wainficld.”

Author of ™l b’

Cole rose obediently and went to the -

door. Otto, the black cock, followed
him, The others cbeyed slowly. Last

- of all went Blake. He closed the bat-.
tered and broker remnant of the door,
and returned to Wainfield.

“I AINT gquite as mad as them fools,”
he said, leaning over the table again.
“They’d kill you, Wainfield. That's
what they want to do. They're mad—
mad as the white foxes that yap at us
out of the darkness of the long night.
They'd be at each ather’s throats now if
it wasn’t for the hope o' women, If the
Cap'n hadn’t shut down en the idee of
having Eskimo women pass the winter
with us-~-mebby this wouldn't have hap-
pened.” He Jeaned’ farther over ihe
table, and his eyes burned fiercely into
Wainfield’s.. “It was his fault, damn
im!” he cried. “We shipped for one
winter, didn’t we? An' heré we are,
froze in for a second, with that eight
months of black hell ahead of us again.
He said he'd tried to get out, but that
the freeze came early. That was a lie.
We turned on 'im, and there he isl”
He pointed to the crumpled form of
. Van Horn against the cabin wall. “And
you—what you. going to do?” he de-
‘manded. : - ‘

“You.want me to navigate the ship

.when the break-up comes, and for that
. you'll give me life,” said Wainfield. K
" “More thas that,” agreed Blake eager-

ly. “There’s eighty thousand dollars
in sperm an' bone under our feet, an’
you'll divvy with the rest when we get . .
out. Joe's lungs are froze an’ he wont -
last through the winter. We can get rid

of the black, an’ that'll leave six, count-

ing you. We'll make your share fifteen ;
thousand if you stick.” :

“And if I don’t?” asked Wainfield.

Blake drew himself back with 2 sullen
growl. o

“You'll go along with Van Horn,” he .
said. “Ten minutes an’ you'll be one of
us or die” -

Wainfield rose and went to the one
window that locked out over the sulien
Arctic desolation. He was young. In
him burned the desire to live. "And yet
he felt no oppression—none of the hor:
rors of fear. Eighteen months of the
Arctic had changed him, as it had:
changed the men who were waiting for
his: promise, or his life. He had lost”-
the clean-cut alertness of the naval
school, His shoulders were bent a little,:
‘His hair was long and shaggy. There
were fine lines about his eyes, and still
deeper lines at the corners of his mouth.
Only his work, his indefatigable effort
after data and scientific fact, had kept
him from aging more than he had. -And
now, as he Jooked out through the win-
dow, an intense desire-~an overwhelm-
.ing . longing--possessed him. Behind

- him was a pack of murderers, and eigh

months of . the, siclening ' gloom i that
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made men shriek at specters and curse

» God because there was no sun.. Qut

’ there, a thousand miles away, was the

beginning of trails that led homeward.

Just now those trails did not seem so far

away. Somewhere there were Eskima.

He knew that Blake and his horde

would find them, and barter for their

~  women as ten thousand of their sort had

done in the years beforé them. And he

could find them. - At least there was the

chance. And beyond those first Eskimo

were other Eskimo, and still beyond
those the homeward fzails.

He turned to Blaﬁ,

“You know what-&m doing,” he said,
his hiead drooping despairingly, while
his heart beat with an excitement which
the other could not see, “When we get
out, you fellows can lose yourselves.
But f——the Department will inyestigate
me, and want to know all about it. If
I do this to save my life it wont hang
me, but it'll put a black record across my
name. You know there’s a thing they
call honor in the service. We're sup-
posed to die for it. But I don't want to
die. Probably I'll join you. But I want
an hour or two in which to think it over,

Send my supper to me here. Let me
eat alone. And then—I'll answer
you.”

His voice was without emotion and
without hope, It spoke surrender, and
DBlake rose from the table, an exultant
grin on his red-bearded face.

“Mebby it wouldn't hurt your appe-
tite if we moved the Cap’n,” he sup-
pested.

“No, leave Van Horn where he is,”
said Wainfield. - ’

BLAKE went out. At the door, Wain-
field listened to his voice as he ex+,
g‘laincd to the men waiting outside..

here was a shuffling of feet toward the

cook’s galley, and Wainfield sprang to

Van Horn, 2nd knelt down beside him.
From the dead Captain’s pocket he took
certain papers, and from his walras belt
a small compass.
"I'm glad we didn't tell "em of the
. Eskimo hungers we saw through the -
glasses this morning, Van Horn,” he
whispered. “I'm mighty glad of that.
1f theyti give me an hour's start—""
He stopped to listen at the door again,

-~ which he had asked for.

He had shared this cabin with the cap-
tain, and his own things were at hand.
With his'papers and a few necessities he
filled a small pack-sack, which he con-
cezled under his bunk. The only
weapen left him by the mutineers was a
pocket knife, Last of all he found a
half-pint bottle filled with seal oil.
Blake himself brought in the supper
There were a
can of tongue, which Otto had opened,
half a dozen ship’s biscuit and a hunk
of cheese. Blake made no remark. He
went out. Sikty seconds later Wainfield
had forced open the window. It took
him ancther minute to get into his fur
garments and thrust his scant provisions
into one of the voluminous pockets of
his coat. Then he dropped the pack-
sack through the window, and followed
it. Five seconds later he slipped like a

shadow over the side of the ship. The’

last sound that came to him was a voice
cursing in the cook’s galley—Cole’s
voice. Swiftly he sped away from it

inte the face of illimitable gloom.

CHAPTER 1I

yHEN Wainfield looked back
and saw the ship fading into
) an indistingt shadow, he
Paused to get his bearing. It was to the
south and east that he and Van Hern
had seen three Eskimo hunters a few
hours before, and a string of dogs tug-
ging at a laden sledge. “Keep it quiet,”
Van Hoerm had said.  “If the men find
there are Eskimo near us there'll be no
holding them. They'll be off in a punch
for the women,” He was glad now that
Van Horn had advised silence. If he
could overtake the hunters, his ‘chance
of escape would become . almost abso-
lute certainty. With dogs and men he
could reach the Coppermine Ri&gr to

‘the east, or the Anderson to the west,

He dropped behind an ice hummock,
struck a match, and looked at his com-
pass. Then he went on.

About him was the gray gloom of the

Arctic eve—the twilight that presages .
for a fortnight or so the unchangeable : -
Long Night. As yet day and night had '~

not become completely submerged into
one. There were five hours of. the

B back, wondering.

Wainfield's mind, were still “day.” The
remaining nineteen were “night.” ~ And
this was night. [ts darkness was not,

- the darkness of a Southern night. It

was 3 whitish, ghostly pallor, in which
one could-ect a fox a hundred yard
away. .
A little Iater, when the real night
came, the gloom would not be.quite so
thick and smothering.- A billien stars
would then light up the frozen world—
stars that never blinked or went out dur-
ing the long months that drove reason
from men's brains. Wainfield had
studied those stars during the preced-
ing winter. He had made copious notes
about them and their effect. He was
‘convinced that it was not the darkness
that drove men to babble and made
them die of the thiing which no man has
named. It was the stars, millions upon
millions of them, white, unflickering, un-
. changing during their months of vigil—
there always to meet the eyes, like liv-
ing things whose souls burned in a white
fire but whose silence and fixedness
drave back reason. They were like the
drip, drip, drip of a single drop of water
on a man’s sknll. They were in the sky
now, pale and lack-tuster. Wainfield
wished that it had been two weeks later.
- He could have seen an object the size of
a man half a mile ahead of him then.
He would not have required matches to
see the points of his compass. Five

times in "the first hour he burned

matches. Then he came to the trail.
His nerves shook, and he sat down
and laughed when he saw what a smatl

chance had marked the trail of the Es-.

kimo hunters for him, There were no
signs of sledge-runners or of feet on the
jce. He had passed a dark object no
larger than his hand. Then he went
It was a chunk of
 frozen meat! - The discovery- set him

" glowing as if he had come into the heat

"of 'a warm fire. In that moment the
terrors -of endless space were broken

~afor him. That trifle of walrus flesh,

frozen ag solid as the ice about him, had

. become more precious to.him than all .
" the. treasures. of the ecarth. : It meant’

-home. .-
i He bey

twenty-fout in which the “stars faded " of the trail—something that he could

“from the sky. Those five hours, in..

-found the hunters’ trail leading into the

_of great bergs splittinﬁr asunder ten

" they had taken. The fact that they had

- a.padding of snow like a blanket of-
R w007 .microgcopic bullets underfoot, each par-;
y searching for other‘signs..

i

follow. The circte he made grew
wider and wider. At last he came to
where the glare ice gave place to a crust
that crunched underfoot, nnd there he

south and east. He followed swiftly;
paying no attention to the points of the
compass. He had become accustomed
to the moznings and strange whispers
ings in the air about him, the snapping
strain of the ice-fields, the rumbling roar™

miles farther north. ut with these
things, after a time, there came another
sound that made him pause and face”
about. e knew that it was wind, and -
when he tumed landward he almost
ran, head and shoulders bent low over’
the trail, .
Wainfield did not look at his compass
again until he had climbed 2 huge gray.’
mass, and down into a cup-like depres-
sion where the snow was soft, and over -
which the storm began to rage fiercely.
He knew that he was on land, Through
the little vailey the Eskimo bad gone, -
straight southeast. He gave up hope of -
following their trail farther in the
storm, but thanked God he had reached
the mainland and knew the direction

left the open ice for the coast assured
him their igloos could not be far away,
and he was confident that he could
find them during the five-hour day.
With his mittened hands he scoeped out
a shelter in the lee of a snowdrift,
crawled into it, and for the first. time
since leaving the ship, lighted a match
to look at his watch, He had been trav
eling five hours. He figured that he.
had made ten miles—perhaps twelve..
As his nest became warm and comfort-:
able from the heat of his body, he
nibbled away a half of the frozen wal- |
rus meat.. Then he settled back com-
fortably in'his thick furs, and slept.

T WAS day when he awoke—the raw,’
blue-gray twiliﬁht of day at the earth's
end, He pulled hi

imself out of his drift,"
stiff and half ‘biind, and blinked about
him.  The storm had ceased.. There was

ticle an incohesive and flinty granule
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He had determined that the next few
hours would settle matters, and know-
ing what endurance meant, he ate the
regnainder of the walrus meat, three of
the Dbiscuits, and a half of the cheese,
«nd afterward quenched his thirst with
snow as he walked. The coast was 2
rough and jagged line easy to follow.
Several times he saw white hares and
fittle red-cyed foxes that yapped at him
from a distance. Once he saw a larger
objéct, and for a few moments his heart
beat faster, until be made out that it
was a polar bear questing for a seal hole
and his breakfast. One—two—three of
the precicus hours of «day passed. A
doren tmes he turnedsaside to investi-
gate bulges in the and snow that
might have been iglfos. At intervals
fie hallooed, and stood listening to the
strange echoes of his own veice, hoping
for an answer, The fourth hour passed,
and the Rfth came. Little by little the
horizon began creeping in upon him, and
at last & groaning cry burst from his
lips, and he stood face to face with
Night, with the stars glowing faintly
above him again, :

The memory of what happened after
that, an ecternity couid not efface. It
was a thing more terrible than fear that
struck at his heart. It was the Arctic
madness, Over the level spaces he ran
uatil his knees wobbled under him. He
" shouted until his voice was only 2 husky
¢ry. In those moments he would have
fallen at Blake's feet—he weuld have
-clasped the huge black in his arms. It
was not cowardice. Something had
happened against which physical cour-
age was futile—something which hap-
pens where there.is endless space, an
empty world—aloneness. He fought on,
reckoning no space of time or distance,
Lour after hour, mile after mile, until
at last sheer exhaustion drove him to
. scoop out a:hollow in another drift: 4

It was schreely sleep that he fell into..

Incessantly/he heard tlie yapping of the .
foxes. Thiee times he rose out of these ~

hollows ar?t struggled ,on, calling from
every gt‘a"fﬁt peak, hallooing to the sea
and the land, and listening until the
drums of his- ears seemed to crack.
Again and again he fancied that he

crawled out of his snow-shelter the stars
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; heard answers. “The third time that he -

%
were beginning to fade away. Forty
hours had passed since he left the ship,
and it was the beginning of ancther day.
Growing light was like a tonic. His
tiead clearced a bit, 2nd the sparlk of hope
flared up again. It was then he dis-
covered the-last crumb of his food was
gene. There remained only the seal cil
—seven or eight ounces of it in the bot-
tle. Thought of it was nauseous, but
he knew what it did for the thick,
animal-like bodies of the Eskimo hunt-
ers—and he gulped down one huge
swallow of it.

The horizon cleared; the circle of
Yight grew wider, and hour after hour
he plodded on, scarcely realizing how
slowly he traveled. Again the somber
walls of night closed in, and with it came
the dull realization that he was doomed
to die. After that, sense of time, direc~
tion, even of existence passed from him.
He wandered down a stope and out onto
the ice fields, He continued to call; and
now voices always answered, How
mzny hours he pursued these voices no
man would ever kuow. At last-there
came times when he was dragging him-
self forward on his hands and lnees.

“Now and then he came very near to the

voices, only to have them drift away,
and laugh at him from a distance. And
then, all at once, samething leapt up in-
side him, bringing him to his knees from
where he was crumpled down in the
snow, opening his eyes wide—for the
space of a second restoring him to rea-

- son. This time it was not the wind,

not the ice, fiot the crackling echoes of
the distant bergs—but a voice!

A woice! It was calling-—calling—
and fioating nearer. He staggered to his
feet, swayed there for an instant, and
hallooed before his legs gave way under
him again. The voice answered. It
came nearer, and instead of replying to
it, Wainfield hunched forward, sobbing
like a baby. He fell on his®facé, still
sobhing. The voice stopped over him.
It spoke. Something touched himy, And
“ag reason left him, Wainfield knew one
thing,

an«Iskimo's voice. :
It was 2 woman’s voice, and a wom-

an’s hand, that had come to him. from :

out of the night. Close to him he fél

It was not Blake's voice, or.
Cole’s, or the huge blaclk’s. It was not

. stood a girl.

- thing which made him shudder.

the presence, panting, sobbing, calling
to him; and again and again he seemed
to hear the words, as if whispered
through a vast distance—

“Are you Borak? Are you Borak?
Are you Beralk—come back for me?”

CHAPTER III

what seemed to be a strange sort

of dream. For a few moments
he stared straight inte the light, his
scattered wits adjusting themselves,
his numbed facuities returning to him
swiftly. At first he thought it was the
sun, as he had last seen it sinking in
a red ball of Aame below the ice; then 2
fire—and at last he knew that it was
a lamp, a ship’s lamp, hanging from a
beam m the ceiling, Hesatup. He was
in a strange cabin, larger than any on
Van Horn’s ship. A great joy swept
over him. IHe was saved. A miracle of
chance had guided him.

-He rose from the edge of the bunk
on which he had found himself, and
turned so that his eyes could take in the
whole of the cabin. A startled ery
broke from his lips, and he stared—
stared unbelieving and wonder-struck,
thrilled to his soul, Against the wall,
full in the glow of the lamp, cringing
back as if fearing an attack from him,
To Wainfield she was
startling, "almost appalling, and yet the
most wonderful thing he had ever seen:
Her face was of waxen whiteness; her
lips were parted, her breath came in
quick, panting, frightened jerks. It was
her eyes into which Wainfield Jooked.
They were blue—blue as the deepest
depths of the sea, and in them was a
And
her hands reached to him, as if she im-
plored mercy. -Her tips moved.

‘“YVou are not Borak?” she moaned.

E IGHT broke upon his eyes after

" “You are not Borak !

“No, I am not Borak,” replied Wain-

" field slowly and steadily. “I am Francis

‘Wainfield; an officer in the United States

"+ navy. . I was lost from a whaling ship.

I am not Borak!”

¥le emphasized the last words. - In
the strange, beautiful eyes of the girl
was the madness of the North..-He

-it, and he wondered where her kiepers .

‘breath came faster. She came to him,-

“breath grew swifter and swifter, and in

. tighter about his neck. He felt the swift

“that had come to him during the long

ike a child. And he spoke to her now
."as he had talked to the- little golden-

He saw. -

were—the others aboard the ship. He.
went toward her slowly, holding out his
hands. “I am not Borak,” he repeated -
gently, as if speaking to a child, “I am*
not Borak.” She shrank back as he
drew nearer, and then, slowly, the tecror
faded out of her face. :

“No, you are not Borak,” she whis
pered. *“You are not Borak!” Mer

raised her hands to his shoulders, and
stared into his eyes, IFrom his shoulder -
one of her hands crept to his cheek, and -
then her fingers stroked back his hair;
and as she looked into his eyes her

her throat were little moaning sounds.
“You are not Borak—-you are not Bo-
rak—" she sobbed. And then her arms-
clutched him tight; she crushed her face
close to him, and on his breast Wainfield -
heard her sobbing over and over again,
“You are not Borak——you are not Bo-
rak—you are not Borak!"

His arms had hung listlessly. Now
they held her close, He stroked back
her soft hair, and replied again and
again, “No—no—no—I1 am not Borakt
1 am not Borak

She still clung to him, her arms grown

beating of her heart, the warmth of her |
face, and a little” fearfully, he looked
toward the cabin door. There was sure
to be an interruption soen. Those who .-
cared for her would return. Probably
she hzd stolen in to him unknown to
them. - Gently he drew her toward the
cot, loosed her arms from about him,
and sat down beside her, holding hec:
hands tight. A marvelous change had
swept over her.. Her lips glowed. A
pink flush bad come into her cheks.
Her eyes were like stars. She was beau-
tiful—beautiful as some of the visions

olar night. . She looked at lim now as
if he were a god, only held back by his
grip on her hands. In her eyes was an
unreasoning thing that turned his heart
sick, She was not accountable. She was

haired sister who had died in his arms
.80 many years ago. " .
“You are sick,” he said. . “You have
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ad a long illness, and you hzve had bad
grcams. %(ou must lie down, and let me
care for you. I will not let Borak come
flear you—never.”

She only looked at him as he made a
piliew for her head. She lay down like
a child, and.like a child she held up her
arms to him, and a thousand men could
not have kept him from bending over
her until he felt her arms chnging about
him agzin, and her warm face against
his own. ) T

“No, you will not let Borak come,”
her lips whispered grgainst his' cheek,
“You will kill himﬁ:e comes.”

“Yes, [ will kill if he comes.”

He freed himself again,

“You must sleep,” he soothed. “I will
stand just outside your door. No-one
shall awaken you.”

Her cyes followed him to the door.
She was looking at him as he went out,
her face luminous with a strange wor-
ship, and a dtified groan fell from Wain-
field's lips as he stood once more out
under the pale glow of the Arctic stars.

CHAPTER IV

. E HAD begun to guess, and he
H did not walk out boldly, but hung
back cautiously in the shadow ot

the cabin. Was it Borak who had driven
this girl mad? And who was Borak?
Where was he? Was he aboard the
ship? Close to him, partly frozen in the
jce, he saw a short, thin bar.of iron. He

kiclked it loose with his foot, and picked .

jtup. Then he stepped our—and looked

about him. It was only the ghost of &~

ship that met his eyes—a shroud of ice.
Spars, ropes, cabin, the deck itself were
smothered under it, and he knew that
be had come to a ship without a crew.
He made his way aft with the caution
of an animal, the iron bar held rigidly
in his hand, e could not guess what
1he deck held underfoot, for it was piled
deep with frozen snow. Hroken ropes,
sheathed in. crackling ice, hung down
from the upper spaces, and rattled faint-
1y, like castanets, in his face. Desaola-
tion-—the spirit of the abandoned-—
hovered over the whole ship. '
Wainfield's mind had grown ciear,
and his muscles were strangely alert.

—

e would not find a crew. . He lnew

that. The mystery of its disappearance,
the manner of end these men of the
frozen ship had met, be did not try to
guess.- One word ran through his brain,
repeating itself again and again, until
even his lips were forming it-—Borak—
Borak—Borak. As vividly as if written
in 'words of fire across the dark sky he

guessed the terrible story. Borak was

not gone.  Borale—the man-brute—who
had driven the girl to madness. He
clenched the iron bar tighter.

He remembered now those faint,
dream-like words that had borne them-
selves into his consciousness when first
she had come to him in the night, “Are
you Borak—rcome bock for me?” Again
he jumped at what seemed unguestion-
able fact, Borak was not on the ship.
Something had talen him away. But
she expected him to return,

In front of the galley door 2 path was
worn ten inches deep in the spow and
ice. The door itself opened easily, He
entered, thrusting head and shoulders
forward slowly, the iron bar poised to
strike. He had made up his mind that
he would ask no questions of Borak.
He would strike the instant they came
face to face,

After a few moments he could make
out that the galley was empty. But
warm air had filled his lungs. There
was a fire in the stove, and he lighted a
match, and then a lamp that stood on a
table. A copper pot was simmering over

the fire. The crew had eaten here, but
now the long mess table was set for but
one person—a‘ singte plate, a_cup, 2
knife and fork and spoon. Close to
these were a plate of biscuits and a can
of beans freshly opened. In one corner
_leaned a rifle, and he possessed himself
of it quickly. There were no cartridges
in the chamber.

The odor that rose from the simmer-
ing pot brought him back to hisfense of
hunger. From it he fished ouf a chunk

«of meat on the end of the fork, and
tnrned  himself strong, hlack coffee

from a second pot that had been drawn ..

to the edge of the stove, Watching the

door, he ate.  'When he had finished he .

picked up his iron bar, went out, and
ciosed the door as he had found it.

In one other place he might find Bo-

R

ral—the crew’s quarters” Perhaps he:
was steeping. Everywhere he found
ice, tons upon tons of it, unscarred by
axe or pike. Borak was not below. All
but the upper deck was sealed under
impenetrable thicknesses,

Three times he walked around the
ship, searching for a sign of Borak's
presence. Then he returned to what
had been the captain’s cabin-—and the
girl. He entered softly and found her
sleeping. Quietly he barred the door,
turned down the light until the room
was in half gloom, and arranged him-
self comfortably on a second cot. He
did not intend to sleep. He would
watch over her until she awoke. He
found himself listening now—listening
{or the sound of another step, another
veice.. The iron bar lay close to his
hand. Qutside he could hear the moan-
ing sweep of the Arctic wind, Apainst
the window bheat the fine shot of the
North. Strange sounds crept through
the frozen corpse of the ship, sounds
that were like living things-~haunting,
terrifying, filled with shivering ghostli-

. ness. These things—and Borak—were

what had driven her mad!
But the crew—where were the crew P

' STILL‘ asking himself that question,

Wainfield fell asleep. Vainly he
fought zpgainst exhaunstion. How long
he had - sfumbered he did not know,
when something slowly drew him back
into consciousness. It was not & sud-

- den awakening. . It was gentle, and in-

describably sweet.  Iven before he
opened his eyes he was trembling, half
believing, and yet with the feeling of
rising out of a dream. He opened his
eyes. The light.was turned a-little
higher. Something soft, and warm
clung about his neck, He tumed a
lttle, and his heart came up to choke
the cry on his lips. The girl had come
to him. She was kneeling beside his
cot, her arms about him, her head on
his breast, her glorious hair spread over
him'in a silken mantle, By her gentle
breathing he knew that she was asleep.
Little by liitle, through seconds that
overwhelmed him, he drew her arms
from about him and lifted back the ca-
ressing shimmer of her hair.- Tnch by -

"inch he freed himself, crept over the end
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~walls. - Chiefly they were hung witl

- of-the cot, and stood breathing like one ™
who had been long run. Teaderly he
rafsed her until she day-where he had |
lain- And then he stood and looked
down upon her. Like a child she had
come to him. Like a child she had
twined her arms about him, And likea
child she lay there now—sleeping. She
st{rrgd. I_-Icr arms reached out, as if ki
missing him.- Her lips moved, and he"
bent over. . C
“I thought—I heard—Rorak—" he:
heard her whisper. “I thought I heard -
Borak—at the door.” .
After that she was quiet. Francis
Wamﬁeld straightened. He seized the
iron bar and faced the door, through
which came {he low moaning of the
wind. ; o
“My God—if Borak would only”
come " he breathed. .

CHAPTER V

UT on the deck Wainfield stood "+
O for many minutes, listening to™ -

the strange sounds of the night’
and straining his ears to catch some-
thing that was human. He almost
wanted to shriek out Borak's name, to -*
¢ail upon him to come from out of the.
gloom and meet him there face to face.
His heart was filled with a mad passion
and his fingers gripped the iron bar like -
tensely drawn steel cords. In that mo-~.
ment he would have killed Borak with
out questioning.

Twice again he walled slowly around
the ship, wotchful and listening. After
that he reéntered the cabin, and softly
bolted the deor behind him. The girl
was still sleeping. She. had moved .’
slightly, so that her face was toward
him, and he could see the soft fullness:
of her lips and the gentle stir of a ten-
dril of hair moved by her breath.

He turned the light higher. Until
now he had not_examined the interior
of the cabin.. He had noticed a small-
stove, the two cots, and a table. His
eyes traveled slowly around the four,

garments—a man’s and a woman's. O
one of the walls was a large chart and 2
'Eair of binoculars, on ‘another a long:

arreled revolver rested in a rack. Ea




gerly he examined this. There were no
cartridges in the chamber, In one cor-
ner of the cabin was a heavy, copper-
‘ribbed chest. These things, three or

our chairs, and a litter of papers and
books on the table were all that met his
eyes. .

He went to the table. It was a mass-
ive oak affair, bolted to the ficor. Cne
by one be looked at the books and pa-
pers. The books were chiefly fiction,
The papers bore dates.more than three
years old. -

He pulled out the heavy drawer in
the table, and his eyes fell on 2 thick
pite of manuseript. . His heart beat
faster as he lifted jfout and saw that
the writing was ;‘% small, feminine
hand. He read th@frst words, which
were underscored—"The Diary of Rao
Broun, Daughter of Captoin Henry
Brewn, of the Whaling Ship Fortune,
Begus this Sewventh Day of May, Nine-
teen Flusdred and Nine? -

He dropped into a chair under the
light, and his hands trembled as they
clutched the precious manuseript. Here
at last was the story! In this he would
find at least a part of the terrible thing
that had happened. He began to read.
Swiftly his eyes ran over page after
page, the beginning of that wonderful
journey into "the land of the unknown,”
—a young girl's emotions, her anticipa-
tions and dreams, her wonder-thoughts
betrayed to paper. A hundred things
he raced over—storm and sunset, vi-
sions that came to her under the stars,
the passing of other ships, the first ice
and the first wild thrill that came with
the cry, “There she blows!” - And then
at last he came to the beginning of the
thing he was after, and as he read he
scarcely breathed.

As the terrible tragedy unfolded it-
self the writing became more and more

_¢hanged, until in places it was almosg,

Hlegible. Pen gave place to pencil, time,,
moved swiftly, and there were breaks .
"of days between the dates. For an hour * ingly to his. He led her back ingh the

Wainfield read, and the sweat stood out
:on his forehead. The last page fell from
his tense fingers., He staggered up from
bis chair and went to the door, and a
moaning ¢ry burst from his lips, a ery

. that was haif a laugh and half a sob.

He unbarred the door and went out,
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The cold wind strucle his bare head and
throat. The stars had gone out of the
sky. The dawn of another short day
was creeping up over the bleak edge of
the world to the south and east.

WAINFIELD had almost forgotten

how to pray. But strange words
formed themselves on his lips now a§
he faced that banner of hope in the dis-
tant sky. And then he heard a sound,
and turned about.

Rao stcod in the apen door, her won-
derful hair streaming about her in the
wind, her eyes shining, at first with fear,
and then wigh gladness when she saw it
was him. Before he moved she had
come to him, clinging close to his breast,
her lovely face lifted to him. Deep in
his soul Francis knew that in this hour
she was a creature of God, belonging
to Him alone—a soul fluttering with the
winds, helpless and sacred. ~And yet
what he did he knew just as surely was
neither sacrilege nor sin. His arms
closed about her. Her lips came to him,
and” the thrill of their first wonderful
kiss was like the sweet and exquisite
passion that was born in the red
blood of the first communion cup. . She
stroked his face gently,

“You did not let Borak come,” she
whispered. “I knew you would not let
Borak come.”

He took her face between his hands,
and looked steadily into her eyes.

“Listen, Rao,” he said slowly and
clearly. “Borak is dead. Do you un-~
derstand me? He is dead.”

TFor a moment shle looked at him-

strangely.

“Dead,” she repeated after hit. “Bo-
rak is dead” Iler eyes turned quest-
ingly about the ice-smothered ship.
“Borak is dead,” he heard her whis-
pering under her breath. “Borak is
dead.” i

“Yes, he is dead.”’

=

One of her little hands erept doubt-

cabin. It was so cold that her hastid was
like ice, and he could feel her.shivering.
IZe had noticed bits of kindling and a
scuftle of coal near the stove, :

“I will build a fire,” he said. “You.

sit here and watch me.” . :

Obediently as a child she sat dm;r‘n in’

the .chair he placed for ‘her. He be-
gan to whistle as he made preparations
for the fire. Her eyes were upon him,
watching him strangely. Never for an
instant did they leave him. Faer lips
were moving, and Francis knew that she |
wag whispering to herself over and over
again the words, “Borak is dead, Borak
is dead.” Tt was a long time since he
had whistled “Home, Sweet Home,"”
but he whistled it now with all the fer-
vor of the hope and gladness that was
in him, Was it his imagination, he won-
dered, or did he catch for a moment

" the glow of something awakening and
struggling in the blue depths of Rao’s

eyest Was it the spark of returning
reason that made her follow his every
movement so fixedly, as if she were
fighting to overcome a doubt? The
thought—the hope that this was so—
set him trembling. ~ He did nof disturb
her. He did not even look toward her
now. He whistled. The wood crackled
cheerily. He piled on coal, and the
quick-heating stove began to fill the
cabin with a ¢omfortable warmth.
‘Then, suddenly, he was seized with
lip-cramp. Hiz whistle became all at
once a pathetic wheeze, and he started
in to sing. ' His voice was filled with

. the choke of the ice. It was tuneless,

cracked, worse than the last dying
wheeze of his whistle, In spite of him-

_self the humor of the situation swept

upon him, and he longhed. . It was his
first laugh in many months. . He caught
himself, and. faced Rao.” Her eyes were
shimmering. Her lips were parted.
And then she, too, was loughing.

“Raol” he cried, holding out his arms
to her. “Raol” -

"CHAPTER VI

ITH the fluttering .timidness of

: a bird Rao came to him. In
that space of a sccond or two

Francis fought.back the desire to take

her close in his arms and kiss the lovely

mouth that was smiling at him for the
first time. He seized the hands that had
"crept again to his shoulders, and took
her to a chair close to the’table.” 'With
the, pages of the manuscript between his

" fingers he sat down facing her. . Again
‘the strange guesticning look was in her .

eyes. But he knew that the thing he
had seen in them a moment before conld
not have died. completely out, and I
drove straight to the heart of the trag
dy whose written pages he held out be
fore her as he spoke, L
“I have read this, Rao,” he said
struggling to speak naturally: “Bu
you have not finished it. What ha

pened after Borak died?”

For a moment she looked at hin
as if she had not heard. Then her lips
moved. :

“Borak—is dead?” ‘

“Yes—he died a long time ago, Rao
Don’t you remember that night he re<
turned to the ship without your father
and tried to hurt you in the cabin—thi
cabin? And how you fought, and cried
out for help? And how the dogs tha
loved you so—DBruno, and Thor, an
‘Woetan, and all the others—jumped ipon :
him and tore him to pieces before he
had harmed you? Don’t you remera-
ber, Rao? And how you dragged him
far out on the ice the next day, and cov-
ered him with snow? Where is Wotan,
Ran? Where is Bruno? Where is;
Thor? Deon't you know?"

The look in her eyes hurt him,  Bu
he knew that only through the tortur
of these things that had passed coul
she be awakened, and he drew a deep.
breath, and went on.  Now that he had’;
stirred something within her he went
back to the beginning of things—home,
the start from Buck's Harbor, the ﬁg'_s
days in the northern seas, and then win
ter. That first winter—the “winter o
deathI”  Almost line for line he wen
over what she had written, 1[_::aintmg fo
her vividly those weeks of helpless ter
ror inwhich all but herself and five'o
‘the ship’s crew had died of a strang

fever—a fever that was blindness, and.
madness and a mysterious thirst with
the thermometer at sixty below.

“And then one day the five that wer
left went out after fresh seal meat, and-
only Borak and your father came back.:
You remember that, Rao—how the i¢
split, and three were lost? One of thent
was little red-haired Duke, th’e boy wlhi
had a mother back at Buecl’s Harbor
Duke—little red-haired Dulke—you 'r

. member him, Rao?”’

Wainfield felt himself



girl's eyes were torturing him. Deeper -

and.deeper had grown that strange look
in them, the fight to understand spme-
thing which was not yet tangible, and
© yet something which seemned to filt her
confused bramn with 2 strange sense of
torment and suffering. 1
longer ‘moved.” She made no effort to
speak. Her eyes alone gave evidence
that she heard him and was struggling
to comprehend.  Never did they leave
his face, not once did their gaze falter
or grow less steady. He jumped to the
second winter—to Borak and her father,
And then just one Igfy, choking cry
broke from her lips, agfl for a moment
his heart stood sull,

He leancd forward, all the power of
bis will concentrated upon her.

“They went out one day to hunt—
Borak and your father. ‘And Borak
cume back alone, You remember that,
Rao? Dorak killed your father—and
came back alone. He wanted you, Rao.
He found you here—in this cabin. But
the dogs killed him-—Bruno—Thor—
Wotan, They were your dogs, and they
killed Borak. Where are they, Rao?
“Where 3s Bruno?  Where is Ther?
Where is Wotan? You have heen sick
a long time, and T have come to take
you home. We must take the dogs, tco
—the dogs that killed Borak. Rag~—
Rao--my God, de you rémember ?”

She was rising slowly from her chair,
and he rose with her, his {ace tense and
white as he waited. As pently as a child
she came to him, a ool that was wistful
and pleading in her eyes, and her arms
went up softly about him. ’ :

“"Borak is dead—and you have come
1o take me home,” she whispered, “Ho-
rak s dead—dead—and you are going
io take me home”

CThat was all. He canght her close in
his arms, and fron his heart there burst

. one great half-sobbing cry of grief as
he buried his face in the soft, loose

masses of her hair,

' morning in the cabin, days and
A weeks of a fight in which at-times
.+ Francis found himself battling for mas-
o tery of himself. From that hour, Rao

.

‘CHAPTER VII
AYS and weeks followed that
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Her lips no |

pletely that with the new and wonderful
Joy of his possession there was always
the sickening realization that he was ac-
cepting things which belonged to the
mind and soul of a child, It was her
faith in him, her complete assurance
that no harm could come to her with
him that seemed to breathe a kind of
sanctity into what he did. He made the
galley his sleeping quarters. Rao kept
her own. But each morning she would
come to him, put her arms up about his
neck, and pout up her mouth to be
kissed; and each night he went to his
cot with the warm, sweet thrill of her
lips flling him with the happiness that
was half pain,

Day and night were mcasured now
only by the passing of the hours. "The
last of day was gone, and the long night
had fallen in a vast and encompassing
pall. For half a mile ahout the ship—a
mile when the air was cold and crystal
clear—they lighted up the white world
to human vision. Beyond that shut-in
circle Wainfield could never see. This
fact troubled him and filled with unrest
the hours when he was conpelled to
sleep. He knew that Blake and his men
would be roaming the ice-fields. They
would travel close to the coast in search
of Eskimos. [If they stumbled upon the
ship, all would be lost unless he saw
them coming and was prepared.

There were no cartridges for the gun
and revolver, and one night—there was
still night and day by Francis’ watch—
Rao spoke of the “big white bears” that
had prowied about the ship, and Francis
knew that she had used the ammunition
to frighten them away, He was sure
there was plenty of ammunitior aboard,
and began to make a systematic ex-
ploration. By chopping down through
four feet of ice he found the hatches,
and a stair leading to the under-deck
forward. It was here he discovefid
the powder room. Captain Brown had
stocked it for emergencies. In it were
five o1, six tons of giant powder and dy-
namité, and several cases of cartridges.
A case of the latter Francis tool.

HE FELT more secure after this, '

Rao’s day and night he divided by
the hours.  She went to bed at nine, and

surrendered herself to him so com-

he knocked on her cabin door at six or
sever. They had dinner at twelve and
supper at six. He tried bard not to vary
this routine. -For himself there was
neither day mor night. The fear of
.Blake and his horde was ever present
with him, and he seldom closed his eyes
for more than an hour or so at a time,
He found that he required but little
sleep, and he tried to secure this as

w much as possible while Rao was awake,

If he felt his eyes growing heavy he
“would bundle Rao up thickly in furs
and fied a place for her on deck shel-
tered from the wind where she could
“watch for the big white bears.,” Then
he would sleep. And Rao would watch.
Francis did not rouse her fears, except
through the bears.

Fach day as the weeks passed, he saw
in her a slow and gradual change. At
least once every twenty-four hours he
repeated parts of the tragedy through
which she had lived. Constantly he was
painting pictures for her—pictures of
the things that had been.. As much as
he could he varied these, He talked of
Buck’s Harbor, Maine; of the dops,
little red-haired Duke, and a hundred
other things associated with the forgot-
ten story of the ship. Little by little he
could see that she was growing stronger,
She realized that her father was dead,
and that Borak had killed him. She
knew that Borak was gone, and that the

" "dogs had torn him to pieces. Again and
again Francis watched her as she strug-
gled to recalt what had happened to
Bruno and Wotan and Thor and their
team-mates, He knew what had hap-

_ pened, Weakened by hanger, they had

. wandered out over the ice and had died.
But he did not tell Rao this,’

‘ NO more joyous moment bad ever

come to him than that when-she

first called him Francis. Next to this
" was that other wonderful moment in the
cabin when for the first time her. low,
sweet voice joined him in “Home, Sw‘eet
Home.” After this it 21l came easier.
She sang with him always, and he be-

* gan to understand that their singmg
was thie medicine which God was send-
ing to clear her mind. The third week
-passed, dnd it seemed at times as though

his. heart would iburst with its fullness -

of hope and joy. She'was beginning to -
remember. The dawn of reason was al-
most at hand.

Then, during one of those hours in”
which he was sleeping, she saw the “big
white bear.” Her voice roused him at

the door and he rushed out, rifle in hand. .~ -

The huge beast was not far distant, a
whitish-gray blotch in the star-gloom.
Francis had realized the necessity for
fresh meat, but he had not gone forth
to hunt, fearing that the sound of a shot
might reach the ears of enemies prowl-
ing along the coast. He decided now to
take a chance. He firéd, and the bear
crumpled down in its tracks. Jn another
moment it was up, and moving swiftly
off into the white night. Twice again
Franeis fired, and he knew that at least
one of the two shots had struck.

Rao was breathing excitedly at his
side. He turned to her, Never had he
seen her face so white or her eyes so big
and darle. ‘

“I hit him, Rao!” he cried excitedly.
“T don’t believe he will get far away.
T'll go after him. You stay here, and
watch for mel”

He left her staring after kim, and ran
in the direction the wounded bear had
taken, slipping fresh cartridges into the
chamber of his rifle as he went. He
found the trail easily. Quite soon 1t
was spotted with blood.  The telltale
stains became larger and more frequent
as he proceceded. Yet at the end of a
quarter of an hour he had not come to
the bear. A little farther on he stopped
and looked back. The ship was out of
his vision, fully a mile behind him. - He
went on. Another quarter of an hour,
and he paused again. He Lad been run-
ning part of the time, and be knew that
it would take him more than half an
hour to return to the ship. The bear
was still traveling steadily away.

With growing uncasiness, he turned
back. He was afraid that he had al-
ready frightened .Rao by remaming
away so long, and he began to whistle
cheérily as the ice-shrouded ghost of
_the ship loomed up ahead of him. Rao
was not on deck to meet him, He went

to her cabin. It was empty. From the
cabin to the galley he rar::. T:lw, lgalle}'
'was empty. . He came out on deck.
“.m‘fRaoIl)"Yhe shouted. “Rao! Raol”
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He stood and listened for the answer
which did not come, and his heart beat
with a wild fear.

CHAPTER VIII

OT unti! he had searched twice
N from end to end of the ship, call-

ing her name a hundred times,
did Francis quité give up hope of find-
ing her aboard. At last he stood once
more in the galley, overwhelmed with a
sudden sickening dread.  Rao was gone.
During his absence@f less than an hour
and a half she had either wandered
away from the ship, or had been taken
from it. e could not believe that
Blake and his men had found her. In
that event they would have waited. He
felt certain that she had started out to
follow him and had become ost. It was
the fact that she had gone beyond the
reach of his voice that frightened him
most.  He had shouted—and she had
not answered.  Out on the vast open
spaces of the pelar ice she could die in
a few hours,

Remembering what  had happened
once before, he filled the pockets of his
ceat with ship's biscuits, and again went
on deck. A few hours Lefore a half
inch of fine snow had failen, but for a
long distance about the ship the wind
had swept the ice clear of it Believing
that his chief hope of finding Rao
quickly Jay in his picking up her trail
in this soft snow, he hurried swiftly
over the glare surface, Fifteen minutes
laler he had found her footprints, wan-
dering shoreward,

His breath came in a2 sobbing gasp of
relicf, and he began to trot over the
clearly defined trail. A little farther on
he stopped and shouted. Still there
was no answer. Frequenily he came to’

places where Rao had stopped, and he..

knew that she had paused to look about
. for him. Agsin and mgain he shouted
——a mile from the ship—a mile and a
half—and no answer came. Then he
saw something in the stariit snow that
froze him into silence and horror and
his heart was as dead as a chunk of lead”
within him, -

Other footprints had joined Rao'st
At first he thought they were a bear's.

Ther he saw that they were human,
Two men had seen the girl, or her trail,
and were creeping up behind her !

He ran now. A hundred yards far-
ther on he stopped again. Over a space
a dozen feet in diameter the snow was
beaten with tracks. There had been a
struggle. Here Rao had heen overtaken
and attacked. He found where she had
fallen, and where her long loose hair
had swept the snow. She had continued
to struggle as they had dragped her
away, A third man with dogs and

. sledge had joined the cthers a short dis-

tance ahead. From this point only the

trails of dogs and men led on.  Rao was

on the sledge! .

As he followed, his eyes searching the
gray gloom: ahead, something that was
more than fear sent the blood racing
through Wainfield's veins. These were
Blake’s men. Perhaps Blake himself
was one of the three. He had killed—
but never until now had he been filled
with the desire to kill. He was filled
with a consuming madness—to come
within reach of the two-legged beasts
who had laid their hands upon Rao, and
kill them:. They could not have gained
much of a start, and they would have no
time in which to harm Rao before he .
overtook them. FHe knew that he could
travel faster than Blake or any of his
men.  And they were only three!

.He snapped down the safety of his
rilfle as he ran. He had made up his
mind that when he saw them he would
leave the trail and in a sudden spurt
come out ahead of them. He would.lie
on his face until they were-near. Then
he would shoot them dpwn like so many
of the little red-eyed foxes that had
yapped at him along the shore. Now
and then he paused for an instant to
listen, hoping to hear the crack of a
whip or the sound of a voice,

Mile after mile dropped behind him

.and over the smooth spaces H& con-

tinued to run until he was panting for
breath, yet he seemed to gain nothing.
He was astonished at the speed which
the men ahead of him were making, At
the end of an hour the wind rattled in
his throat and his legs ached. He had
traveled six or seven miles in that time;
and the trail was still cold ahead of him,”

Francis had taken a pride in his physi~
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cal conditicn and power of endurance.
‘Was it possible that Blake or any three
of his men could beat him out?

He was about to urge himself on in a
final spurt when his foot struck against
something in the trail. He picked it up.
It was one of the short, keenly barbed

"spears carried by Eskimo hunters; and
. for a few moments he sat down in the

snow half laughing and half sobbing in
his joy. He did not fear the Eskimo.
At their village, which could not be far
distant, he would net only reclaim Rao
but would be able to secure dogs and
native guides to take them eastward to
the Coppermine. He went on, filled
with new hope, The fact that the na-
tive hunters had taken Rao forcefully
did not alarm him. He knew the ways
of the little brown men who had come
mnto contact with white men. They had
grown shrewd. In Rao they had seen
the strange madness. They would take
her to their village, care for her, and
when the white men came from the big
ghip which must be near, they would ex-
pect an ample reward for saving her
from death on the ice,

For another hour the trail hung to the
ice field. Then it swung shoreward and
up over the first rim of land. After a
little Francis heard what he thought

“was the yapping of distant foxes. A

few minutes later he knew that it was
the barking of dogs. Up over a snow-
hill he stumbled and ran, and down in
a cup of the land just beyond, close to a
frozen white finger that reached in from
the sea, he saw the Eskimo village, The
dogs greeted him as he went down.
From out of the half dozen ipgloos a
score of fur-clad figures crawled and
stared at him as he advanced. He hur-
ried to them, and they- gathered about
him in stolid silence. No word of their
usual greeting to the white man came -

-from their thick lips. Amazement shone
- in their dull faces, Something in the
‘strangeness of the situation made
" Francis grip the butt of his revolver.

¥e looked about for a sign of Rao. -

"He shouted her.name. If she had been

there she would have answered. But
there was no reply. “The circle of little

“brown men drew closer about him,
with another circle of women and chil- .

dren and dogs crowding in. from bhe-

hind, Then the chief man of the viliage

~came stowly from out of the circle, and *

spoke.

'FRANCIS recalled ail that he hz;d -:7

learned of the Eskimo tongue. It
was not a great deal, bu{ he made them
understand, It tock the chief man somé .
time jonger to make Francis under-
stand. . He led him to the largest igloo,
the entire population trailing behind
them, Beside this igloo was a pite of
something covered with skins. The
chief man drew away the skins, reveal-
ing a dozen sacks of four, bolts of cloth,
boxes of tobacco and canned goods, -
His method of telling. Trancis what -
had happened was painfully slow. But
at last it was clear. Strange white men .
had come to the village to buy Eskimo
wives for the winter., He showed Fran-
cis where they had gone through the
ceremony of the wedding dance. The
white men had paid well for their wives,
and were to pay more. This was be-
cause—just as the white men wera
about to depart—three of the chief’s
hunters had returned with a white girl,
The Big Man from the ship had claimed
her, and was going to send back much
more flour and tobacco. Evidently the
chief man thought that Francis shouid -
be happy that all had ended so well, and
that the white girl was safe with his
people. He faced his tribe, and at the -
swift clack of his tongue;, men and
women joined in a weird sort of. chant.
I this moment of his blackest despair:
Francis realized there was but one thing |~
to do. It would be impossible for him
to make the Eskimo understand the
situation, They believed that both he
and Rao belonged to Blake's ship. He
must fight alone.

He seized the chief man by the arm
and led him to where a team of six dogs
were already harnessed to* a sledge.
Then he placed his rifle on the snow and
lay beside it his stock of cartridges. He
pointed to the rifle and then to the dogs,
-signifying that he wanted to trade.
With a strange sort of cry the chief .

“clutched the rifle in his hands. His eyes:

burned exuitantly. Never had a white .
man offered him such a treasure as this,
The tribe clacked their amazement and -
joy. In that moment their chief had



SR

IN THE TENTACLES OF THE NORTH
almost touched the glass. He saw  her arms to him, confessing everything ™
rather than heard the sudden cry that -—that the love she had given him as a
fell from Rao's lips, and as Blake child was his as a woman’s, that through
turned to lock at the girl, he drew him- madness he had lived and was real.
self quickly back. Rao had staggered Her warm lips sought his in the star.
back against the wall, and now she was  glow that was now the soft sweet radi-
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become the richest and most powerful Three-fourths of the big cabin was
man in the world. within his vision. About the table

Five minutes later Francis was urg- were pathered Blake and his men. Blake
ing the team swiftly over Blake's trail. .was hammering the table with his fist,
His one weapost was a revolver. And and Francis could hear the low rumble

again his blood was running like fire
with a mad desire to kill. Above all
¢lse he knew that he must lose no time.
Rao was in the hands of men who
would laugh at her prayers for mercy.
They must not reach the ship ahead of
him. If anything shogid happen—if he
missed the trail on sﬁ'loth ice, or if the
dogs should balk at commands of a
new master, he would be too late to save
her. But the dogs cbeyed him, He en-
countered no glare ice,  Mile after mile
slipped away under the glow of the
stars. He fipured that probably Blake
bad a two hours’ start of him, = At the
end of three hours he Lknew that he
must be very close. :

Then from out of the pray gloom
ahead came a sound that drew him to a
. halt as_quickly as he could stop the
dogs. It was the whining yelp of a dog,
nipped by another or lashed with a
whip. Overturning his sledge, Francis
divided the team and leashed the dogs
to both ends of it, After that he ran on,
s revolver in his hand, Ahead of him
the ship grew slowly out of the night.
It was not more than a quarter of a
mife distant, and he approached it
swiftly. No sound greeted him. Even
the dogs were quiet in these moments
when his heart was pounding like 2
drum, and his ears were strained to
hear, He drew nearer, and saw a light.
It came from the window in the big
cabin where he and Van Horm had put
up their last fight, ‘

Clutching his revolver, he crept to-=

ward it.

CHAPTER IX

NDER the window was an up-

g i heaved mass of ice! By crawl-

ing up this he could look in at

the window and stiil be far enough
away from it'not to be seen from with-
in. He heard voices—excited voices—
_but could net distinguish words. A me-
ment later he was staring upon 2 scene
that"drew a 'sharp breath from between

his tightly closed teeth. '

of his voice. In a group at one side,
gazing -upon their white masters with
dumb and wondering eyes, were the
young Eskimeo women. There were six.
They had not yet cast off their fur gar-
ments. Some one moved from behind
them, and for*the first time he saw Rao,
She was facing him, and beyend the
men gathered about the table.  She had
threwn her hair back, and as she list~
ened to what the men were saying
Francis saw in her something that he
had never seen before, . She was not
cringing, She was not afraid. Her
eyes blazed. He could see her quick and
passionate breathing and her tightly
clenched little hands. She seemed taller,
In her face, her eyes, and the poise of
her body there was a new 2nd wonder-
ful thing that thrilled him until he no
longer saw the others in the room, but
onty her, It was reason.. At last the
miracle had happened. Rao was no
longer mad!

He wanted to shriek out her name,
and with that cry send the bullets in his
revolver crashing in among the men

- about the table.. He controlicd him-

self, and looked at them again, The
were §ix {o one, and all were armed.
They were bending over the table. He

" leaned a little nearer the window, and

saw that the bhuge black was shaking
dice from a box. He saw Creele the
Swede shake the same dice. And then,
horror-stricken, his eyes turned again
to Rao. She was leaning forward, her
clenched hands pressed apainst her
breast. In that moment Francis under-
-stood, and slowly ke raised his revpiver.
Blake and his men were shaking®dice
for Raol

Another instant and the mad heat in
his, brain would have made him fire.
But Rao had taken z single step for-

.ward, - She was locking over _the:
hunched shoulders of the men—straight -
at the window. Her eyes were big and’

‘staring. Her lips had parted, TFor no
more than a fash Francis took the des-

perate chance. He threw baclc his fur’

hood and leaned forward until hisl fac;

4 ‘%:r
-
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looking awasy from the window. She
had seen him! She had recognized
him! And she was hiding her dis-
covery from the men!

IT WAS Blake who shook the dice last,

And from the triumphant ery that
came from his lips and the sullen quiet
of the others Francis knew that Blake
had won. The chief of the mutineers
tarned toward Rao, and for a moment
she was hidden frem Francis' vision.
When he saw her again she was strug-
gling in Blake’s arms. Even then her
cyes were turned toward the window,
and in them he saw more than an ap-

peal. It was a warning, - Blake was:

dragging her to the door. He turned
and said something to the other men,
but Francis did not wait to see what

happened after that, or try to hear. He-

knew that Blake was about to take Rao
to his own cabin! .

Swiftly and silently he climbed up
over the rail of the ship, and concealed
himself in the shadow of the deck-
house. He heard the door open, He
heard Blake's thick, exultant voice, the
grumble of others, and then the door
closed. Blake’s steps were heavy and
unsteady, and he was mumbling some-
thing in his beard. He passed within
three steps of Francis, partly carrying
and partly dragging Rao. She hung
limply, as if wnconscious. But as he
crept up behind the man, Franeis saw a
pair of wide-open glorious eyes gazing
straight at him through-the night-gioom.
With a dull thud his heavy revolver
came down upen Blake's head and with
a Jow cry the mutineer crumpled down
in his tracks, Another moment and
Rao was at his side—panting, alive,
unhurt. :

Neither uttered a word, With her

" hand in his, they ran to the edge of the

ship’ and slipped down upon the ice,

Not until they had reached the dogs did
they stop. “And then, sobbing for

breath, Rao stood back a.step and

Jooked at Francis,  She. reached. out. that he. could hold his own, single-

ance of a paradise. For a space they
were in each other’s arms, the .wild
throbbing of their hearts speaking what
their lips did not attempt to utter, :
And then suddenly a tense shudder’
passed through them, and they listened.
Men's voices came through the night--
blaspheming, wondering, excited voices, '
and Francis sprang to.the sledge and

-the waiting dogs.

CHAPTER X
EREE and with the endless spaces

of the open ahead of him, and his - ' .

heart tumultuous with the joy of
knowing that Rao’s mind had come
from out of darkness, Francis felt like
shouting back defiance to his enemies
as the dogs straightened in their traces
and sped like a gray streak into the
south and east. Yet in spite of this
feeling he knew that the real fight was
still to come. He believed that he had

- only stunned Blake. Even though Blake

and His men might not run too des-

perate risks for possessiod of Rao,

Francis knew that they could not afford

to let him live. As the witness of their -
crimes they would regard him as a

deadly menace. They were six to one.

Against those odds he felt confident of

winning if he and Rao could reach their

own ship first.

_The thought came to Francis that he
might return to the Eskimo village, ex~
plain as much as possible what had hap-
pened, and ask for assistance. In the ~
next breath he realized ihe utter hope-
lessness of this. The Fskimos were
now bound to Blake and his horde by
the marriage sale of their women.
Their words of fealty and friendship’
had been cemented by the wild rites of -
the tribe, and as these {acts impressed. |
themselves more and more upon him a
deeper and more disturbing anxiety
overshadowed his {ear of the mutineers
themselves. Against them he was sure




Ahe door had closed behind her,

handed. But what if Blake should go
to the Eskimos and urge them to join
him? Could he Aght twenty instead of
six? .

He said nothing of this to Rao,
Three times in the fight to the ship he
stopped the dogs, and Rao stoed close-
held in his arms as they looked back
through the night and listened. And
each time that he.replaced her on the
sledge she held ap her lips to him, and
the warm thrill of her kiss gave him
fresh strength and coprage. ¥e had
been traveling sixtem%ours when at
Iast they saw the wiite and ghostly
fabric of the ship ahead of them. He
had taken no rest. He had forgotten
even to nibble at the hard biscuits in his
pockets. His legs were filled with an
excruciating ache. T

Not until they stood once more in
the ship’s cabin, and the lamp was
lighted, did Rao see what he had passed
through. With a little cry she ran to
him, and stroked his face, and sobbed
things that he would never forget as
Jong as he lived. She pulled off his
thick eoat and hoed and made him sit
down. He obeyed her without a pro-
test. All at once his strength seemed to
have gene from him. Strange lights
flashed before his eyes, and for a few
moments it seemed as though he must
lie down and steep. He heard Rao say-
ing that she was going to the galley
and would return in 2 few minutes with
food and hot drink. She was gone.

He roused himself and turned to call
her.  But she had gone swiftly, and
Twice
before he had experienced this curions
stupor of utter exhanstion. The first
time it had been after a bear hunt with
Van Mom. The second time it had fol-
lowed twenty-four hours without food
on an exploratory trip.  He was
ashamed of himself now, and he rose to
his feet. Rao—the girl-—had gone to
build a fire and prepare foodl He
laughed at thé idea, and flung open the
door. He stopped, and stared. Ten
feet away stood Rao. She was facing
the direction” from which they had
come, looking out into the night with
wide-open, terrified eyes. He heard
what she had heard—the yapping of
dogs far out on the icel
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#ammunition

“They -are coming!” she moaned.
“Francis ~ Francis — they are com-
ing1” ‘

Instantly the old fighting blood was
surging through his veins again. He
fairly dragped Rao baclk into the cabin.

“T didn't expect them—quite 30
soon,” he said, fighting to speak calmly.
“I traded my rifle for the dogs, Rao.
‘We must find another in the ammuni-
tion room. There surely are others.”
He was pulting on her coat and hood
as he spoke, He secured the lantern,
angd led her on deck again.

“Stand here—and watch,” he said.
“If they come near—if you can make
them out plainly on the ice, run to the
ammunition hoid and call for.me.”

He did not wait for her answer but
darted forward. A minute later he was
in the .ammunition room, the lighted
jantern held abe~~4is head. Among
the canisters of powder and cases of
explosives he searched for a box thal
might contain rifies. He did not expect
to nd them. He believed if there had
been other guns he would have found
them in the cabins. It was not likely
that there had been more than two of
three aboard the whaler and these had
been lost with the murdered captain
and other members of the crew, He
had spoken to Rao.of guns, but it was
another thing that had brought him te
the ammuniten room. Thonght of the
Eskimo had given him his inspiration,
and now le set to work like a madman.
Canister after canister of the powdet
he spilled out upon the floor. From
other canisters he too
He stove in the head of a keg of glant
powder and rolled the keg among the
cases of dynamite. In ten minutes the
rcom wanted only the
touch of a spark to send the ship into
eternity.  On the steps of the short
stair he heaped the powder, and Fhen
he climbed to the deck he carried a full
canister with him.

Rao was wheye he had left her. In
a moment he was at her side.

I saw them—once,” she whispered,
clutching his arm.

out there—behind that mass of icel”
“T have a plan,” he told her swiftly.
“It 15 the only thing that can save us--—

off the caps. -

“Only for an io-;
stant, and they disappeared. They are

.

now. Tazke this—and don’t fire unless
they are very close.” He.thrast his re-
volver into her hand. “If they give us
five minutes more we are saved

E ran back to where he had left
the canister. From the ammuni-
tion-room ‘stair to the side of the ship
he left a thin black trail of powder.
Over the side of the ship, where the.ice

- % ghelved down from the rail, he left that

.same trail. Yard by yard he worked
his way to smooth ice. Then he went
faster, beading for an unheaved mass
two hundred yards away., Ile had
reached it, and had thrown down the
empty canister, when from the ship
came the rapid Are of Rao’s revolver.
Like the wind .he sped back. He saw
Rao gt the rail, and shouted. " In an-
other moment she was coming toward
him. He did not stop to question her
when they met. With her hand in his,
he turned and ran back to the upheaved
mass of ice. Iere he dragged her
down until she was on her knees, star-
ing into his face as if he bad gone mad.
He pointed back to the ship.

“My God—ijust in time!”:she heard
him breathe,

A dark figure had appeared on the
deck, It was followed by a second, a
thitd—four—five—and then a sixth.

“Blake is there,” she heard him say-
in%:I “Blake—and all his gang—"'

e was fumbling in his pocket, and
she saw that what he brought forth was
a package-of matches, Then her eyes
caught the oily glitter of the little black
“frail at their feet. She.leaned forward,

o her fingers touched it, and a low cry

“ broke from her lips as she turned to
him and “caught his arm. She under-
stood now what he had done—what he
was going to do, and suddenly she
buried her face in hier hands.

“God—means—that it should hap-
pen.” He spoke close to her ear. “It's
our one chance—our last | ’

She did not hear the low hiss of the
Jighted match. Waiching the moving
fgures Francis waited, the tiny flame
sheltered in the cup of his hands. TFor
himself alone he would not-have done

_ ~what he was about to do now, ‘Single-

-powder.
" nearer the point of flame came to the

.sudden sputter, a streak of lightning- .,

handed he would have féﬁght, and died. -
It' was for Rao that he must touch the -
He leaned over.  Nearer and

thin black trail. And then there was a

fire over the ice, and Francis caught .

Rao's head close against his breast, .-
- smathering her in his coat, burying his’

own face in the thick masses of her .
hair.
them. Explosion followed explosion.-
The night turned darl, and the stars
were shut out by a terrible pall.! Under
the shelter of the upheaved ice he

" crushed Rao’s body, covering it with

his own, while about them cyashed 2n
avalanche of ice and timber. When it
was over he lifted Rao, and looked.
From where the ship had.been, the
black pail was slowly lifting. There

was no longer a ship.
A with meore than scentific; inter-
est . the reports of Professor -
John McTeague, who had gone into the
north for the Smithsonian Instituge, It
was mot scientific data that made him
the most fallked about explorer. in
America. With a great deal of detail
ke told of a terrific explosion which he
and his party had heard south and east
of Franklin Bay. They had traveled
fifty miles to investigate, and by &
miracle of chance had come upon & .
man and woman wandering over the ice,
almost dead of exhaustion, It was the
wonderful story of this man and
woman on which McTeague's name
rode to fame. At about this time Fran-
cis and Rao were not much interested..
They had been married by the Bishop
of Yukon, and somewhere .up in the
New Hampshire hills something had
happened which made newspaper and
magazine talk of small account. After
mature deliberation, father and-mother

CHAPTER X1
YEAR later the world read

named him Franeis Brown Van Hom -

McTeague Wainfield  He weighs
ten pounds, .and will probably. live
‘through it. L
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The frozen world rocked under ™™
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