The door opened, and Jacqueline
stood outlined against the sum-
mer day, with the gray old trader
behind her. From his cot in the
coolness of the shadow, Pierre
looked upon the woman he loved

J AC
A Story

S a matter of fact, Pierre Thie-
bout was too much a child of
nature to be afraid of death.
To him death was in reality a

curious phase of life. It had always inter-
ested him. And now that he was face to
face with it and hemmed in by it, he saw
in the approach of his own end a grandeur
that thrilled him even more than its terri-
fying aspect appalled him.

He had reached the crest of a ridge on
which the green timber grew thinly,
scarcely screening his vision of what lay
nnder him. It was like looking down into
a vast cauldron twisting with flame and
smoke. It was his world—afire; until
only a short time ago his paradise, a world
of wonderful forest and streams, and of the
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wild things. And now, as he looked at
it with eyes that stared a bit wildly out
of 4 face that was blackened by smoke
and flame, it came to him that this was a
fitting end of it all, and of him. It wasa
world blasted, as his own happiness had
been blasted, and it seemed to him that
there was something of comradeship and
of sympathy in the moaning roar of it
that came to his ears. And there seemed
also to come with it the sobbing whisper

of a name—*Jacqueline—Jacqueline!”

I N E

He cpvered his eyes for a bit that he

-might see better. He had made a tremen-

dous fight to escape and had failed. To
the waist he was naked. His flesh was
seared and scarred. His hair was singed.
1is hoots were burned from his feet. But
he had saved the sight of his eyes, and he
uncovered them again to lose nothing of
the spectacle. He could make out hittle
that was definite now. Southward, hidden
under a dense pall of resinous smoie, the
fre was sweeping like a race-horse through
the dense spruce forest. The sound of it
was like the steady and cavernous roar
of a cataract, and the heat of it was like -
the heat that comes through the open door

of a furnace and increasing steadily. There
was no hope in that direction. Tl':;gre was



L gt iy g

" gainst a wall of flame.
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5 fope to the west and the north. And
stward he had fought his losing fight
S0 he stood, the
center of the conflagration about him,
prepared to die. And with this prepared-
ness there rose in him a sort of exultation.
Down there, scarcely a quarter of a mile
distant, was O'Connor’s cabin, and in that
cabin lay O°Connor himself, helpless in the
face of death. (’Connor would die with
him. And O’Connor was the one man in
the world he had ever learned to hate.

It was, after all, clearly a matter of
natural ethics in Pierre Thiebout’s under-
standing of things. Since an hour ago,
“when he had lost his fight against it, the
fre had ceased to be his enemy. This was
because of Plerre’s superstitions and be-
liets. For him the forests and lakes and
streams that had been his home for twenty
years were possessed  of animate souls.
They had lived with him and for him, and
were of the fber of his being. They had
given him happiness and had exulted with
lhim in that happiness. And they had seen
that happiness torn from him. Now they
had risen in the wrath of a mighty God to

- avenge him. For O'Connor, the govern-

ment map-maker, would die.

“1 wish there was no smoke down
there,” mumbled Plerre a little thickly.
“ Par les mille cornes du diable, but it would
be fine to see the walls fall in, and the flames
fick him up!”’

E was net a man of hatred, this Pierre
Thiebout. But the worm of it was in

his brain now, working with the vicious ex-
altation of an adder. Possibly it was be-
cause of the smoke in his lungs, or the hurt
on his Sorehead, or both. His mind, like the:
fire, had begun to twist in a curious tor-
ment, and all the time there ran through
it that whispering, insistent call of “Jac-
queline—Jacqueline—" He dropped be-
hind a big rock which shielded him from
the death-waves of heat that came from
the south. Again he covered his eyes, and
for a few roments his life seemed depart-
ing from him on a sea of engulfing dizzi-
ness. It was not an unpiéasant change.
1t took him back a matter of twenty years.
Winter! He saw it vividly again, that
winter day of almost twenty years ago,
when, whipped by storm and starved until
he was about to die, he stumbled -upon
Gaston Rouget’s cabin, It was then that
he first heard that wonderful name, called
by the nian who fiad half carried him in
{rom theédge of the timber. The doot
opened, and she stood there, with the sun
that had followed the storm shining upon
her. He was only nine then. He believed

in the chasse-galéie that rode through the

skies, and in the few-follel and the loup-
goror, snd also in the little fairies that
lLived in the foresis to bring good luck to
the people of St. Jean Raptiste—and it

‘was small- worder he thought she was an.
ange He had never seen anything, even:
in his dreams, like this Jacqueline! Gas--

angel.

ton Rouget's cry had’ brought her to the
door with s brush in her hand and her
wonderful hair streaming about her.
There in the sunlight it was a dazzling
glory. He had’ looked up at her out of
cves dulled by the nearness of death and
had whispered in his adorstion,  Lange!”

“Tt is Pierre Thichout's boy,” he heard
Gaston say. ' He has come down & good
seventy miles through the storm.  Some-

Jacqueline

Ves, to be sure, something had hap-
pened—and he tried to tell them about it,
that his father and mother had died of the
plague, and that for ten days he had been
fighting for his life in the forests. DBut
when the woman bent over him, and he
saw the shine in her eyes and felt the touch
of her hands and the soft smother of her
hair he had murmured again, “ Llange!™

Tt was curious how vividly it came back
to him there beside the rock, with the
forests roaring about him, and the dark
pit of .smoke hiding Bucky O'Connot's
cabin. Jacqueline the wife and mother,
and in the cradle the little Jacaueline!
Nineteen"_\-‘ears ago, to be exact—nineteen
years lacking 2 month. Moen Dien, but it
seemed only yesterday or the day before:
No, it was impossible that the years had
passed. He was back there again, listen-
ing to those arst crooning gurgles of com-
radeship from that wonderful little pink-
and.white creature in the cradle. And
then he was playing with her in the forest,
and toting her on his shoulders, and twin-
ing her soft hair with the red bakiteesh
herries and blueflowers, and worshiping
her each hour, and day, and year as she
grew taller, and slimmer, and more beau-
tiful. *‘Oo-ee, ]acqueline——]acqueline—*"
~ The name smote his brain. It roused
him, and he opened his eyes again and
looked down into the vailey where the
smoke hung in a wall between him and
O'Connor’s cabin. He gripped hard at
himself once more and rose o his feet
beside the rock. 3Still he was dizzy., And
then o stupendous thing happened. Above
the roliing thunder of the fire that was
sweeping in the deeper forests there came
faintly to his ears & sound. It was far
away at first, the tinkle, tinkle, tinkle of
s belt! As he stood there, swaying, it
came nearer ang nearer, and yet it grew
no louder; and at last it passed straight
over his head, as though carried hy wings,
and then died away slowly. A cry rose to
his cracked lips. His heart leaped into his
throat, and he stretched up his naked,
bleeding arms and tried to prayv before
the sound of the bell was quite gone. In
him the kabitant’s blood ran ted and
strong, its superstitions its heliefs, its
simple faith in the good and the beantiful.
Perhaps he heard the bell because ever
since he had failed in his fight against the
wall of fire he had been listening for it
and expecting it. He knew that it would

come belore death, unless his soul was

condemned, and now, with his arms reach-
ing up, he cried out, ‘

"% Clest te bon Disu qui passe—it is God
Himself who is passing!” - -

HE ‘hought gave him strength. In him

hatred died out. He drew in a great
gasp of air in the shelter of the rock and
made his way slowly and painfully down
into the valley. Over him he felt, the spirit
of 2 henediction. He found his way to
O'Connor’s cabin, and cntering it, he said
to the stricken man therer “1 have heard
the bell in the skies, m’sien. We are very
soon going to die.” -
O'Connor was not the man he had
kinown lwo years ago. He was not the
O'Connor he had so nearly whipped to
death that last aftetnoon over at Norway
Mission, where the two _]m‘qudiiws_:md
Gaston Rouget still lived,  He was almost
dead now. The tire would not have much
L aiote nlsn it reached the cabin, His

gyes were sunken by the fever in which
Pierre had found him yesterday. His face
was covered With a scraggy beard. He
had probably been sick a week when
Pierre came, and he was rolling and twist-
ing in detirium. The delirium had passed
early in the morning of this day, and it
was now mid-afternoon. In that interval
he had recognized Pierre Thiebout, and
his eves had glared like the reddish eves
of a husky in that recognition and in the
deathless hatred that had come with it.
Pierre could have kifled him easily theén,
hut he had kept his hands off. 1t had
been a struggle. ©'Connor was staring
at him ith those same red eyes now. but
Pierre believed that his mind had crumbied
again since morning and that perhaps he
dic! not recognize him, blackened and torn
as he was. The man had cringed back 'n
his bunk with his shoulders to the .rall,
like a jackal preparing to ward off an
attack.

«Ve are going to die, m'sien,” Pierre
repeated gently through- his cracked lips.
“Listen!”

He had left the door of the cabin open
and could hear distinctly that distant,
cataract-like coar of the fire. In hali an
hour at the most it would sweep over them,
(Y’Cennor’s hand was fumbling stealthily
under the blankets of his bunk. Pierre did
not sce. He had dropped into a chair
heside the table, and for a few moments
his head sagged into the crook of his naked
arms.  His eyes closed, but his brain held
vividly the vision of Bucky O’Connor as
he cringed there against the cabin wall
like a jackal at bay.

ITH cienched hands he was fighting

the old fight over again. Two years
ago—Mon Diew. how tzfl and slim and
beautiful Jacqueline had grown in those
seventeen vears since he had stared up into

the face of the older ange in the doorway of -

Gaston Rouget’s cabin! And all those years
she had belonged to hims, and he had
dreamed of the day when they would go
hand in hand to the Missioner, and she
would give herself to him forever, just as
the older ange had given herself to Gaston
Rouget. e could see heras vividly now as
though he had left her only yesterday—and
two years had been an eternity for him!
Oui, it had beena paradise until O’Connor

_came. Under his burned hands he could

feel again the thrill of the great soft braids
he had loved to fondle; her dark eyes

‘glowed at him, her lips were held up to

him, red as crushed hakneesh berries——and

‘out of his soul rose a sobbing, stiling cry.

O'Connor heard that cry, just as his fum-
bling fingers clutched at something cold
and hard under his blanket. = His eyes
glared redder 25 he stared at the bowed
head of Pierre Thiebout. .

Oui. it had been 2 paradise— And
then O’Connor! He would have killed a
man if he had told him that such a thing
could have happened with his Jacqueline.
Had he not been the onty manin ihe world
except her father to kiss her lips, and
stroke her hair, and hobd her shining head
on his breast? Had not God given her to
hiin?  And the forests, and all the spirits
that were in the forests? Yes, he would
fve kitled a man had he dared to suggest
that such a monstrous thing could have
happened! And  wyet, happen it _did.
(' Connor, sleek, clever of tomgue, [eesh
from the government offices at Quaww—




It did not occur to Pierre, in this last mighty effort against death, that he might let O’Connor slip from
his back and win out alone. O'Cornor had become a part of him., His limp head bobbed on Pierre
Thiebout’s chest. Eis long arms hung down, and his feet were free of the fire in which Pierre’s were laying
themselves open to the raw flesh. But at last Plerre came to the river with O'Connor still on his back
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“through his shag of beard.

i llirtation—Jacqueline’s laughing eyes
it last afternoon when she saw that
Nis sou! had gone dead within him—and
then O'Connor's taunt in the edge of the
forest, and the fight—

Ventre saint gris, but it had been a tre-
mendous fight! Ouf, O’Connor had surely
been a man if he was a scoundrel, and he
had fought like a tiger. But he had gone
down at last. He, Pierre Thiebout, might
have kitled him easily after that, But he
had let- him live. That night he went to
the Post, an hour before Jacqueline learned
of the fight. The next day O’Connor fol-
lowed him there and showed him what
Jacqueline had written on 2 white sheet
of paper. The note was for O'Connor
himself, and in it his Jacqueline, Fange
of all his “hopes and all his prayers,
had said that she hated Pierre Thie-
bout and that she never wanted to see
him again. The words rang through his
head now:

“Why did you fight him? Couldn’t you
ses?  Couldn’t you understand? I hate
him. I never want to see him again. Ke
sakehet, it is you I love. Without

. Jacqueline

and suddenly he feli back on his blankets
with a stified groan.

“ Keshwao,” said Pierre to himself,
breathing the word with awe, and staring
still harder.. “Yes, it is the madness. He
does not know that I am Pierre Thiebout.
Mon Dien. it is strange! Why is he here
alone? Why is he sick—alone? Why is it
that Jacqueline—" ’

He choked himsell off short. All the
way from Quebec he had come with a set
heart, to lock upon the old streams and
forests he had loved, to be with them for
a little while alone, to grieve in his home-
gickness and his heart-break without a
soul knowing that he was there, and to
still his cars if he could against the sound
of Jacqueline’s name. And now he was
asking himseli over and over again why
it was ©'Connor that he should meet first,
and why it was that the fire should trap
then together, so that they might die
looking into each other’s faces? It was
strange. : ’

e went to the door and gazed out into
the pit of fir-gloom. A cooler draft of air

k=l

was lifting a bit. The air was still cooler.
Tt filled his parched lungs, and his blood
was fired by a new strength. Off there, in
the face of that pocket of wind, there was
hope. If he could fight his way a mile to
the northward before the wind - changed
again, it meant life for him! Over the
charred country, perhaps through flames,
he must fight his way to the Rifle River.
There was a chance now—a big chance.
As the thought filled him, there came
a moaning cry from O’Connor. He turned
about suddenly. 'Connor had crawled
from his bunk and had reached. the table.
The light from the door fell in his face as
he leaned across it. IF there had been a
doubt in Pierre’s mind, it was gone now.
Tt was written there as clearly as though
the Host had spoken it in Pierre Thiebout’s
ears—madness. There swepl over him
a1l at once the new and overwhelming sig-
nificance of the bells he had heard passing
in the sky. They had meant—not death,
but life. They had come, not as & message,
but as a command. O'Connor, sane and
in his strength, he might have killed. But
O’ Connor with his mind stricken he

must save. It wasa part of his faith.

Yes, those were her words, signed
by her name, and written to 0’Con-
nor in the queer little scrawling
hand she had learned at the mission
school over at Norway House. There
was only one thing for him to do
alter that. He went away. Even
to. the factor at Lac Bain he said
nothing of where he was going. Two
years — Montreal — old Quebec —
and then—

A roar filled the cabin, and out of
hiz hali stupor Pierre Thiebout
sprang to bis feet and faced O’'Con-
nor. The reveiver in (FConnor’s
hand was still smoking, and before
he could move, the sick man fired
again, and Pierre heard the hissing
spit of the bullet close to his ear.
O'Connor’s  teeth were snarling
Again
he was that venomous beast of two
years ago in the edge of the forest.
Tn ap instant Plerre was at him,
one of his hands clutching at his
throat and the other fghting to
break the wrist that held the re-
volver. The weapon fell to the floor,
and Pierre flung the fever-stricken
man back against the wall.

“you would kill, m'siew—even
now!” he panted. His hands were
clenched, and his body trembled
with the desire to take O'Connor’s
life. *It is I—I who should kill.”
he cried chokingly. “Oui, I should
kill because you have sent me
through two years of hell Now
that I have come back, just to hide
for a little while in the old forests,

you I should want to die.” [
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A SONG

’ By Claudia Cranston

I must make my mourning
Over into song;

To the one who left me
Mourning would be wrong,
Mourning would be wrong..

Work must be my grieving,
Smiles the only sign;

Weeping were unworthy
Such a loss as mine,
Such a loss as niine.

Work must be ray worship,
Cheerfulness my prayers;
Less would be unfaithful
To the one who dares,
To the one who dares.

Spirit his to chide me
Were my laughter fled,

Though I found his body
Lying with the dead,
Lying with the dead.

Work must be my grieving,
Love must hide my loss,

Stifl my tips be smiling
When they kiss the Cross,
When—they kiss—the Cross.

—

To let him die in that sickness with-
out an efort to save him would
mean the eternal sacrifice of his own
soul. It was, after all, the simple
code of the forest children of St.
Jean Baptiste.

He approached (¥Connor slowly.
“There is a chance, #'sien,” he said,
forcing himself to speak as though
the other were in his right mind and
could understand. *“There has come
a break in the Are. If we are lucky,
we may force our way, through it to
the Ritie River.” :

e drew nearcr, and a look of
deadly malevolence came into O’ Con-
nor's face. His lips drew back ina
snarl, and his hands clenched the
edge of the table. In thaf moment
O'Connor, with his brain unbal-
anced, must have recognized Pierre
Thiebout. ¥et even then Pierre
was uncertain, and there was not
time to lose. He sprang to O’Con-
not’s side and caught him by the
arm, and the next instant (¥ Connor
was fghting him like a cornered
beast. After a few moments of
struggle with the sick man, Pierre
Lknew there was but one way. He
watched for the right opportunity
and struck just once. The blow
caught O'Connor on the jaw, and
his body sagged. It was 'scarcely
over before Pierre. Thiebout was
staggering out through the cabin
door, his shoulders bent under the
inanimate weight of the man who
had destroyed his world for him.

e

He struck straight out for the rift

it is you I come upon first. [ should

have killed you yesterday, when the fever
blinded you and you did not know it was
Pierre Thichout who put water to your
lips. By the great God, T should kill you
now! . But T have heard the bells—we are
going to die together.”

He picked up the revolver and stared
at (’Connor.
ment’s recognition in the sick man’s face,
it was gone now. Yes, he was positive.
O'Conner did not know that he was Plerre
Thicbout. The madness of the fever was

in his red eyes. His hands were twisting,

If there had been a mo-

than he had felt in hours struck him in
the face. It was a moment or two before
the significance of it sank into his being.
The wind had changed! Even as he had
staggered down from the crest of the sum-
mit to O’Connor’s cabin his unseen gods
of the forcsts had been performing this
miracle for him. The wind was coming
now straight out of the north and east.
His swollen lips failed to articulate the
cry that rose out of his chest. He listened,
and the surging roar of the fire to the south
was less distinct. ‘Northward the smoke

in the pall of smoke that hung to the
northward, Half an hour before, it had
been a wall of fire. With O’Connor hung
over his shoulder like a huge sack of grain,
he made his way around the foot of the
ridge that had until now saved the “cup,”
in which the cabin was situated, from utter
devastation. His hali-naked feet struck
the smoldering ash, Hot air entered his
nostrils again, and for a moment OF two
he dropped back and rested against a huge
rock to relieve himself partially of O’'Con-
nor’s weight. He could no longer feel the
cool air that had {(Continued on page 126)
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}It was O'Connor's cance. :
| waist~deep in the water, and brought it back

come with the sidden change of the wind, and
as he leaned against the rock it seemned to him
that the roaring behind him was more distinct.

With a deep breath he charged forth into
the seared lane of the fire. He could see very
little. Under his feet the ash and litter of the
flames lay thick, while ahead of him the gray-

tain. TFwice since morning he had made this
same fight, and twice ke had been driven back.
He knew that this was the last chance, and
he knew that he would not come back again.
He would win or die. He mumbled that fact
to himself as he stagzered on. His hali-naked
fect fell again and again inte pits of ash-
covered fire, and at last only cne long, moan-
ing sound came from hetween his lips. The
air he gasped into his lungs grew hotter. His
brain reeled. Twice in a hundred yards he

Talmost fell face downward with O’Connor.

The second time he saved himself by putting
out his hand to a burning stub. It did not
occur fo him, in this last mighty effort against
death, that he might let O'Connor slip from
his hack and win out alene. 0O'Connor had
become a part of him. His limp head bobbed
on Pierre Thiebout’s chest. His long arms
hung down, and his feet were {ree of the fire
in which Pierre’s were laying themseives open
tc the raw flegh.

IT was destined never to be fold by Pierre
how at last he came to the river with O'Con-
not still on his back. When he came back to a
dim sort of realization of what had happened,
he was lying with only his head out of water,
and a dozen feet from him O'Connor was
squatted Tndian fashion on a white sand-har,
mad with his fever, but quiet. When Pierre
opened his-eyes, it was as if a knife had slit
them open, and he saw O’Connor’s terrible
face grinning at him and then laughing out-
right. He raised himself and looked about.
The bar was in the middle of the river. The
air was thick with smoke, and on both sides
of them there was a deep and steady roar of
flames. Almost within reach of Pierre’s hand
was a porcupine rolled up into a round, fright-
ened ball. A little beyond that was another
and still another. The bar was literally pep-
pered with porcupines rolled into round balls
and with red, staring eyes. All at once 1t
struck Plerre as being {remendously funny——the
fire, mad Q’Connor sitting there humped up so
like an Indian, and all those porcupines! And
he laughed. The nearest porcupine drew back
a little at the sound of his voice. Plerre dragged
himself out of the water, nearer to O’Connor,
and puiled himself into the same sort of sit-
ting posture. He was terribly burned, but
his brain - was dulled to the sense- of pain,
Vaguely he gripped at the significance of
things. He had achieved a great triumph in
reaching the river, for there sat O’Conmor,
safe and sound, humped up over his knees
and staring at him with the hideous intentness’
of a leering stone gargoyle. Even Pierre, with
his brain rocking in his head, knew that only a
madman could look like that.

He got up on his feet, keeping the slits of
his eves on O’'Connor. A steady breath of
fresh air was coming up the river, and he found
his lungs filling and his vision clearing, Me-
chanically he took a step, and then another.
The porcupines waddled out of his way with
little protesting grunts. Plerre made his way
to the farthest edge of the bar. There was a

shore, along which was a thin fringe of green
timber the fire had not touched. Under this
timber there were cool shadows. And in the
shadows Plerre saw something that drew a cry
from between his eracked and blackened lips.
He went to it,

and shoved its nosc up on the bar. Then he
returned to the man whom /¢ bon Dien had

chosen kim to save.

ish-black smoke shut out his vision like a cur~

narrow stretch of water between him and the .

~Jacqueline

(Continued from page 42}

(O’Connor, fever-mad, was waiting. He
stood on his feet now, his hands clenched and
his red eyes glaring, Pierre’s eyes were hurt-
ing him terribly again, and he could scarcely
see. They were closed as he spoke to O'Can-
nor, . telling him about the cance. e raised
a seared and bleeding hand as if to wipe away
the pain from them. It was in that moment
that Q'Conner sprang upon him. His hands
closed about Pierre’s throat. They went down
together, and the porcupines scurried away
and huddled in = -circle, chuckling in their
inane way as they weatched the weird per-
formance in the center of the bar.

To the two men, weakened by fire and fever
until they possessed little more than the
strength of children, it was a mighty struggle.
They rolled and twisted, struck and strangled,
and O’Connor’s hands held to their first grip
until Pierre [elt that his [ast breath had come.
Then he broke loose, and the fingers of one of
his groping hands clutched at a stone. With
this he struck blindly and still with more of a
sense of duty than of self-preservation, and
with a huge sigh O’Connor sagged back limply
on the sand and gravel. It was another prob-
lem for Pierre to get him to the canoe, but this
he accomplished after a time, and rolled him
in, face downward in the bow, After that the
journey down the river began.

To Pierre life had now ceased to exist in its
more definite detail. At times he forgot
(*Connor, and at times he forgot that he was
rurning away from a burning death. He pad-
dled steadily, like a machine, but weakly. It
was the swift current that gave the canoe
speed. Three times it passed through walls of
smoke and heat. Then came cooler air, a long
time after the cance had left the sand-bar.
It was growing dusk then, the beginning of
night, but Plerre’s eyes did not note the
change. The river grew wider and the current
less swift., There was no longer the char of
burned timber along the shores. The wind
had cleared the skies in places. There was
an occasional star. In the east the moon was
rising, like a great ship afire riding up slowly
through a veil of smoke. And Pierre, the last
of his reason gone from him, began to sing.
Tt was the old song—!heir song. In his mad-
ness he fancied that Jacqueline was sitting
where O’Connor lay, and that she was sing-
ing with him:

*Oh! ze fur fleets sing on Temishaming
As ze ashen paddies bend,
An’' ze crews carouse at Rupert’s House,
At ze sullen winter's end. -
But my days are done where ze lean wolves
run,
An’ T ripple ne more ze path
Where ze gray geese race 'cross ze red moon’s
face
From ze white wind's arctic wrath.”

Hours later old Antoine Durant heard that
mad song drifting down out of the night upon
Fournet’s Landing.

NEWS travels slowly in the wilderness. 1t
was four days before the strange story came
to Norway Mission and into the home of
Gaston Rouget—how old Antoine had brought
ashore the two men so nearly burned alive,
and how through their ravings he had learned
what had happened. Of course there were
peaple at Fournet’s Landing who knew them
both, and on the second dzy Antoine took
the matter so far in hand as to send word
direct, but with proper discretion, to Jacque-
line Rouget. Antoine gave his message to a
half-breed when he thought that Pierre was
still under the opiate they had given him to
make him sleep. Plerre heard him, and after
that, helpless in his cot, he prayed the good
God to let him die before Jacqueline came.
For O'Connor’s cot was on the other side of
the great room that was used in winter as a
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rathering place of iraders, and he knew what
he would see when Jacqueline came.

On the Gfth day O'Connor was still deliri-
cus, bul on_the moming of the sixth he was
quicter. i was this duy that Pjerre Fhiebout
knew Jacqueling would come, and the agony
in his soul was almoest too terrible for him to
Lear..  Why had he lived through the firc?
Why had the bells in the sky commantled him
to save O'Connor and himself? Surely there
had been a great mistake. He fought to
strengthen himself for the erdeal. He would
turn his face to the wall, He would bury his
head under the blanket. It would kill him Lo
look Gpon her again and sew her go lo O'Connur.

And then came the hour--the minule
when he knew that Jacqueline was onide
the door. Nothing told him,  Te simply
Enew. He heard old Antoine’s vaice, Lhe door
opened gontly, and Jacqueling stood there
outlined against the sumuner day, with 1he
ray old trader behing her. Amil Pierre di

C ol turs Bis fact (o the watl, From where his
eot Tay in the coslness of shadow he looked
upon the woman he loved,  Twe vears! And
Jaenuelioe bl changed. She was still as beau-
Vilul s Dis drewms of her, In that she would
never change.  Bul the ripe fulness had gone
froms her checks,  En her great dark eyes there
wis o wild torture of doubt and of yearning
s she stared from the brightness of day sntlo
the shidowdd siillness of the room.
the two cots. And then—

Our Boys

(Continted from page 45)

like the first efforts of a boy on skates; he falls
down, and he falls down hard. But that is not
the significant thing. The significant thing is
that he gets up again, and he learns to skate.
The set of influences that aow surround the

men irom the time they disembark to when

they leave the port of eniry show a successful
plan of operation which restricts opportunity
and inclination for evil and promotes inclina-
tion for right.. On the medical side the cam-
paign’ has been conducted with unparalieled
brilliance. Those diseases which are popularly
supposed 1o be connected with the army are
Jess prevalent in the American Expeditionary
Force than they are in America. Not just a
little less, but very much less! Staticns for the

treatment of these diseases are to be found -

cverywhere the soldiers go.- Officers contract-
ing these diseases are court-martialed. Com-
manding officers whose troops contract these
diseases are regarded as having failed even
more culpably than if they had unnecessarily
lost the lives of many more in battle. - Brigadier-
General Bradley gave me.the figures week by
week irom January tenth. At no time in any of

those weeks did the number of men whe were -

ineffeciive’ from these causes reach as high as
one out of each three hundred soldiers. No such
record has been jound in any army in the world
since these plagues first swept Eurcope with their
devastations. | ...

1 looked al our men all the way from the
ports of entry, to the dugouts back of our front
fine five hundred miles away—straight-standing
men; the kind who look you right back in the
eye without e question, and I thought, can it be
possible that these are the same men who only
a few months before had joined the army,
{wenty-six percent of them afflicfed with vene-
real diseasc? . It did not seem possible. They
were, and at the same time they were not the
same men, for the wonderful things that
Pershing had done, the new ideals that he has
created, the medical and moral defenses against
vice, the organized temptations for righteous-
ness which haye been set up with his coopera-

" tion by the’¥: M. C. A. had made new men.
This, the greatest organized piece of team-work
for righteousness that the world has ever seen,
has done for these men what the church, the
homes, and the schools of America had not been

She saw

“in by the same men who led the religious

Ticrre Thichout's eyes still followed her as
che ran with a sudden gasping cry to O'Con-
nors side. After all, was he not a manr  He
saw her bend over the darkened cot. He saw
her kneel. e heard her sobbing out a name
—and then—yes, then he would have turned
his face Lo the wall. But it was in that mo-
ment that the miracle happened.  Jacquéline
had risen like a startled  thing from her
knees. She turned toward Jim. And now
he heard the name that was on her lips, and
3t was Aiy name! She ran le him and flung
hersell down a1l Bis side, and Antoine Durant,

seeing what was  happening, went softhy
aul of the raom and closed the door behind
Jim.

Alittle later Gaston Rouget followed him. “'I
am sorry that O'Conmor will live,” he said,
[nishing what old Antoine had long ago
shrewdly guessed. It s fitting that be should
die. Tt was because Pierre Thiebout was slow
in making our Jacgueline his wife that she
firted with the other. Tt was 2 woman’s way,
a’sien. Dien, she has been punished! But
that other—Ie béle noir, O'Connor! It was to
Ticrre Thiebout himself she wrote the note.
and O"Connor bought it from the boy she had
trusted as her messenger, and cut Dlicrre’s
name from it, making it appear as though
Jacqueliric had written it {o him.  And Plerre
ran away. ZTemncrre dc Diew, what a fool a
man can make of himself now and then, #’sien!
Is it not so?” !

in France

abletodo. The greatest single cause of disease

and suffering among inmocent women and chil-;
dren has already been stamped out in the A.
E.F. These men are not becoming discased
and debanched; exactly the opposite thing is
happening. They are being trained up and;

are getting finer ideals than they ever had. 1|

The hig question in my mind 1s not what so
many have feared, what damages will bé
wrought upon American society when the
army returns. It Iz exactly the other way.
What is America going to do to the cleanest
army of men there ever was? In 1ga22 there
will commence to come back probably 4,000,
coo men—the victorious American army. They
will be men who are accustomed to attending
religions service en Sunday mornings, or at
least to be in the presence of its influence. In
the afternoon and evening they will have had
some splendid social recrestion or entertain-
ment. What is America going to do with these
men who are accustomed to having their Sun-
day afternoon and evening recreation and en-
tertainments managed or at least participated

services Sunday morning, with the same spirit
running through it all? Today in America
Sunday afternoon and evening are the greatest
opportunity that is given to organized vice.
Over there it is the greatest occasion that is
given to organized virtue. Over there, there is
good, clean recreation, together with the equip-
ment for it, and splendid leadership enough for
all the men. Over here almost the opposite
might be said. Can America clean up and 50
prepate that the heme-coming of these 4,000,-
ooc men, the victorious army of the world,
shall mean the setting up of collective Chris-
tianity upon a new and splendid level? Tt will
mean that the principles and activities which
at present belong to the favored few shall be
maintained as the splendid right and attain-
ment of the majority. No such opportunity
has been presented to a Christian nation in the
history of the world., No other nation in the
world is in 2 position having the idealism, the
wealth, and the executive power to do this
thing. This question is going to be answered
very largely by you women and by you girls who
will be women when they get back, for you de-

termine largely the spiritual quality of ‘daily life.

In using advertisements see page I9

HE Rubens is the original
buttonless shirt which slips on
and off like a ‘coat.  Adjustable

belt insures perfect fit. Double

thickness over chest and stomach
gives needed protection —no otner
shirt gives baby this comfort and
protection. -
Suitable Summer weights, in
fine cotton, merino, wool, silk,

silk and wool. o .

Sold at most stores. If you can't se-
cure the Rubens, send for price list.
RURBRENS & MARBLE, Ine.

358 W. Madison Street, Chicago
- (202)

Reg, U 8,
Fol. Office

Stops Prickly Heat :

**Ceould not speak in words the value of Baby -
Bunting Powder," says onenurse, “Thinkof -
soothing the body of a little baby, covéred
with irnitation from prickly heat! Tn less than
24 hours after [ applied your powder, the irri- -
tation was gone.” Seofeguord your boby with -

*BABY BUNTING Powder

Not a scented talcum, but a specially
prepared waler proaf, aniiseplic, soothing
powder. )
Send 10c for Large Sample and Booklet

For sale by good GORDON-THORNE CO.
druggisis or direct Utica, N. Y. R
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(JheGem of the_
Notions ==&

“Card -At Your Dealers

'COLUMBIA FASTENER COMPANY <CHICAGD WAakers,

CARDS AND FOLDERS TO HAND-COLOR
200 beautifu) designs in birthday, tally, place cards, hew
1918 Christmas cards. Send for our iHustrated catalog
wPleasunt Pages'. Free .

. LITTLE ART SHOP, Inc. -

1309 F Street, N. W. Washington, D. C.
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