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Part I—Tue MapnEess oF PrivaTeE PELLETIER

w ELT.ETIER, of the Rayal
H Mounted, was sick. He
B belicved that he was dy-
| ideg. He dragged himself
from his bunk agninst the

added two marks to the
pencil seratches on the
door that epened out’ upon
the gray and purple desolation of the frozen
Aretic seas. The day before he had been too
weak to crawl to the deor. Ife counted the
marks., &nd found that there were sixteen.
Just that many days agn his partper, Cor-
poral MaeVeigh, had st off with the. dogs
for Fort Churchilf, four hundred miles down
Hudson Bay, for the medicines and letters
that might save his life. Pelletier's head was
s little clearer to-day, and he leaned againsg
the door after he had made the last pencil
sprateh, meutally figuringe,  MacVeigh had
reached Churchill. If all had gone well he
was 3 third of the way back, and within an-
other week would he ** home”

Pelletier's thin, fever-flushed Tace relaxed-

into a wan smile as he looked at the pencil
marks again. Long before that week was ended
he fgured that he wouid be dead. The medi-
cines—and the letters—would come too late,
probably four or five davs too late. Straight
out from his last mark he drew a long line,
and at the end of it added in a scrawling
almost unintelligible hand: “ Dear Muae, I
guess this is going to be my last day.”

Then he staggered from the door to the
window.

Out there was what was killing him—Ilone-
liness, a maddening desolation, & lifeless world
that reached for hundreds of miles farther
than his eyes could sce. To the north and
east there was nothing but ice, piled-up
masses and grinning mountaing of it, white
at first, of o sombre gray farther off, and then
purple and atmost black. There came to him
now the low, never-censing thunder of the
under-currents fighting their way down from
the Arctic Ocean, broken siow and then by a
growling roar as the giant furces sent o erack,
like u great knife, through ence of the frozen
mountains. IIe had listened to those sounda
for five months, and in those five months he
had heard no other voice hut his own and
MacVeigh’s, and the babble of an Eskimo.
Only once in four months had he seen the
sun, and that was on the morning that Mac-
Veigh went south., 8o he had gone half mad,
Others had gone completely mad before him.

log wall of the eabin, and®

Through the window hia eyes vested on the
five rough wooden ecrosses that marked their
graves. In the service of the Royal North-
west Mounted Police they were called heroes.
And in a short time he, Constable Pelletier,
would be numbered among them. MacVeigh
would send the whole story down to her—the
true little -girl a thowsand miles south, and
she would always remember him—her hero—
and his lonely grave at Point Fullerton, the
northernmost point of the Law. But she
‘would never see that grave. She could never
come to put flowers on it, as she put flowers
on the grave of his mother; she would never
know the whole story—mot & half of it; his
terrible longing for a sound of her voice, a
touch of her hand, a glimpse of her aweet
blue cyes before he died. They were to.be
married in August, when his service in the
Royal Mounted ended. She would be waiting
for him. And in August—or July—word
would reach her that he had died.
With & dry sob he turned from the window
* to the rough table that he had drawn close to
his bunk, and for the thousandth time he
held before his red and feverish eyes a pHoto-
graph. It was a portrait of a girl, marvel-
ously beautiful to Tommy Pelletier, with soft
brown hair, and eyes that seemed salways to
talk to him and tell him how muneh she loved
him. And for the thousandth time he turned

the picture over, and read the worda she had
written on the back:

My own dear Boy, remember thét ¥ am
always with you, always thinking of you,
always praying for you, and I know, dear,
that you will always do what you would

da if T were at your side.

“Good Lord,” groaned Pelletier, “I can’
die! I ean’t! I’ve goi to live—to see her—"

He dropped back on his bunk, exhausted.
The fires burned in his head again. Hé grew
dizzy, and he talked to her, or thought he
was talking—but it was only a babble of in-
coherent sound that made Kazan, the cne-eyed
old Eskimo dog, lift his shaggy head and sniff
puspicionsly, Kazan hed listened to Poelle-
tier's deliriums many times since MacVeigh
had left them alone, and scon he dropped his
muzzle between his forepaws and dozed again.
A long time afterward he raised his head once
more. Pelletier was quiet. DBut the dog

sniffed, went 1o -the dsor, whined softly, and".

nervously muzzled the sick man’s thin hand:
Then he settled beek on his haunches, turned
his nese straight up, and from his throat
there came that wailing, mourning cry, long-
drawn and terrible, with which Indian dogs
lement before the tepees of masters who are
newly dead. The sound aroused Pelletier.

He sat up again, and he found thai once more

the fire and the pain had gone from his head.

# Hazan, Kazan,” he pleaded weakly. “It
isn't time—yet!” . .

Kazan had gone to the yindow that looked
to the west, and stood withl his forefeet on the
gill, Pelletier shivered.

% Wolves ngain,” be said, ¥ or mebby a fox.”

He had grown into that habit.of talking to
himself, which is 48 common ez huinan life
itgelf in the Far North, where one’s own voice
is often the onc thing that breaks a killing
monotony. He edged his way to the window
as he spoke, and looked out with Hazan.
Westward there stretched the lifeless Berren,
illimitable and void, without rock or bush, and
overhung by a sky that always made Pelletier

think of a ferrible picture he had once seen

of Doré&'s “ [nferno.” It was a low, thick sky,
like purple and blue granite, always threaten-
ing to piteh itself down in ierrific avalanches,
and between the earth and this sky was the
thin, smothered world which MacVeigh had
once called God’s Insane Asylum,

Through the gloom Kazan's one eye and
Pelletier’s feverish vision could not see iar,
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but at last the man made out an ahjeet tail-
ing slowly toward the ecabin, At first he
thought it was a fox, and then a wolf, and
then as it loomed larger, a straying earibou.
K#zan whined. The bristles nlong his spine
rose stiff and menacing. Polletier stared
harder and harder, with his face pressed close
against the cold glass of the window, and
‘suddenly he gave a gasping cry of excitement.
It was a man who was toiling toward .the
cabin! He was hent almost double. and he
staggered in a zip-zag fashion as he advanced.
Pelletler made his way feebly to the door, un-
. barred it, and pushed it partly open. Over-
aome by wenkness he fell back then on the
edge of his bunk.

It secmed an age before he heard sfeps
_They were slow and stumbling, and an instant
later & face appearcd at the door. Tt was a
terrible face, overgrown with heard, with wild
and staring eyes—but it was a white man's
face. Pelletier had expeeted an Eskimo, and
he sprang to his feet with sudden strengtl us

the stranger came in.
* Something to eat. mate——for the love o

* God give me something to cat!”

The stranger fell in a heap on the floor,

, mnd stared up at him with the ravenoug en-

treaty of an animal. Pelletier’s first move
was to get whisky, and the other drank it in

minutes ate ravenously. Not until he was
through, and seated opposite, him at the table,
did Polletier speak.

“Who are you, and where in Heaven’s
name did you come from?” he galted.

* Blgke—Jim Blake's miy name, an’ I come
from what 1 call Starvation Igloo Inlet, thirty
miles up the coast: Five montha ago I was
left a handred miles farther up to take care
of a cache for the whaler John B. Bidney. and
the cache was swept away by an overflow of
ice. Then we struck south—hunting and
starving-—me 'n’ the woman—" N

“ The woman!" cried Pelletier. -

* Eskimo squaw,” said Blake, producing a
black pipe. * The, Cap’'n bought her to keep
ne company—paid four sacks of flour an’ a
knife to her husband up at Wagner Inlet,
Cot uny tobgeea{” '

Polletier rose to got the tobacco, e was
surprised to find thet he was stendier on his
feet, and that Blakes words were clearing his
Irain.  That had been his and MacVeigh's
great fight—the tight to pat an end to the
white man’s immony] trade in Eskimo womon
and girls, aud BluRe had slready confessed
himself a eriminal. Promise of action, guick
activn, momentarily overcame his sickness.
He went Lack with the tobaccs, aud sat dewn.

“Where's the woman ! ” he asked.

succ

“See here,” he said, “ you're going hackes
now! Do you understand? You're going,
back!® o

Syddenly he stopped. He stared at Blakey:
coat. and with a swiftuess that took the ather.
by surprise he reached ncross and pieked.
something from it, A startled ery broke fromT,
his fips. Beétween his fingers he held a singla’
filameut of hair. It was nearly a foat lo i
and it was not an Eskimo woman’s hair. - [
shone a dull gold in the gray light that camg.
through the window. He raised his eyes, tr.-
lx;i.hle in their accusation of the man opposits™

im, - !

“You lie!™ he ssid. “8he’s not an Fs
kimo!”

Blake had half risen, his great hands cluteh.
ing the ends of the table, his brutal faeq -
thrust forward, his whole body in an attitude
that sent Pelletier lack vut of his reach, Hg
was not an fustant too seon. With an ogth
Blake sent the -table  erashing  aside, and
spfange npen the sick:nan.

T kil you,” he -eriek. * TIF k3l you, an’.
put. you where I've put her, 'n" when your:
pard: comes back I'll—-"

Iis hauds caught Pelletier by the throat,
but not before there had come from between -
the sick man's lips & ery of “Kazan! Iazenl”

With a wolfish snarl the old one-eyed sledge
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great gulps. Then he dragged himself to his

table. .

“Tm sick,” he said. “ Corporal MacVeigh

has gone to Churchill, and I guess Pm in a
bad way, You'll have to help yourself. There's
meat—"n’ bapnock—"
»+ Whisky had revived the newcomer. He
stared at Pelletier, and as he stared he
grimned, ugly yellow teeth leering from be-
tween his matted beard. The look cleared
Pelletier’s brain. For some reason which be
could not explain his pistol hand fell to the
place where he usunlly carried his holster.
Then he remembered that his service revolver
wee under the pillow. .

“ Fever,” said the sailor. fur Pelletier kn
that he was a sailor.

He tock off his heavy coat and tossed it on
the table. Then he followed Pelletier's in-
stractions in quest of food, and for ten

feet, and Pellctier sank in 8 chair beside the

His whole -bod)} in an atitade that sent Pelletier back out of his reach

.“Back in the igloo,” said Blake, filling his
pipe. “We killed a walrus up there and built
an ice house. The meat’s gone. She's prob-
ably gone by this time,” He laughed coarsely
across at Pelletier as he lighted his pipe. It
seems good to get into a white man's shack
again.” ' .

“ She’s not dead?" inaisted Pelletier.
“Will be—shortly,” replied Blake.
was 80 wenk she couldnt walk when T left.

‘But them Eskimo animals die hard—'spacially

the women.”

“ Of course you're going back for her?”

The other stared for a moment into Pelle-
tier’s flushed face, and then laughed as though
be had just heard a good joke.

“ Not on yuur life, my boy. T wouldn’t hike
that thirty miles again—an’ thirty back—for
all the Eskimo wotnen up at Wagner.”

The red-in Pelletier's eyes grew redder as

he leaned over the table.

“ She °

dog sprang upon Blake, and the three.fell
with a crash ypon Pelletier’s bunk, For an
instant Kazan's attack drew one of Blake’s
powerful hands from Pelletier's throat, and
as he turned to strike off the dog Pelletiers
hand’ groped out under-his flattened pillow.

"Blake's murderous face was still turned whea

he drew out his heavy service revolver, and @
Blake cut at Kazan with a long sheath knife
which he had drawn from his belt, Pelletier
fired. Blake's grip relaxed. Without a groan
he slipped to the floor, and Pelletier steggered
back to his feet. Kazan's teeth were buried
in Blake's leg. -
“There, there, boy,” said Pelletier pulling-
him away. “ That wes a close one!” ‘
" He sat down and looked at Blake. - He
knew that the man was dead. Kazan was
snifing about the sailor's head, with stiffened
spines. And then a ray of light flashed for an
instant through the window. It was the

&
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sum—the second time
thnt Pelletier had
seen it in four
" months. A ery of
joy welled up from
his heart. But if
was stopped midway.
On the floor, close
heside Blake, some-
_thing glittered in the
fiery ray, and Pelle-
tier was upon lis
knees in an instant.
ft was the short
golden hair he had
snatehed from the
dead man's coat, and
partly covering it
was the picture of
his sweetheart, which
had fallen when the
table was overturned.
With the photograph
in oné hand and that
gsingle thrend of
woman’s hair be-
tween the fingers of
his other, Pelletior
rose slowly to his
feet and faced the
window. The sun was
gone. But its com-
ing had put a new -
iife into him. He turned joyously to Kazan.
“ That means something, boy,” he said in a
low, awed voice, *the sun, the picture, and
this! She sent it, do you hear, boy? She
sent it! I can almost heai her voice, su’ she’s
telling mhe to go. ‘Tommy,' she’s saying,
+you wouldn’t be a man if you didn’t go, evén
though you know youw're going to die om the
- way. You can take her something. to eat,
she's saying, boy, ‘an’ you can just as well
_ die in an igloo as here. You can leave word
for Maec, an’ you can take her grub enough to
last until he comes, an' then he'll bring her

down here, an’ you'll be buried out there with.

the others—just the same’ That’s what she’s
saying, Kazan, so we're going!” .

He locked about him a little wildly.

“Qiraight up the coast,” he mumbled.
“Thirty miles. We might make it.”

He began fitling a pack with food, Outside
. the door there was a small sledge, and after
he had bundled himself in his traveling
clothes he dragged the pack to the sledge, and
behind the pack tied on a bundle of firewood.
a lsntern, blankets and oil. After he had
done this he wrote a few lines to MaeVeigh,
and pinmed the paper to.the door. Then he
bitched old Kazan to the sledge, and started
-off, leaving the dead man where he had fallen.
- % Jt’s what she’d have us do,” he said again

“to Kazan. “ She sure would have va do_this,
oo FEnrin=God-bless her dear little heart!” -

Pelletier hung close to the ice-bound coast.
He traveled slowly, leading he way for Ka-
zzn, who strained every muscle in his aged
body to drag the sledge. For a time the ex-
citement of what had occurred gave Pelletier
o strength which soon began-to ebb. Dut his
old weakness did mnot entirely return, Iie
found that his worst trouble at first was in his
eves. Weeks of fever had enfeebled his vision
unti] the world about him looked new end
gtrange. He could see oily & few hunf]red
paces shead, and beyond this little eircle
everything turned gray and black. Singu-
Jarly enough it struek him that there was
some humor as well as tragedy in the situa-
tion, that there was something to laugh at in
the fact that Kazen had but one eye, and
that he was nearly blind. He chuckled to
himself, and spoke aloud to the dog. :

« Makes me think of the games o’ hide-'n-
soek we used to play when we were kids, boy,”
he said.  “Bhe used to tie her handkerchief
over my eyes, 'n’ then I'd follow her all
through the old orchard, and when I caught
her it was a part of the game she'd have te
Jet -me kiss her. Once I bumped into ar
apple tree—" o
The toe of his snowshoe caught in an jce-

hummock and sent him face downward into -

the snow. He picked himself up and went on.

Pelleder

“Weo played that
game till we was
grown-ups, old man,”
he went on., " Last
time we played it-she
was seventeen., Had
her hair in a big
brown brdid, an’ it
all came undone so

. that when I caught
hér an’ took off the
heandkerchief I eould
just see her eyes an’
her mouth laughing
at 1we, and it was
that time I hugged
her up closer than
ever and told her I
was going out io
make a home for us.
Then 1 came wup
hers.” .

He stopped and
rubbed his eyes, and
for an hour "after
that, as -he plodded
onward, be mumbled
things, which neither
‘Kazan nor any other
living thing could

t have understosd. But
. - whatever delirium
found its way into his

voice, the fighting spark in his brain remained
sane. The igloo and the starving woman
whom Blake bad abandoned formed the ome
living pieture which he did not for & moment

forget. - He.must find the igloo, and the igloo .

was close to the sea. e could not miss it—
if he'lived loug enough to travel thirty miles.
1t did not oecur to him that Blake might have
lied—that the igloo was farther than he had
spid, or, perhaps, much nearer.

It was two o'vlock when he stopped to male
tea. He figured that he had treveled at least
eighteen miles; the fact was, he had gone but
a little over balf that distance. He wes not
hungry, and ate nothing, but he fed Kazan
heartily of meat, The hot fea, stréngthened
with a little whisky, revived him for the time
more than food would have done, ~

“ Twelve milgs more, at the most,”
he said to Kazan., * We'll make it. -
Thank God, we'll make it]”

If his eyes had-been better he
would have 'seen and.recognized the
huge snow-covered rock celled the
Blind Eskimo, which was just nine
miles from the cabin. As:it was, . -
be went on, filled with hope. There ™. «
were sharper pains in . his head
now, and his’ legs, dragged wearily. .
Day ended at'a little after, two,Shut
at this season there was net much
change in. light and darkness.-and
Pelletier scarcely moted the differ-
ence. At last the picture of the
igloo and the dying woman tame
and went fitfully in his brain,
There were dark spaces. The
fighting spark was slowly
giving way, and at last Pel-
letier dropped upeon the
sledge.

“ (o on, Kazan,” he cried
weakly. “ Mush it—go onl”

Kazan tugged, with gap-
ing jaws, and Pelletier's head
dropped upon the food-filled
pack. ’ .

What Kazan,
which means “ The
Faithful,”” heard -
was a grosan. He
stopped, and looked -
back, whining soft- - "
Iy. For & time he
sat on his haunches,
snifing a strange
thing which had
come to him in the . .
air. Then he went on, straining a little
faster at the sledge, and gtill whinitfe. H
Polletier had been conscious he would have

_urged him straight shead. But old Kazan

A long time Pelleter sat rocking gently back and forth

-

. o 9
turned away from the see. Twice-.in the
next ten minutes he stopped, and sniffed the
air, and each time he changed his course
u little, - Hulf an hour luter he came to a
white mound that rose up-out of the level .
waste of snow, and then he settled himself
back on his haunches, liftéd his shaggy head
to the dark night sky, and for the second time-
that 'day he sent forth the weird, wailing,
mourning death howl. ) )

It arciised Pelletier. He aat up, rubbed his
eyes, staggered to his feet, and saw the.mound
a dozen paces away. Rest had cleared his
brain again. He knew that it was sn-iploo. .
He could moke out the door, and he caught
up his lantern and stumbled toward it. - He -
wasted half a dozen matchesy before\be could.
make a light. Then he crawled in, with Xa-
zan, still in his-traces, close at his heels.

There was a musty, uncomfortable odor in-
the snow-house. And there was no sound, no
mwovement. The lantern lighted up the small
interior, aud on the floor Pelletier made out
& heap of blankets und & bear skin. There
was no life, and instinctively he turned his
cyes. down to Kuzan, The dog's head was
.stretched out toward the blankets, his ears’
were alert, his eyes burned flercely, and a low, -
whining growl rumbled in hiz throat.

Ile iooked st the blankets again—moved -
slowly toward them. He pulied back the bear
skin and found what Blake had told him he
would find—& woman. For & smoment he’
stared, and then a low cry broke from his -
lips as he fell upon his knees. Blake had not -
lied—<for it was an Eskimo woman. She was
dead. She had not died of starvation. Blake
had killed her! - - . T

He rose to his feet again, and'looked ahorﬁt'g' S

Jhim. .. After all ‘did that golden hair—?that,
white woman’s hair, mean mothing? What
was that? He sprang back toward Kazan, his
weankened nerves shattered by a sound and 2

movement from the farthest and darkest pazt

of the igloo. Iazan tugged at his traces,

panting and whining, held back by the sledge
[Continued on page 6o}
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:J wedged in the door. The sound cane azaig,
a human, wailing, sobbing cry!

With his lantern in his hand, Pellitier
- tlarted seross'to it. There was another 1ol of
blankets on the floor, and as he looked he say
the bundle move. It took him but an in-tant
tn drop beside it, as he had dropped besith: the
other, and as he drew back the demp and
partly frozen covering hid hesrt lenped up and
choked him. The lantern light fell full 1ym
the thin, pale face aud golden head of g little
child, A puir of big frightened eyes wite
staring up at him, and, as he knelt there, JHree
erless to move or speak in the face of this
wmirncle, the eyes clused agnin. and there vamy
again the wailing hungry note which RKuzm
biad Arst heard, as they approuched the jglen,
Pelletier flung back the blanket and caumelt
the thild in his arms, *© -

“1ts 2 gird—a little girl!” he nlmost
shouted to Kazan, * Quick, hoy—goe k-
get out!” ) .

He laid the child upon the other blankets,
and then thrust back Kazan. Ile seemed sud
denly possessed of the strength of two moen gs
he tore at his own blankets and dutnped the

sent'us, boy,” he eried, his breath cinning in
sobbing gasps. * Where’s the milk—"n’ the
Htﬂ\'[}-*-" . PR

In ten seconds more he was back in the
igloo with a can of condensed CTCANL, A IR0,
and the aleohol lamp. His fingers trembled
sp that be had diffieulty in lighting the wick,
dnd as he eut open the can with his knife he
saw the childs eyes flutter wide for an in-
atant, und then close again,

“Just s minute—u ha'f minute,” he
pleaded. pouring the cream into the pan.
* Hungry, eh, little one! Hungry! Stare
ing?"  He held the pan close down over il
blue flame, and gazed terrified at the whi .
little face near him. Its thinness and yui-
frightened him.” e thrust his finger into the
cream and found it warm. :
MA cup, Kazan! Why dido't I bring =
cup?” - He derted out sgain, und rettern-{
with.a tin basin. In anvther moment th-
child was in his arms, und he forced the ‘fir-s
few drops of crewmm between her lips, M-
eyes shot open, Life seeined to spring in -
her little body, and she drank with a lnd
noise, one of her tiny hands gripping him 1«
the wrist. The touch, the svound, the feel .3
life against him thrilled Pelletier. o e
her half of what the basin contained, ni-
then wrapped her up warnly in his thick ser:-
ice blanket, so that all of her way hidden In:
her face and her tangled golden haiy, Ife he-
her § nt ‘the lantern

af

dering, but not frightened.
*Gud bless your little soul,” he exelaimei.
his smazement growing. * Who ape you *
where'd you come from? You ain't more-
three years old, if youlre an hour. Wheres
your. mama 'n’ your papa?” .
He placed her back on the blankets. .

“ Now. a fire, Kuzan!” he said. .
He held-the lantern ahove his head ar’
found the narrowgvent through the snow se
ice wall which Bljike had made for the escap
of smoke. Then he went outside for the fuc.
frecing Kazan on the way. Tn a fow minutes
more a small bright blaze of almost smokele::
Larehwood twas lighting up-and warming tlv
interior of the igloo. To his surprise Pell-
tier found the child asleep when he went 1-
lire again. He moved hor gently, and earric
the dead body of the little Eskimo woma
through the opening and half®a hundr
paces from the igloo. Not until then did 1
stop to marvel at the strength which had r
turned to him. -He stretched his arms abe
his head, and breathed deeply of the cold ai
It seemed as though sométhing had loosene.
inside of him. that a crushing weight het
lifted jtself from his eyes, Kazan had fr-
lowed him, and he stared down at the dog.
“It's gone, Wazan," he cried in a dow, hai

Sec page 3
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godiious voice. I don’t {eel—sick—any
more I ep—"

I turned back to tho iglon, The Eantern
and the fire made n cheerful glow inside, and
it wa- growing warn,  Lie threw off his heavy
coat. drew the bear skin i front of the fires
anid 2f down with the clild in hiz arms. Sha
stil -lept. Like a sterving man Pelietier-
staze-i down upon the litele thin face. Clently |
his rengh fingers stroked back' the golden |
curl~. Tle smiled, A light esme into his eyes.”
His head bent lower and lower, slowly and &
Jitthe Tearfully. - At last his lips touched the
chibl'~ cheek. And then his own rough griz-
zled fave. toughened by wind and storm and
infere cald, nestled against the little fuce of
this new il mysterious life he had found at
the 1op of the world, ; ’

Kazan listened for n time, squatied on hiy
hannehes,  Then he enrled himself near the
fiee, and slept, For a long time Pelletier sat
rocking gontly bick and forth, thrilled by a
happiness  that  wis  growing  doeper  wuld
strenret T himg eneh fnstant. e éould feol
A-the tiny heat of the little one’s heart agninst
T his breast, e eowtd feel her breath apgainst
his clieek, ene of her little hands had gripped
B by bis thwinh,

A himdred questions ran through his mind
now, Who was this Jittle abaudoned mite?
Who were her father and her mother, and
where were they ¢ low had she eome to bo
with the Iiskimo wowan ol Blake?  Blake
sas. not Ier father, the Eskimo woman was
not hier wmother. What tragedy had placed her
here/ Somehiw he was conscious of a schsa-
tion of joy ax he reasoned that he would never
be alle to wnswer these questions.  She be-
lengend to Liitn,  He had foand her, No e
woulidl ever come to dispossoss- him.., Withont
ewgkening hwr e thrust a hand into his hreast
pocket and drew out the photagraph of the
swent-Taeeid il who was going to be his wife
It did not oeenr to him now that he might
die. The old fear and the old sickiess were
gone. Ile knew that he was going to live, N
S You” be breathed softly.  * You did - it,
nd I knaw you'll be glad when I bring her
downi ter you.” : .

And fhen to the little  <leeping  pirl:
“And if rou ain't got a name bogeess Ul
have to eall yor Mystery—how is thot 2—my
Little Mysters,” ’ R

When he looked from the . pictire again,
Little Mystery's exes werg open, and gazing up
ot him.  Ile dropped the picture and made a;
lunge for the pann of cresm warming before
the fire, The chihi dreuk as hooprily as be-
fore, with Pelletivr lahbling ineolieront non-
sense inte her baby cars. When shet had- dene

v
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he pivked up the photograph, with a-sudden i“n,'buvf‘ﬂ%
and foolish inspiration that shesmight under- |- F2yne
stantt.- ) dar you t
"¢ Looky,” he ebied, © Protty—" - We
To his astonishment and jor Little Mystery of
SR AP Hreetip-of-bertiny: F * @i
forefigrer on the girls face, Theu jhe Incked | We Ina
up inte Pelletivr’s oyes, : Adver
* Mama,” she Hsped. . . Sajeen
Pelloticr tried to speak, but semething rose Reald
like o knot in his throat and choked him, A How ¢
fire Jenpedd all st omee through his body; the m‘;’,‘}m:
joy of that mme word hlinded him with hot | paies
tears,  When he spoko at last his voice was | thetm
broken, like a soblinge woman's. . Succe
“Thut’s it! ™ he saild. = You're right, littla | | Moo
one, Bhe's your inamal”, : st suet
. . . . . . . . ¥ia
On the eighth day after this Corporal '.\Tag— ::-ﬁks“nﬁ
Veigh camo up thimgh a geay dawn with his | Sis g
footsore dogs, his letters, and his medicines. |, ouréd
He hat traveled all night, and his feet ieriia &
dragered heavily. It was with a feeling of | 1seifiem
Jdear thut he at last saw the black oliffs of | S——
Fullerton rizing ahove the ice. . He dibaded
the first opening of the cnbin door.  What
woild he find? During the past forty-cight
hours he had figured on Pelletier’s chances, a
and they were two to one that he would find | Pemenc
s partaer dead in his bunk, : Is the ofi
And if not. if Pelletier still lived, what o | SglORay
tale there would he to tell the sick man. | s
Mentally he rchearsed the amazing story of m“
what came to him that night on the Barren, her ton
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dark. frightened oves of the waman and the
long, narrow box on the sledge, the body, she
said, of her husband. .

He would tell how he made 2 camp for
her that night and, because there can be no
seerets between pdrtners in an Arctic cabin,
how he told this woman that he loved her
eud bogged one kiss. And then the disclos-
ures of the morning, her deserted camp, the
cmipty box, the little note of thanks from the
woinpn and the revelation that the box had
contained the living body of Squitie Dean,
the murderer, the. man for whowm Pelletier
and ke had patroled this desolate country for
twa thousand miles! .

e quickened his tired pace ps they climbed
up from the ice of the by to the sloping
ridge, mnd stared” hard ghead of him. = The
Jogzs tugrged harder as the smell of home on-
tered their nostrils,. The roof of the cabin
came _in view. MacVeigh's bloodshot eyes
were like an animal's,

* Pelly, old boy.,” he gasped to himself,
“ P(‘"_\'———”‘

He stared harder.  And then he spoke a Tow
wobl to the dogs, and stopped. Tle wiped his
If_ace. A groaning sob of relief foll from his
1ps,

Straight up from the ehimney of the cabin
there tose a“thick column of smoke!

He eame up to the cabin door quictly, won-

——
erb—e

4
p
re
{o

dering why Pelletier had not scen him. IHe
twisted off bis snowshoes, throbbing as he

thought of the surprise he would give his
: mate. Thon he apened the door withont a °
i sound, -and luoked in” A wonderful sight
grected him. Pelletier was on his knees, with
his back to him, tousling something on the
floor:- Then he saw, : '
An hour later MacVeigh sat with Little
Mystery hupged up close in his great arms
when Pelletier Iooked up from the reading of
his last letter. Pelletior's face was radiant
with jor, ' .
- “God bless. the sweetest little girl in the
world,” he said.: “ She's lénely for me, Mae. |
She tells me to hurry—hurry down there to
her. She says that if I don’t come soom she’ll
come up to me! ™ .
Pelleticr stared at the laughing Little Mys-
tery, and then at MacVeigh, and with a
tremble in his voice, he saids
- “Mac, a little while ago I thought 1 was
dying, I thought T wos alone in the warld—
alone—alone. - But, Mac, I've got a fam’ly!”
" (T'o ke conlinued.)

Coatinued from page 18

T_raye]s with a Junk-Man in

L Arca

| * December .the 11th day, 17327 the tragic
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wrestler with the pen has ne less savage tus-
stes.with his spelling, and having done quite
“tolerably with * inhalotence,” spells the word

M s

" maderator” as * modderrettar ” and desper-
ately lets'it go at that. In the earliest entrics,
the times of day of the mectings quaintly ig-
" noré mechanical clocks, and vsually go * sun
one hour high at night"—a phrase which
-used it so morely a business connection, makes

o -
‘GET “THE BOOK OF HEALTH" 4
Evnq gionth “Health-Cylture™ ia a treat, Jnet
mm?u“' informaLion for peaple wha want to
Tedor - ¢ rEASD

us feel with an imaginative thrill, not without

“pathos, that those long-dead men were sotne-
how nearer to the preat clemonta] things, and®
lived lives inore nearly a part of natun's own |°
times ond seasons thap we, ar. perhaps than’
men, will ever live amain.  Whether or not
they were nearer to (od who shall say, but
this old ook shows how practically, if pot vi-
tally, interwoven with the every-day life of
those old farmers were questions. at all events,
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of. religious observance. Men might nat [ight-
lv stay eway from church in those day=, and
if they chose to dissociate themselves from
ene church, they had to bring certifieates. to
show that it wag only te assoriate themselves
with another. * In our old baok there are many
pages'of such certificates, throwing alvo a live-
Iy Light on the denominational rivalries of the

times, of which these are sufficient examples:
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I In Mashrooms

Anvhody can add Fazo Fia por work
te thair income, in spare tio are
1er Lrawing ushraoms
Tf +heds, barns, Toxes. ete,
.| whese tavell, at hrrkese price
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THE TEL-ELECTRIC is the most anistig

MAGAZINE

# This may certify that Shaddeus Dis-
brow of —— attends publick worship with
the Methodists at Hickory Hill, and free-
Iy cemiributes to the support of their min-
istr.  Sept, 80, 1701 (signed) Aaron
Hunt, Preacher. (Received to record 3,
Nov. 1T91) Phineas Chapman.”

% These certify I the subscriber do so-
berly dissent and differ from the worship

" and ministry of the ccclesinstical socinty
in the Town known by the nome of Pres-
Byterian Society and have chosen and do
choose to join and. have joined myself to
the Methodist Episcopal Society in the -
town, and desire to manifest this my
cheice according to the Laws of this atate,
Moy 0, 1803, Zophar Smith.”

-4

Annng the ever-recurring entries through
the yenrs are iwo' that naturally never fail,’
entries referring to the salary of the minister,
and to a funetionary whose work was to sum-.
men the folk to chureh, and keep clenn the
meeting-house. Here is an entry in which we
get a picturesque glimpse -of the way men
were haled to chureh in 1731: . 1

*Voted that John Blackman shall have
thirty shillings to beat ye drom on ‘Sab-
bath days un Clabhord Hill and to sweep
ye meeting-house for the yr, ensuing.”

In the entrics regarding the salaries to min- -
isters we are driven to the conclusion that;
much as these old Puritans valued religion
md respected .their . ministers they did nnt

allow sentiment to regulate their™ salaries.  ec
These salaries vacillated strangely, as T-ghall ; ™
have oceasion to note in the -anted stories of | th
twe of the parsons, and when- the hard times | W
of. the Hevolution came, they seem to have v
been - paid perforce with irregularity and fre- | on
quently in kind instead of money, as witness | 9T
this outry: - — %rlf

“ Voted that the Revd, Hezekinh Ripley ;:.?l

shall kave Oné hundred pounds paid in -
the following articles of produce, viz:i— "
Whest at G/, Corn at 4/, Beef at 24/,
per hundred. Pork at 30/, per hundred,
Waool at 2/, Rye at 4/. per bushel, Oats
at 1/10, flax it for spining 9/. Barley
at 477

In connection with this entry it is “ voted
that if any paies in hard meney they must
wd iwenty-five per cent to the above-named
aticles.”  And it js futeresting to notd in re-
gard to “ hard money” that m*1796 the ace-
tounts *are still kept in “ pounds and shil-
lings,” but in 1797 we read of “a tax of 2

d five mills on a doller,” wheroas,

) 199,
in thy same entry. Back again in.1709, we
tomg upon another anecient method of paying
bills in reference to “ John Couche's note for-14
tunicey of coined silver,” and “ Nathaniel Huh-
bard’s bond for R ounces and 15 penny weight
of good silver Troy weight” These avcient
methods of exchauge’ in kind have a poctic
value that reminds one -of the purchase of the
site of Carthage for a bull's hide, and indeed
some of these old farmers we were reading of
were dikely well within memory of the -time
when the land they were tillivg had heen hought
Irom the DLudians in fike Iomeric fashion.
t all sounds very seriptural. Here, by the
¥ay, is a good place to iutroduce a letter we
found set on record among dry columns of
pew rents and so forth, a lecter which sudden-
Iy illuminated the page with the deep pathes
8 human story long since folded away and
forgotten. Tt is a letter from the Rev. Hezo-
kiah Ripley, the computation of whose salary .
into varjous articles of produce was quoted
sbove. The old man had been a faithful min-
igter of his parish for nearly half o century,
2d bren with it through good times and i,

aved with it ¢he inclemencies of the Revo-
Ution, and now, in the year IBI7, was very
dd and; one cannot but feel, venerable. Dut
for sume little tim:2 the parish had had to call
02 ¥ounger man, to help him with his duties,
and now, at last, was apparently beginning»to';‘
eel, us the world is apt to feel toward old 7

ad faithful servants, that the good old dod-+f
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tor was beeaming a bueden, and Il Tored
him sume pitinhle pension caneetning woh he
thus with touehing pothes and diguity. adg
fine Old Testament ring in his voive, oy
his mind:

“Qetaber 1, T~1;.
“OGeENTLEMEN: | am very sensible -ligg
my original salary was one “humired
pounds and you must alse be very sensi-
ble that for five years last past | | e
not received from the soeiety, with -he
adddition of woad more than one half 1he
vl of that sum. T have been erowled
hard il shoald hove beeu much o e
g0y, had not particulae friends relioood
me. What you .now propose {for wy e
pert (if the priees of the articles of lidg
eantinue and inercse as ey have doge)
will not more thae sepply ine with Winyl
amd bread. 1 ean sineetely say th I
have nover sought yéurs but you. I lipe
still to live in pedee and harmony with
the soeiety and, as Job said, fo die in y
nest; and when you shall have perfuennd
the st office of respoct by laxtng my
withered 1limbs nnder the eold elods of the
valley, you will veturn to gour respoctive
places of abode with deep contemplationg
on your own mortality,  Permit me on
this aceasion to commend to your friend-
ship my aged companion, if she should
survive e, for that will be to ber <y
of affliction.  She has been for move than -
half a century my helper in the Lord. I
stbserihe mywelf vour servant i the pose
pel of Jesur Christ. .
o “ HMezeknan Ripngy”

SBuch is the story of a good shepherd of his
flock; but we came upon the story of a <hep-
herd of a different kind un less uman if not
sa edifying. Fwo short extracts will toll i,
without the need of comment save that the
Revee Mr. Chapman's day of treibuiation was
as fur back -ax 1741, nearly eighty yeuars he
fare pour old Dr. Ripley wrote so movingy
shout * the cold clads of the valloy.”

“Put te voe” yuns the first  cntry,
“whother or no thet the Roverend Mr. (lap-
man hath for severall years past led an eroag-
ular life and eonversation in many things but
more especially for being sundry times pver
tacken in Drinking to excess, and are not
willing ve ¥aid Mr. Chapman should continue

for worck of the ministry any longer. Pussed
in the affirmative.”
The recond entry grimly runs;

“Put ta vote whether or not that
Simon  Couch, Samuel Sherwood, aud
Samuell Couch be a committee o prose
cute the Reverend Mr, Chapman for the
erimes said against hing, att .o

h R [
1741, aecording to the vonstitution of the
churches in this government. Pussed in
the affirmative.” . .

 Verily the way of the transgressor was hard
- in_this stern green country in 1741, Fhey
called poor Mr, Chapnian’s genial weakness
“Merimes D those davs. Yot there are vari-
ous entries to hint that previously he had
- been qyaite a popflar pérson in his parish, As
to hew he faredfunder the no doult zealous
proseeution of Messre, Couch, Sherwood, and
Couel, we have ne elue, All we e e bap
pily sure of is that his “erimes” and wontl
cold Dr. Ripley’s sorrows are long since side
by side in pesce. As it used te be fashion te
quote: ’
“No farther seck his merits to diselose,
Or draw his frailties from$ their dread
aborde, ’
(There they alike in trembling hope repose)
The bosom of his Father and his Gud”

In fact, those very lines came to Old Juhn's
lips and mine at the camie moment gz we
closed our old hook, agrecing together how
mueh we would like to have khown botlr those
old parsons. each, in his different way, spring-
ing so humanly from a mere record of ¢liurch
expenses long ago.

(To be concluded.)
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CST six hundred  miles
north of eivilization Cor-
poral  MacVeigh  stood
watching the thunderous
movement of Arctic ice
out in the Rocs Weleome.
Standing
dozen paces from the lit-
" : tle storm-beaten cabin
which represented law at this loneliest out-
post on the American continent, he looked
. like a carven thing of dun-gray rock. with a
dun-gray world over his head and on al] sides
of him. broken only in its terrific monotony
of denthlike rameness by -the darker gloom of
the sky and the whiter ‘and ghostlier gloom
that h the i

bitter, and the vision sbut in by a near hori-
zon whicth MacVeigh described as the rim of
hell. Just now MacVeigh's heart was as
leaden as the day. T'nder his feet the frozen
earth shivered with the rumbling reverber-
ations' of the crashing and breaking moun-
.tains of ice. His ears were filled with a dull
and steadyv roar. like the echoes of distant
thunder, broken now and then—when an ice
mountain split asunder—with a peport like
that of a thirteen-inch gun. There were curi-
oun wailings, strange sereeching sounds, and
heart-breakie thoanings in the air. From
the farther north the powerful Arctic cur-

rents were sending down their countless bil-

liona of tons of ice in the anuual * break-
pp” flow that =wept south into Hudson -Bay
gnd Huodeon Strait, Two days hefore Mac-
Veigh had heard its roar twenty miles inland.
It hod frightened bsck the wolves and cari-
bou. Even the foxes hunted inland.

But MacVeigh searcely heard the rumbling -

roar. He was looking toward the warring
* fields of ice, hut he did not ree them. )

that weighted his heert, but strange sounds
that came from the cahin—the laughter of &
man, the shrieking merriment of a child's
voice. The man was Private Pelletier, his
ope companion at this fag-end of the earth,
and Pelletier was happy. His rervice war al-
most at an end, and in a few woeks more he
_ would be going down to the Girl. The
Girll—MacVeighs pulse beat o little faster.

motionless  a -

Ids. It was spring " the great joy and the great pain into his life.

It was~
not the dead gloom and the gray monotony '

Little

He k.lmw how Pelletier loved her, he knew

how the Girl loved Pelleticr.
happy, while he, MacVeigh— -
He pulled himself together with a low
laugh. He was not superstitious, but things
bad happened strangely during the past two
months. He wondered what would come of
it all. In a flash his mind traveled back, as
it had done & hundred times before. He saw
Pelleticr again, almost dying of fever and
loneliness. He went over his own wild dash
to Fort Churchill, more than four hundred
miles away, where he had raced for the medi-
cines and the letters from the Girl, which
he thought would save him. Then his mind
traveled more slowly, for after that had come

They would be

Dezne. and his wife. He had let t.e man es-
Epe—for the woman's sake. She had come to
im like an angel from out of a world that

_ had always been an empty and loveless one

fbr him, He had let the man go because in
those hours of storm and flight he loved the
wife. He loved her now. He loved the mem-
ory of the one and only reward she had given
him-—a kiss of her sweet lips.

The little girl's voice came to him now,
laughing and screaming as she-romped with
Pelietier inside, and MacVeigh laughed soft-
ly, and smiled, as he filled his pipe. Then
he turned with a new sense of duty. He had
been digging. and beside the shallow hole he
had made there lay the stiff and frozen
corpse of a man. It was a terrible picture

that the dead man made, with hia coarse

bearded face turned up to the sky and his
teeth still suerling. as they had snarled on
the day he died. He had been under that
shallow covering of ice and earth for nearly
two months, but he was unchanged. Mae-
Veigh ehivered. He had been through the
dead man's pockets, had searched him thor-
oughly, and the few things he had found lay
on the snow. There was nothing among
them that might solve the mystery of the
miracle that hiad descended upon them. He
rolled the man into the grave, covered him
over, and went into the cabin.

Polleticr war in his usual place—on his
hands and knees—with Little Mystery astride
his back. He paused in 2 mad race across

&
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the eabin floor and losked up. with inquiring
cves. The Ettle girl held up her arms, and
MacVeigh tossed her half-way to the ceiling,
and then hugged her golden head close up
to his chilled face. Pelletier jumped to his
feet; his face grew serious as MacVeigh
looked at hitn' over the child’s tousled curls.

%1 found nothing—sabsolutely nothing of
any account,” he said. “I didn't call you
out when I got him above ground for 1 didn’t
think it 'would be pleasant for you to see the
man. you killed. But there was nothing on
him—nothing.” He placed Little Mystéry on
one of the bunks, and faced the other with
a puzzled look in his eyes. “I wish you
hadn’t been in a fever on that day. of the
fight, Pelly,” he said. *‘He must have said
silmething—-someth_ing that would give us o
CUB.” ) B -

“ Mebby he did, Mae,” said Pelletier, look-
ing with a shiver at the few things which
MucVeigh had plsced on the eabin -table.
But there’s no, use werrying any more, Mac,
It ain't in reasch that she’s got any people '
up heret-six hunidred miles from the shack
of a white man that 'd own a little heauty
like her. She’s mine. 1 found her. She's
mine to keep.”

He sat down at the table, and MacVeigh ..
seated himself opposite him, smiling sym-
pathetically into Pelletier’s eyes.

%1 know—you want her—want her bad,
Pelly,” he said. “And . I know the Girl
would love her. But she’s got people—some-
where, and it's our duty to find ’em. She

‘didn’t drop, cut of a balleon, Felly. ~ Do

you suppose—the dead man-—might be her

_father?”

It was the first time he had asked this
question, and he noted the other’s sudden

-shudder of revulsion.

“I've thought of tlmt,- Mae. Bub it can't.
be. He weas a beast, and she—she’s a little

—fear—" . . .

Pelletier wiped his face uneasily, and the
two young men stared into cach other's eyes.
MacVeigh leaned forward, waiting. e
- %1 figured it all out—Ilast night, lyipg
awake there-in my bunk,” -continued Pelle-
tier, “and as the second best friend I have
on earth I want to ask you not to go_any
farther, Mac. Shelf.miné. My Jeanne, down
there, will love heg Tike a_real mother, and
we'll bring ber up right. But if yon go on,
Mae, you'll find something unpleasant—I—I
swear you wiltl”

.#You kmow—"" .

“Tve guessed,” interrupted the other
“ Mae, sometimes a beast—a man beast—
helde an attraction for a2 woman, and Blake
was that sort of a beast. You remember—
two years ago—a sailor ran awag with the
wife of 8 whaler’s eaptain away up at Nar-
whale Inlet. Well—

Again the two-men stared silently at each
other. MacVeigh turned slowly towerd the
child. She had .fallen asleep, and he could
see the dull shimmer of her golden curls as
they' lay scattered over Pelletier’s pillow.. -

“Poor little devil,” he exclaimed softly. ©

#T believe that woman was Little Mys-
tery’s mother, Mae,” Pelletier went on.s ¢ She
eouldn’t bear to leave the little kid when she
went with Dlake. so she tock her along.
Some women-do that. And after a time she
died., Then Blake took up with an Eskimo
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woman. You know what happened after that.
Weo don't want Little Mystery to know all
this when she grows up. 1t’s better not.
She's too little to vemember, ait't shet She
won't ever know.”

“ T remember the ship,” sajd MacVeigh, not
taking his eyes off Little Mystory. * Bhe was
the &drer Seall Her captuin’s name was
Thompson.”

He did not look at Pelletier, bub‘hc could

fecl the quick, tense stiffening of the other's
hody.. There was a moment’s silence, Then
Pelleticr spoke, in a low, unnatural -voice.

“ Mae, you ain’t going to hunt him up, are
you? That wouldn’t be fair to me, or to the
kid. My Jeannce'll love her, an’ mechhy—
mebby some duy your kid'll come along an’
marry her—"

MucVeigh rose to his feet and walled soft-
Iy toward the door. Pelleticr did ‘not sec the
strange ook that hud come into his face.

“What do you soy, Mac?”

“Think it over, Pelly,” came back Mac-
Veigh's voice huskily. ©“ Think it over. 1
don’t want to hurt you, n’ I know you
think a lot of her, but-—think it over. .You
wouldn’t rob her father—"

He opened the door quietly and went out.
His kid! He gritted his teeth as he faced
the cold wind from the morth. The sting of
that wind was like the mocking ghost of his
own past life. He was thirty-two, and he
had suffered the stings of pain and of lone-
liness since he could remember. Down south,
where Pelletier was soon going to happiness
and love, he had no soul that thought of him
or cared for him. That world he had left
behind him many years age. He knew ounly
the wilderness and his service. His kid! A
flood of warmth swept through his veins, and
jn that moment of forgetfulness and hope he
turned his eyes into the south and west, and
saw again the sweet face and up-turned lips
of Isobel Deane. '

Then he faced the breaking seas of ice,
and the north. The glooin of early night had
drawn the horizon nearer. The rumble and
thunder of the erumbling floes came from
out of a purple chaos that was growing
blue-black in the distsnce. For several min-
utes MacVeigh stood listening, end looking
into nothingness. The bresking of the ice,
the mozning discontent in the air and the

¢ Kazan ™

grawling monotone of the giant currents had

driven other men mad; but they held a fas-

cination for him. He knew what was hap-.

pening, and he could almost measure the
strength of the unseen hands of nature. No
sound was new or strange to him. But now
~—us he stoad there—there Tose above all the
other tumult a sound that he. had not heard

. terrible soun

" before.  His body became suddenly tense and

.alert as he faced squarcly to the porth. For
& full-minute he listened, and then turned
and ran to the cabin, .

Pelletier had lighted a lamp, and in its
glow MacVeigh's face shone white with ex-
citement and # strange fear. -

“(ood  God, Pelly, come hore!” ho cried
from the door.
~As Pelletier ran out he gripped him by
the shoulders.

“ Listen!”
that!”

“ Wolves!” said Pelleticr.

The wind was rising, and seat 8 whistling
blast through the opon donr of the esbin, Tt
awakened Little Mystery who sat up with
frightenced eries.

he communded. . “ Lisken to

“ No, it’s not wolves,” eried MacVeigh, and -

it did not sound like MacVeigh's vaiec that
spoke. “1 never heard wolves like that.
Listen.” .

He clutched Pelletier's arm as on a fresh

burst of the }rind there came the strange and

from out of the night. Tt was
rapidly drawing nearer—a wailing burst of
savage volce, as if a great' wolf pack had
struck the fresh and blocd-stained trail “of
game. But with this there was the other and
more fearful sound, a shrieking and yelping
as if half-human creatures were being torn
by the fangs of beasts. As Pelletier and Mac-
Veigh stood waiting for something to appear
out of the gray-and-black mystery of the
night they heard a sound that was like the
slow ‘tolling of a thing that was half hell
and half drum.

“It's not wolves,” shouted MacVeigh.
“ Whatever it is there's men with it! Iurry,
Pelly—into the cabin with our dogs and
sledge. Those are dogs we hcur—dogs who
are howling because they smell us—and there
are hundreds of em! Where there's dogs
there’s men—but who in Heaven's name can
they be? ™"

He dragged the sledge into the cabin while
Pelletier unleashed the huskies from the lean-
to. When he came in with the dogs Pellctior
locked and bBolted the ‘door.

MacVeigh slipped a elipful of cartridges
into his big game Remington. His carbine

. was already on the table, and as Pelletier

stood staring st him in indecision he pulled

" out two Savage automatics from under his

bunk and gave one of them to his companion.
His face was white and set, .
« Better get ready, Pelly,” he said quietly-

. % J’ve been in this country a long time-—seven

years or more—end I tell you they're dogs
and men. Did you hear the drym? It's

‘made of seal belly, and there’s a bell on each
side of it. Thiey're Eskirnos, dtdtherehm’t-

ant Eskimo village within two hundred miles
of us this winter. They're Eskimos—and
they're not on a hunt—unless it's for us/”

Tn an instant Pelletier was buckling on his
revolver and cartridge belt, Ie grinned as
he looked at the wicked little blue-steeled
Savage. .

“T hope you ain’t mistaken, Mae,” he said,
“for it’ll be the first excitement we've had in
a2 year.” :

None of his enthusiasm revealed itself in
MacVeigh's face.

“«The Eskime ncver fights until he’s gone
mad, Pelly,” he said, “and you know what
madmen are. I can’t guess what they've got
to fight over, unless they want our grub. But
if they do—" He moved toward the door, his
gwift-iring Remington in his hand.  “DBe
ready to cover me, Peliv. I'm aoiug ouf.
Don't fire until you hear me shoot.”

He opened the door and steppid eut. The
howling had ceased now, but there came in
its place strange harking voices auu a erack-
ing which MacVeigh knew was made by the
long Eskimo whips. He advanced to meet
many gim forms which he saw breaking out
of the wall of gloom. raising his veice.in a
loud halleo. From the doerway Pelletier saw
him suddenly lost in a mass of dogs amd men,
and half flung his carbine to his shoulder.
But there was no shooting from MacVeigh
A score of sledges had drawn up about him
and the whips of dozens of little black men
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cracked viciously as their dogs sank upon
their bellies in the snow. Both men and dogs
were tired, and MacVeigh =aw that they bad
been running leng aned hard. "S4ll as guick
as animals the little men gathered about hiim,

their white-aud-blaclk eyes ataring at him out °

of _round, thick, dumb-lnoking faces. Mac-
Veigh noted that they were half a hundred
strong, and that all were nrmed—many with

s MacVeigh ™’

their little javelinlike narwhal harpoons,
some with spears, and others with rifles.
From the circle of strangely dressed and
hidcously visaged Deings that had gathered
about him one advanced and began talking’
to MacVeigh in a lamguage that was like the
rapid clack of knuckle-hones,

“ Komnollocks!”  MacVeigh groaned, and
he lifted both hands to show that he did not
umderstand, Then he raised his  voice:
« Nyna-talmute,” he vried. * Nuna-talmute—
Nune-talinate!l Ain't there oue of that lingo
among you?” '

He spoke directly to the chief man, who
stared at him in silence for a moment, and
then pointed both short arme toward the
lighted cabin.

“ Come on!” said MacVeigh, He caught
the little Eskimo by one of hia thick arms
and led him boldly through the breach that
was made for them in the ecirele. The chief
man's voiee broke out in & few words of com-

“rifgrid; Yike a-dozen deiek: wharp Velps efea:

dog, und six other Eskimos dropped in behind
them. .

“ W ggmellocks-—the blackest-hearted - little
devils .alive when it comes to trading wives
and fighting,” said MacVeigh te Pelletier as
he came up at the head of the seven little
black men. “ Watch the door, Pelly. They're
coming in” . .

He atepped into the cabin, and the Eskimo
followed. From Pelletier's bunk Little Mys-
tery looked at the strange visitors w1.th eyed
which suddenly widened with surpriss and
joy, and it another moment she Lad given
the straugest ery that Pelletior ot MacVeigh
had over heard lier utter. Searcely had that
ery fallen from her lips than one of tlhe
Eskimos sprang toward ler, Tis black hpnda
were skready upon her, drugging the fright-
ened child from the bunk, when with & warn-
ing vell of rage Pelletier leaped from the
door and sent him crashing back gmong his
companiona. In another instant ‘both mei
were fncing the seven Eskimos with feveled
automatics. I

“1f yon fire don’t shoot to kill!” com-
manded MacVeigh. .

The chief man was pointing to Little Mys-
tery, his weird velce rising until it was
alinest a seroum. Suddenly he doubled him-
wlf back and raised his javelin, Simultane-
onsly two streams of fire leaped from the
sutomatics, The javelin dropped to the flaor,
and with a shrill cry which was hulf pain
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and Lalfr command the leader staggered back
to the door, a stream of blood ruuning from
his wounded hand., The others sprang out
ahead of him. and Pelletier closed and belted
the door. When he turned MacVeigh was
closing and slipping the holts to the heavy
barr' des of the two windows, From Pelle-
tier's tmnik Little Mystery looked at them and
laughed.
4fo its gouf " snid MacVeigh, coming to
ter. and hreathing hard, " Tt's yon they
. annt. eht  Now—1 wonder why?"
* Polletier's face was flushed with oxeite-
o ment.  He wex reloading hix  automatic.
There was almest a trivmph in hix eyes as he
et MacVeigh's questioning gaze, .

They stond and listened. heard ounly the
rumbling monotane of the drifting iee—uat
the breath of r sound from the reorea of
men end dogs.

“We've given thom a Jessan,” xaid Pelle-
tier' at last, smiling with the confidence of
a man who was half & tenderfoot among the

' little -brown men,

MacVeigh pointed to the door.

“ That door is about the only place vul-
nerable to their bullets,™ he said. as though
he had not heard Pelletier. * Keep out of its
range. I don’t believe what guns they've gof
are heavy enough to penetrate the logs. Your
bunk is out of line. and safe.”

He went. to Little Mystery. and his stern
face relaxed into o smile as she put up her
atms to greet him. ’

“8o it's YOU, is it? " he asked again. tak-
ing her warin little face and soft curls be-
tween his two hands. * They want you. an’

E they want you bad. Well, thex carf have grub,

+  an’ they can have: ME, but—"" he lovked up
to meet Pelletivrs eves—“I'm d—d if- they
cgn have you,” he finished,

Suddeulr the night was broken by another
sound. the sharp. esplosive crack "of rifles.
They could hear the heat of bullets dgginst
the log wall of the cabin. Oue crashed
through the deor, tearing away a splinter as
wide as a man’s arm. and as MacVeigh nod-
ded- to the path of the bullet he laughed.
Pelletier had heard that laugh before. He
knew what it meant. He knew what the

desth whiteness of MacVeigh's face meant. -

It was not fear, but something more terrible
than fear. His own face was fAushed, That
is the difference in men.

. MacVeigh suddenly dorted across the dan~
ger zoue to the opposite half of the cabin.

“If that's vour game, here goes.” he cried.

“ Now, d—n ¥', you're so anxinus td fight—
get at'it ‘n” fight!™ -

* He spoke the last words to Pelletier.

X3! = swore when he went into action.

On his_own side Pelletier began tugging
-at a small, thin block laid between two of
the loge. The shooting cutside had ceased
when the.two men opened up the léopholes
that commanded a raige seaward, Almost
immediately it began - again, the dull, red
flashes showing the location of the Eskimos,
who had drawn back to the ridge that gloped
down to the bay. Ax the last of five shots
left hie Remington MacVeigh pulled in his
gun and faced across to Pelletier, whe was
already reloading. .

“Pelly, I don’t want to creak.” he said.
*hut this ir the last of law at Fullerton Point
—for you and me. Look at that!” .
+ He raired the muzzle of his rifle to one of
the logs over hix head. Pelletier could see
the fresh splinters sticking oul.

“They've got rome heavy caliborn” con-
tinued MaeVeigh, “and they're hidden be-
hind the slope, where they’re rafe from us for
8 thourand vears.
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holes ar an old cheewe™”

Asg if to verify his words o single shot rang®

nut and a bullet plowed through a log ro
close to Pellotier that the splinters flew into

-~ his face.

’ * | know these little devils, Pelly,” went on
MMacVeigh, “1f they were Nuna-talmutes
sou could =care “em with a2 shy-rocket. But
ther're Kogmalhiwks. Thex've murdered the
crews of half a dezen whalers, and T xhoulin't

Mac-

Ar roon gs it grows light-
encugh to sec they'll §ill thix shack aw full of

.

wonder if thex'd got the kid in some such
way. They wonldn't let us off now—even if
we gave her up. It wouldn't do. They know
better than to let the law get any evidence
aguinst them. I we're killed, and the cabin
burned. wha's going to fay what happened to

sust There's just two things for us to do—"

Another fusillade of shots came from the
suow ridge, and o third bullet erashed into
the cabin,

= Just two things,” MacVeigh went on, as
he completely shuded the dimly burning lamp.-
“Wa ean stay here 0’ die—or run”

Y Run!”

This was an unknown word in"the Serviee,
and in Pelletier's voiee there were both amnze-
ment aud contempt.

“ Yos, rom.” said MacVeigh quictly, * Run
—far the kid’s sake.”

Tt was plmost dark in the cabin. sud Pel-

- letier came close to his vompanion.

“You mean"

* That it's the anly wny to save #he kid.”
raid MacVeigh. * We wnight give her up, und
then fight it eut~—but that means she'd go
back to the Eskimes, ' mebby never be
foond again. The men and dogs out there
are bushed. We are fresh. If we can get
away from the cabin we ean beat “em out”

“We'll run then,” said Pelletier, He went
to Little Mystery. who sat stunned into si-
Jence hy the strange things that were hap-
pening. and hogged her up in his arms. his
iuck turned to the possible hullet that might
cowe through the wall... “ We're going te run.
little sweetheart.,” he mumbled half lavgh-
ingly in her curls ) ’

MacVeigh began to pack, and Pelletier put
Little Mystery down on the bunk and started
to harness the six dogs, ranging them close
along the wall. with old one-eyed Kazan, the
here who had saved him from Blake, in the

The figure was climbing to it feert for the
: fifth time

¥

lesd. Qutside the firimg bud ceased, 1t was
cevident that the Eskimos had ‘made up their
minds to save their afmmunition until.dawn.
ifteen minutes rufficed to load the sledge,
.and while Pelletier woz fastening the sledge
teecer MacVeigh bundled Little Mystery inte
her thiek fur eoat. The sleeve caught, and
he turned it back, exposing the white edge
of the lining. On that lining was something
which drew him down close, and when the
strange cory that fell from his lips drew Pel-
lotier's eves toward bim he wasx staring down
into Little Mystery's upturned face with the
look of one who saw a vikion,
© % Mother of Heaven,” he gusped, © xhe's—"
Me canght himself, and smothered Little
Mypstory up cluse ta Wim for a moment be-

.
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fore he brought her to the sledge. * She's
the bravest little kid in the world,” he fin-
jshed, and Pelletier wondered at the strange-.
ness of his voice. They tucked her into a
nest made of blankets and then tied her in -

securely with babiche rope. Pelletier stood -
up first and saw the hungry, stering look in
MacVeigh's face as he kept bis eyes steadily
upon Little Mystery. )

“ What's the matter, Mac?” he nsked,
“ Are you very much afraid—for her?”

“ No,” said MacVeigh, without lifting his
head.  “If you're ready, Pelly. open the
door.” He rose to his feet and picked up hix
rifle. He did not seem like the old MaceVeigh,
hut the dogs were nipping ond whining and -
there wns 1o time fop Peletier’s questions,

“I'm going ont first, Mae,” he said, ¥ You -
can make up your mind thay're watehing the
cabin pretty close, and ns'soon as the dogs
nose the open air they’ll begin yapping, "’
Jet ‘em en to us. We can’t risk her under
fire. So 1'n going to back aleng the edge
of the ridge and give it to 'em as fast as 1
can work the gun. They'll all turn to me,
and that’s. the time for you to open the deor
and mmke your get-away., Il be with you
inside of five minutes.” . :

He turned out the light as he spoke. Then
he epened the door and slipped out into the
darkness. without a protesting word from -
MacVeigh. Hardly had he gone when the
latter fell. upon his knees beside Little Mys-
tery and in the deep gloom crushed his rough
face down against her soft, warm little body.

“So it’s you, is it?” he ecried softly, and
then he mumbled things which the litttle girl
vould not possibly have understood.

Suddenlvy he sprang to his feet and ran to
the door with & word to faithful old Kazan,
ibe leader.

From far down the snow ridge there came
the rapid firing of Pelletier’a rifle. .

For a moment MacVeigh waited, his hund
on the door, tu give the watching Eskimos
time to turn their attention toward Pelletier.
He could perhaps have counted fifty before
he gave Kazan the leash, and the six dogs
dragged the sledge out into the night. With
his humanlike intelligence old Kazan swung
quickly after his master, and the team -darted
like a streak into the south and west, giving
tongue to  that first sharp, yapping voice
which it is impossible to beat or train out of -

.8 band of. huskies. As he ran,. MeeVeigh
looked back over his shoulder. In the hun-
dred-yard stretch of gray gloom between the
cabin and the snow ridge he saw three figures

speeding like wolves.” In @ flash thd meaning
of this unexpected move of thd: Eskimos

tier off from the csbin and his teurse of
flight. .

“ Qo if, Kazan!" he cried fiercely, bendinyg
low over the leader. * Moo-hoosh—moo-hoosh
—moo-hoosh, "old manl? and Kazan leaped -
ihto & swift Tun, nipping and whining at the
empty air. i '

MacVeigh stopped and whirled about. Two
other figures had joined the first three, and
MacVeigh openedifire, One of the running
Fiskimos pitched férward with a cry that rose
shrill and. scarcely human above the mozn-
ing and roar of the ice fields, and the other
four fell flat upon the snow to escape the
hail of lead that sang close-over their heads.
From the snow ridge there came a fusillade
of shots, and a single figure darted like a
streak in MacVeigh's direction. He knew
that it wds Polletier, and running slowly
after Kazan and the sledge hegrammed a
fresh clipful of cartridges into the chamber
of his rifle. 'The figures in the open had
risen again, and Pelletjer’s automatic Savage
trailed out a stream of fire as he ran. He
was breathing heavily Wwhen he reachod
MacVeigh. )

“ Kazan has got the kid well in the lead.”
shouted the latter. “f€iod bless that old
scoundrel. I believe hes human.”

They set off swiftly. and the thick night
saon engulfed nll gigns of the Eskimos
Ahead of them the sledge loumed up slowly.
and when they reached it hoth men thrust

i)
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* Yuu've got to lie still, Pelly,”” he warned, erranging the blankets so that the wounded man could rest comfortably

their rifles under the blankat straps. Thus re-
lieved of their weight they forged ahead of
Kazan.
“ Moo-hoosh—-moo-hoosh ! 7 cried MacVeigh.
He glaveed at Pelletier on the oppesite
side. His comrade was running with one arm
taised at the proper angle to reserve breath

and endurance;- the other hung straight and .

limp at his side. A swiden fear shot through
MacVeigh and he darted ahoad of the lead
dog to Pelletier’s side. He did not speak,
but touched the other’s arm. :

“One of the little devils winged me,”
gasped Pelletier. “ It's not bad” |

He was bresthing as though the short run

was already winding him, and without .a.

word MacVeigh ran up to Kezan's head and
stopped the denm within twenty paces. The
open blade of his knife was ripping up Pel-

. Jetier’s sleeve. before his ecomrade could find.

words to objeet. Pelletier was-bleeding, and
bleeding hard. - His face was shot with pain.
The bullet bad passed through the fieshy
part of his forearm, but had fortunately
missed  the main artery. With the quick
deftness of the wilderness-trained siirgeon
MacVeigh drew the wound close and bound it
tightly with his own and Pelletier’s hand-
kerchiefs, Then he thrust Pelletier toward
the sledge.

“You've got-to ride, Pelly,” he said. “If
you don't you’ll go under, and that means all
of us.” . -

Far behind them there rose the yapping
and howling of dogs.

“ They're after us with the dogs!” proaned
Pelletier. “T1 cau't ride, Mac, T've got to
run—and fight!”

“¥You get on the sledge or I'll stave your
head inl? comwmanded MacVeigh. “Face
the enemy, Pelly—and give 'em h—1. You've
got three rifles there. You can do the shoot-
ing while I hustle on the dogs. And keep
voursclf in front of her,” he ndded, pointing
to the alimost completely buried Little Mys-
toery.

He ran on ohead, and the dogs started
with tlieir heavier load.

“ Now for the timberline,” he called down
te Kazan, “It’s fifty miles, old boy, and
vou've got to make it' by dawn. If we

don't—"

,8trapa.

He left the words unfinished, but Xazan
tugged harder, as if he had heard and un-
derstcod. The sledge bad reached the un-
broken sweep of the barren now, and Maec-
Veigh felt the wind in his face. It was
blowing from the north and west, and with
it came sudden gusts filled with fine particles
of snow. After a féw moments he fell back
to see that Little Mystery’s face was com-
pletely covered. Pelletier was erouching low
on the sledge, his feet braced in the blanket
His wound, and the uncomfortable
sensation of riding backward on & swaying
sledge, were making him dizzy, and he won-
dered  if what he saw creeping up out of
the night was & result of this dizziness, or
a reality. Tlere wes no sound from behind.
But a darker spot had grown within his vi-
sion, at.times beecoming larger, then almost
disappearing. Twive ho -raised. his  rifle. .

of half an hour the panting dogs dropped into
a walk, and MacVeigh walked close beside hig .
comrade, .

“They've given it up,” groaned Pelletier
sweakly. “T'm glad of it, Mae, for Tm—Dm
—dizzy.” He was lying on the sledge now,
with his head bolstered up on a pile of
blankets. . L

“You know how .the wolves hunt, Pelly,”
said MacVeigh, “ in a moon-shape, half circle,
you know, that closes in on the running game
from IN FRONT? Well, that's how the
Eskimos hunt, and I'm wondering if they're
trying to get ahead of us—off there, and off
there.” He motioned to the north -and the
south. : ' .
~ “They can't” teplied Pelletier, raising
himsaelf to his elbow with an effort. * Theiy
dogs jare bushed. . Let me walk, Mac. I
AN,

Twice he Jowered it again, convinced that the
thing behind was only a shadowy fabric of
hia imagination. It was possible that - their
pursucrs would lose trace of them in the
dorkness,-and so he held his fire. ’

He was staring at the shadow when from
out of it there leaped a little spurt of flame,
and ‘a bullet sang past the sledge, a yard to
the -right. It was u splendid shot. There
was a marksman with the shadow, and' Pel-
letier replied so quickly that the first shot
had not died away before there followed the
seceond.  Five timea his automatic sent its
leaden messengers back inte the night, and
at the fifth shot there eame a wild outburst
of pain from one of the Eskimo dogs.

“Hurrah!” shouted MaeVeigh.  “ That's
one team out of business, Pelly. We can beat
'em in @ running fight!”

He heard the quick metallic snap of fresh
cortridges as Pelletier slipped them into the
chamber of his rifle, but beyond that sound,
the wind, and the straining of the huskies,
there was no other. A grim stlence feil be-
hind. The roar of the distant ice grew less.

- The earth no Tonger seemed to shudder under

their feet at the terrific explesions of the
crumbling bergs. But in place of theserthe

. wind was rising, and the fine snow was thick-

ening: MacVeigh no longer turned to look
behind. He stared abead, and as far as he
could see on each side of them. At the ead

i ST s e TR i

“ Gawd, but I'm dizzy—"

MacVeigh halted the dogs, and while they
dropped upon their bellies, panting and lick-
ing up 'the snow, he kneeled beside Pelletier.
Darkness concealed the fear in his eyes and
face. His voice was strong and cheerful.

“Yon've mot to lie still, Pelly,” ke warned,
arranging the blankets so that thé wounded
man could rest comfortably. “ You've got &
preity bad nip, and it's best for all of us
that you don’t make & move. You're right
about the Fsftimes, and their dogs. They're
bushed and they've given the chase up as a
bad joh, so what's the use of making a fool
of yourself? Ifide it out, Pelly. Go to sleep
with Little Mystory if you can. She thinks
she's in a cradle.”

He got up, and started the dogs. For &
leng time he wns alone. Little Mystery was
sleeping, and Pelleticr was -quiet, Now and
then he dropped his mittened hend-on Kaz-
an’s head, and the faithful old leader whined
softly at his touch. With the others it was
different, They snapped viciously, and Mae-
Veigh kept his distance. He went on for
hours, halting the team now and then for a
few minutes’ rest. He struck a match each
time and looked at Pelletier. His comrade
breathed heavily, with his eyes clesed. Once. |
long after midnight, he opémed them and

[Continued on page 46}
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— With one sweep Jimmie caught her to him.

all he sgid as he held her clasre.
ure! We can't,”

Bui he didnt o o, *“ Oh, Sue! Suc!” was

" What's the

But he had_pdmitted all she wanted him to.

» With a-determined little” movement she ex-

tricated herself: .
“ Jimmie Carson,” she tapped

. [-eamm? Quick!™
) “ Twenty-ive a week.” His
y prompt, if a little tremulous.

him #uthor-

itatively on the chest, " how much do you

answer was

“And I have a hundred .a month whlch

n- grandmmother left-me. Two bundred o month,”
B. she added musingly. ' T presume there are
8- " peaple who even.do it on less”
1y * Sue! Huei.! * he phook his head.
. “Jimtmy! Jinmyt” she mimicked hin tone
Then with an unexpected little- gesture of.
gl .| | shandon: “Why are you punishing me so.
to Jimmy? Far the past! Can I throw myself
at you any hardert”
or Just for a moment the man put his haads
aover his eyes, . .
“You're crazy, Sue” be said from behind
the harricade. * But the next moment he
.| caught her to him. And she clung to him,
1d erying. Even Jimmie made a- few dabs at

ment.

too—too brazen.”

est smile at him.

his eyes. Later on they planned “everything.
“And for the three hundred and sixty-
fifth- time—$%hot will you, bat—when will you
marry me, Bue?” he asked af last.
She looked at him for a little silent mo-

“YN ledve it to you, Jimmy, to decide.
Any-—any day but to-day. 1 was going to
come prepared. but——-—but I thought it o little

Jimmie looked dizzily at her, too happv for
words. And suddenly she ﬂaa.-hed the swest-

“ Here'’s your dollar, Jinmie,” she said, and
from an inner pocket of her .tailored coat she
brought forth the purse which was net lost.

LITTLE MYSTERY

., Conlinued from page 27

.
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MacVeigh’s white face.

MacVeigh forced him back

o

w
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I walk—
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daia | £ good napi™

wadui | pot see him unhl he fauced about. .
T “ (3ood mommg P\?]lv,’1 he grmned “ Have

stared, at the flare of the match, and inte
“ l’m all right., Mac,” he sa:d . Lel’. me’

gent!y, and

,weut on. He was alone until the first, cold,
gray break of dawn. “Then he stopped, gave
each of the dogs a frozen fish, and with the
fuel on the sledge built a small fire, He

scraped up snow for tes, and huug the pail
m gver the fire. He was frying bacon and toast-
eemse | Mg hard bannock bisouits when }:elletisar i

Pelletier groped -ahout on the Bledge

== | v« Wish I could find & _club, Mac? he said.
“I'd—1'd brain you! You let me sleep!”
P He thrust out his uninjured grm and the
ow artt | two shook hands. Once or twice before they
i biltt | had done this, after hours of great peril. It

wsene. | was not an ordinary handshake.
rday for MaeVeigh rose to his feet.

Half a mile

= 5r | away the edge of the big forest for which they

had been fightiug rese out ¢f the

dawn gloom.

P “If T’d known that,” saiﬂaMacVeigh, point-
| ing, “weld have camped in shelter. “Fifty

wory | miles, Pelly. Not o bad, was it7”

BASIS Behinid them the gray barren was lifting it-

of Al | self into the light of day. The two men ate,

neoee] | ‘and drank tea. During these

few minutes

syenr] | peither gave attention to the forest or the
awid | barren.  MacVeigh was ravenously. hungry.

155nes| 1 Pelletier cauld not get enough

of the ten.

ume | And then their attention went to Little Mys-
TCH | tery, who awoke with a wailing protest at the
Ik on | smothering cover of blankets. over her face.

fad e | MacVeigh dug her, out, and held her up to
s’ we- | view the strange change xince yesterday. It

35ietn | was then that Kazan stopped licking his fishy

‘#heteh
ad 1 will

sd_-lono( chops to send up 4 strange. wailing howi.

Both men turned their eyes toward the for-

arooning | est.  Half- -way between a figure was to:!mg‘

L] EUCCBSﬂ HAGAZINE io saswering ;dveﬂilemqm they are pmnted h;- our gmnuo agulost lcas.  Beo page ¥

:
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slowly toward them. 1t was a man, and Mac-
Veigh gave a low ery of astonishment.. .

. But Kezan was facing the gray barren, and

he howled again, long and menacingly. The
other dogs took up the ery, dnd when Pelle- |
tier and MBchgh followed the direction of
their warning they stood for a full half min-
uie as if turned into stone.

Moare than a mile away the barren was

dotted with a dozen awiftly moving sledges
al a seore of running men!

After all, their last stand was to he made

Stove or- R ‘st the edge of the timber-line!

[n such =<ituations men hke MacVemh nnd

trial Pelletier do not waste precious momgnts in
You dont Aeclde Anally Mt yon've prearranging aetions in words. Their -mental
used the stove or Fange 3 duys and prucesses are instantancous ad correlative—
pensé—Lf yon've notsatlsfiad. 170,000 | —F and they met. Without a word Ma(,Velgh re-

ot Little Mystery in her nest, without

pment with- even placing a sip of the warm fen to her

H b Kepal [ A § ,

" aver macash. Fotr Ioterent oo Tips. nncl by the time the dogs were straight-

T e Rloposition encd iu their troces Pelletior was handing

snd Catalog No. 151 ot once. him_hix Ttemington,

Kalamazoo'Stove Company - I've ranged it for three hundred aand fifty

Manufactarers yards,” he said, * We won’t wont to waste .
Kalamaezoo, Michizan JL our fire until they come that near.”
I3 ” ’ They set out at & trot, Pelietier running
‘A Kalamazoo Direct To You with his wounded arm dowit at his side, Sud-

denly the lone figure between them and the,
forest disappeared. It had fallen flat in the
snow, where it lsy only a black speck. In a

K N ‘moment it rose égain, aud advanced.” Both |
- Pelletier and MacVeigh were looking when it

PURE, PLAIN, SPARKLING | '. fell for a second time.

An unpleassant laugh eame from Mac-

G' E LAT ' N E Veigh's lips.

*“ No help there,” he said. * Whoever he

Dessert Book FREE “ix, hes half dead]”

The figure was climbing to its feet'for the

Poople,” illustrated in colora, showing jist hgw fifth time, and was ouly on its hands and
kuees, when the sledge dvew up. Tt was g
white’ man.  His head was bare, his face
deathlite. His neck was open to thé cold
.wind, and to the others’ astonishment he wore
1o. heavier garment -over his dark flannel

ghirt. The man’s eyes burned wildly from
out of & growth of shagey beard awd hair, and
ke was panting like one who had traveled

miles instead of a few hundred yards.

* Cabin—back there—in ‘edge—woods,” -h(;

explained, as he maw the effect. his appear-
gnce was makmg ot the newcomers. “ Saw
you—coming. I'm dvmg—-nu hope—'kuow it.
Name’s—Scottie Deane.”

An amazed ery broke tfrem Pel]etmr. He

. Joocked at MaéVeigh, his chief. Iere was the

Fioe peaflt. repeater. % murderer. for whom a half of the whole north-

samplo lo workers,

All nnnvenle 1088

ern force had been searching for a year! Ie
made an involuntary novement forward, but
MacVeigh was ahead of him. He ransed the
outlaw to his feet, and the twostared at each
sther for a space, while from threg-quarters
of o mile away came the first faint howling

of the Eskimo du;;a

iisent you know mei” asked Mche:gIl,

‘Noxl
"'9 ne: | ‘0“”1""?““4 la- 20 low_that Pelletier did not hear. *1'm |

hyxia
'ﬁsﬁﬂﬂ‘“ﬂ.‘i% MneVelgh! of the.Royal Northwest-Mounted.
i.?a".’f”" ?‘h'ﬂ"’dﬂ%sm ' | 1t was I who helped your w1fe over the bar-

‘m:ﬂeum&o. 160 Michigan 81, Chicagn, US4 ten, and who—who—"
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A little wailing ery came from-the sledge.

With a gasp Seottie Deane turried his eyes
A complste Light Plant swelghing 11bg. Portable, toward that ory. :

¥ My God!” he serenmed.
Tn au ingtant he was upon his knees besu:le

Little Mystery, and the little girl's army were -
around his neck, and he was sobbing nu&
tolking Iike a madman. '

“ Bhe’s mine--minel” he cned leapmg to

his feet with new strength. * Where‘~d|d 3011
get her? How—"

The Eskimos ‘wére only hdlf a mile away.

“MucVeigh turned the dying outlaw so_t_hat
‘his face -was in their direction. Quickly,
without a waste of words, he told Seottie.

Denne all that happened. And when he had
one; Scottie ran out in the face of the army
of little black tuen, with Little Mystery in
his arms, and strange shouting ecries on his
lps,  Pelletier and MacVeigh were in the
edge: of the forest when Denne met his Eski-
mos, There was 2 long wali ‘ot there, and
then Secottie and Little Mystery came back—

I ™ a sledge drawn by Eskimo dogs, sad be- |
-side the sledge walked the chief whe had

been wounded in the eabin at Fullerton
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| an' He sént you here—in time.” -

3

Couchee’s cabin—on the Little Bqaver_—a'n“

staring straight end. silently into his eyes,

' Scottie Deane’s rigid body relaxed and he

"# He said his name was Blake.”

- Veigh saw that the end was near.

-

Point. ' Scottic Deane was swaying, his head
was bowed half upon his breast, and the chief
and another Eskimo were supporting him. He
nodded to the right, and a hundred yards®
away they found a cabip. The powerful lit-
tle Northerners carried him in, stili clutch-
ing Little Mystery in his arms, and he made
8 motion for MacVeigh to follow him—alone.
Inside the ¢abin they placed him on a low
bunk. and with a ‘weak but terrible cough the
outlaw beckoned MacVeigh to hia side.  Mac-
Veigh knew what the cough meant. The sick
man had suffered terrible cold—and the tis-
sue of his lungs was sloughing away. Jt wos
death. The most terrible death of the North,

He- spoke quite steadily. R

“T'm dying,” ke said egain. *“Have been
—four days. You must understand—before
Igo. 1killed a man—but it was—right. Ile
tried to insult her—my wife—an’ you—yout |
paople hunted me. For safety we went
far north—among the Eskimos—an’ lived
there—loug time. The Eskimos—they loved
the little girl and wife, *specially little [sobel.
Thought them sngels—some sort. Then we
heard you were going to hunt for me—"mong
Eskimos. So we set out with box. Box was
for her—to keep her from fearful cold--but
when we saw your fire on edge of barren she
made me get in it—an’ so—so you found us.
You kmow—after that. You thought it was
—coffin—an’ she told you I was dead, You
were goodi—good to her—an’ you mus’ go
down where she is—take little Isobel—"

He stopped, panting snd coughing. Mac-
Veigh was crushing both his thin, cold hands
in his own. .

“You was good—good—good—to her” re-
peated Scottie Deane .weskly. * You loved
her—an’ it was o’ right—because you -thought
1 was dead<an' she was alone—reeded help
—Tlove—an’ you must go down to her—Pierre

¥ »

H¢ suddenly wrenched his hands free and
took MacVeigh’s tense face between them,

‘% An'—an’—I1 give her to you,” he said.
“ She’s an angel, and she’s alone—needs some
one—love—a good man—an’ you—youll be
good ‘to her.” - :

“1 will go to her,” said MacVeigh softly.
“gnd I swear here on my knees, before the
great and good God, that I will do what an
honorable man should do.”

sank back on his blankets with a sigh of re-
lief. :

“1 worried—-for her,” he said. “ I've always
believed in a Géd—though I killed a man—

tie Deane's eyes. )
“The man—who stole little Isobel,” he
dreathed. * Who was he?” .
% Pelletier~the man out there—killed him
when he came 1o the cabin,” said MacVeigh.

“ Buage-—BLARE—BLARE!” '%‘.gain Scot-
tie Deane’s voice rose from the edge of death
to a shriek. “ Blake, you say? A great
coarse sailor mun, with red hair—red beard
—ellow teeth like B walrus?  Blake
Blauwg—"

Scottie Deane sank back again, with a
thrilling, half-mad laugh. :

¥ Then—then it's a1l been a mistake—a
funny migtake,”-he said, and his eyes closed,
and his voice spoke the words as though he
were uttering them fromout of a dream. Mac-
He bent
down ‘to catch the dying man’s last’ words.
*We fought—I thought I -killed him—an’
‘threw him into the sea. So—soe—I'm not &
murderer—after ell. And he—he came back
for revenge—and—satole—little—Iscbel, I'm
—I'm—not—a—murderer, You—you—yill—
tell—her. You will-you'll tell her—I didn’t
kill him—after all. © Youll tell her—an’ be
gm)d—good—"

A shudder passed through him. :
It wis the last sign of life. MacVeigh con-
tinued to kneel at his side for a long time,
.and held his hapds until they were as cold

.| @ full shecp, marbled edges, gold stagiped and {ndexed.

SUCCESS

Webster's New $8.50 lmxperial Dictionary].
. FREE With Every Order
MAGNIFICENT 1911 EDITION OF THE

NEW AMERICANIZED
ENCYCLOPEDIA

First in Wealth of Learning, First in Weight of Authority,
= Latest in Date of Publication

Fifteen magilve volumek,

p binding, 10.000 doublc-column
ages. 1 uperh mpi 3p.000 biographital references, bundreds of
ﬂlummuns. <olored platds of the eareae heaury.

Always the Greatest iz the World, Té-Day the Cheapust
. in the World .

$1.00 SECURES THE SET
" Sent FREE for Exsuiipation

The King of All Encyclopedias at Prices
) Km%lever Before Approached

Other bpoks may be
DHESIRABLE —tbe En-

clopedin js YNDIS-
PENSABLE.. It solves
all problems; answers wll
questians; settles all dis-
putes. Al gallant deeds
and stimlog seeces, all
victories of brain or
brawn; 3l marvels of
science and invention, all
the gloriousachievements
that have made history
luminous and civilization
ssible kre foynd in the
Go0¢ poges of these
splendid volumes Cra
YOU aford 1o do with-
out it? .

Its contributers inclide
such .men of world-wids
fame s Matthew Arcold,

ohn Mor-

ames Hrice,

Spacial Half-Prico Offer
To emphssize the jssue of
the 19?1 edition of this
magnificest work we are
mnﬁing for u Nmited time
only = special introduc-
tory offer of just ONE
HALF the regular price.
The cioth sef we price al
, the half morecco at
. Moreover, wit
every order we will sand
absclutely FREE Web-
ster’s Huge New Jmperlal
Dictienary, Tetailing regularly at §6.50. Tt is bound n

Send No Money Now
.Slgn and gnuil the actached coupen and wowill ship you a
compitie St for ten days’ FREE examinativn. You can
vesurn thern af our cxperisc H they il 1o glve you entiae
satlifactiop. -We pay aill traneporfation charged.
Should you declde 16 purchase, then send ug $r.00
ax Erst payiient andg p:{ the balance at the ratc of
%200 per month for tho cloth ead' $z.30 per
wabth for the hall moroccd,

De Kot Dalay. Atthese phevomenal ?’i«. ',

et wlg vaafsh Bk

HEY “Wa-Oh!
ouly if satlsfied.

The Booklovers
Societ

c
aktia plcglld, a co 1g
set of the NEW AMERICAN-
12ED ENCYCLOPEDIA i bialf|

maracco binding ot your SPECIAL,
HALF PRICE offer of §a6.00. IMthe

e
thd purchaga price the sun of Sieo inll.
cash withiil 10 days iter teceipt of goods]
2.40 gach month thereafrer for eights
cen mouths. If the books are net satisioctony,
1 am to notify you promptly eod held themsu
éel:l lmﬂur order. Alsa s¢nd me WEBSTHR'SE
NEW IMPERIAL DICTIONARY, which I am to,
recsive absolustly FREE should I retaia the set‘.k

i, reane

2.60 ek wnih to §2

AmazingProfl F
In Mushreooms

AnyDody can add $816 Fio per waek
o thelr Income, io spare Hime, ¢utire
2 i cellars,
I tell you

where ta sel), at highcst prices.
¥rea DHuwirsted Iostrnellon Booklvl

HIRAM BARTON °
2385 West 48 _ﬂ_ﬁu New York

.

THE HONE DOES IT]

The D, & H. Honer and StroEper bunes ail makes of

safet bl‘:debl on : :to[:llz lmlne; nishes on a legther strop

like the barber. all deslors. .
! PRICE, $3.00

Complete, prepaid
Send for Cataley

A. C. HAYDEN & CO.
BAOGHTON, MABS.

STUDY BY MAIL

WM
<hd Framios comubla- Onprantasd Lo prepare fat Faf

“ax ice in his own. .

LAW=

nory -
S ot Basking Lo Pt oy Lol
Stamiard Corrsapsadanes Bekool of Law, 14£4 Eaat Srd Stroet, Chicsgs, e

o

MAGAZINE

Thenn he went out to make friends with
tho faithful Eskimos who had fought for the
woman's sake.and little Isobel, and to tell the
‘wonderful story of death, and of new life for

him, to Roscoe Pelletier. And as he went he
thanked Heaven for the coming, ¢f the sunny-
haired baby, Little Mystery, now Little Iacbell

In the edge of the I:imber-line it was black

—black not only with.the gloom of night, but |

with the concentrated darkness of spruce and
balsam snd 2 sky so low and thick that one'
tould nlmost hear the wailing swish of it
overhead, like the steady scbbing of surf on a
senshore. It was black—save for the small
cireles of light made by the Eskimo fires,
around which a score of little brown 'men sat
or crouched. The masters of the camp were
ptill awake, hut twice as many dogs, ex-
hauated and footsore, lay curled inio heaps, as
inanimate as if degd. There was present a J
strange silence and a strange and unnetural
gloom that was not of the night alone—s
silence broken only by the low moaning of the
wind out on the barren, the restlessness in
the air abave the tree tops, and the crackling
of the fires. The Eskimos were as motionless
a6 s0 many dead men. They were not asleep.
Their round, expressionless eyes were wide'
open. . They sat or crouched with their backs
to the barren, their faces turned into the still
deeper blackness of the forest. Some distance
hway, ke a star, there gleamed a light, a
agmall light and a steady light—in a cabin
findow, —The eyes of those about the fires
“were fixed on this Hght. For two hours they

" had been staring at it. And at intervals there

rose from among the stony-faced waichers a

nan who was chief of the tribe, and whose |{.

AMacking voice joined for a few moments each
time the wailing of the wind, the swish of
the low-hanging sky, and the crackling of the
fires. But there was sound of no other voice’
or movement. He alone moved and spoke—
for to the others the clacking sounds he made
was speech, words spoken for a man who was
dead. The man lay in the cabin., He was
covered over with o blanket. - .

At & crudely made table, with a tin lamp
between them, sat MacVeigh and Pelletier.
Pelletier’s arm was in a sling. His face was
drawnvand haggard and blackened by powder
smoke. MacVeigh was writing, slowly and
laboriously, with the stub of a pencil so short

.that he could scarcely hold it between his

He had been writing -
he

thumb and forefinger:
for three-quarters of an hour, and now
straightened himself with a groan of relief.

“T°d rather fight—fight scven days in the
week, than write these confounded reports,”
he exclaimed. “I always think of that job
shead of me whén anything big ist happen-

_ing, Pélly, I thought of it back thefe on the

arren. At the frset diried Shot T knew T
have to write it all out for Headquarters,”

- Pelletier went to the one window of the
cabin. He could see the Eskimo fires and the
motionless figures crouching in the cireles of

fight. y
1 * Wish the,v‘rl move,” he said. “ They make

e mnervous. Flello, there’s that O-gluek-
ﬁuok, or whatever you call ’'im, giving ‘'em
another dance and epiel. By thunder, they
are moving! They’re jumping to their feet
awl coming this wayl”

" MaeVaigh lonﬁ*d at his watch. .

* They're mighty good guessers, Pelly, It's
2 quarter after twelve. When a chief or-a
big man dies the tribe buries him in the first
hour of the new day, They'rs coming after
Scottie Deane.”

He opened the door and etepped out into
the night. Pelletier joined him. The Tiski-
mos advanced without a sound and atopped
in a shadowy group twenty paces from the
eobin. Five of the little fur-clad men de-
tached themselves from the others and filed

' into the cabin, with the chief man at their

hend. As they bent over Seottic Desna they
begnfl to chant o low monotene which awak-

ened litgle Inobel, who sat up and stated slecp-, |
ily at the strange seene.r MacVeigh weut to |

her and gathered her close in his hrms. 'She
wan sleeping again when he .put her down

- L
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among the blankets. The Eskimos were gone
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with their burden. He eouldl hear the low
chanting of the tribe. ) .

“ I found her. and 1 thought she was mine,”
said Pelletier’s low voice at his side. * But
ghe ain’t, Moc, She's yours” .

“You're going to teke her down to the
woman, and after that—7

MacVeigh broke in on him,. as though he
had _not heard.

“You'd. better get to bed, Pelly,” he
warned. © That arm needs rest. I'm going
out to soe wifere they bury him.”

He put on his cap and heavy coat and went
aa far na the door. then turned back. From
his kit he took o belt ax and unils,

The wind was blowing more strongly over
the barren, and MucVeigh could no longer
hear the low lament of the Eskimos' He
moved toward their fires, and found them de-
serted of men, only the dogs remaining in
their deathlike sleep. And then. far down
| the edge of the timber, be saw a flare of light.
Five minufes tater he stood hidden in a deep
shadow. a few paces ffom the Eskimos. Tiey
hed dug the grave early in the evening, out
on the great snow plain, free of the trees;
and as the fire they had built lighted up their
dark, round faces MacVeigh saw the five little
black men who had borne forth Scottie Deane
leaning over the shallow hole in the frozen
earth. Scottie was already gone. The earth
and ice and, frozen moss were falling in upon
him, and not a sound fell now from the thick
lips of his savage mourners. In a few minutes
the erude work wag done, and like,a thin black
shadow the natives filed back tv their camp.

head of the grave, hiz long narwhal spear
across his knees, the wild north wind beating -

| at his back.. It.was O-glock-gluck, the Es-

kimo chief, guarding the dead man from the
devils who come to steal body and soul dur-
ing the first few hours of hurinl.

MacVeigh went ideeper into the foreat un-
til he found a thin. straight sapling, wwhich
he cut down with half a dozen strokes of his
belt ax. From the sapling he stripped the
bark, and fthen he chopped off a third of its”
length and nailed it crosswise to what .re-
mained. After that he sharpened the hettor
end. and returned to the grave, carrying the
eross gver his shoulder. Stripped to_white-

‘} ness it gleamed in the firelight. The Eskimo

watcher stared at it for n moment, his dull
eves burning darker in the night, for he knew
that after this two gods, and not one, were
to guard the grave. MacVeigh drove the
cross deep, and as the blows of his ax fell
upon it the Eskimo slunk back until he was
swallowed in the gleom. When MaeVeigh
was done he pulled off his cap, But it was
not to- pray. s
" I'm =otry, aold ma
"y . ey -

Only one remained, sitting cross-legged at the (-

- SUECESS

BECOME A
NURSE

©Tiie value of e conrse can-"
not be overestimated. At first
I earned $12.50 & week, but be-
fore I had atudied six months I
gatned somych practical knowl-
edge that I pecelved $20 to $30
aweek, I havealmostdoubled
my earning powerg' Mrs, Bea-
trice Reeve, Vancouver, B. €.
¢ Photo. }

Send for & eopy of
“How I Becatho & Nurse”

and our Year Book explalning meth-
od: 249 a with Intennsly lntereat-
Ing experienced by our araduated, wha
mantered the art of professional nurse
Ihg by the C. Ry X, homo-atudy cqurso.
Thousandx of our groduates, with and

without frwulnu rEperienco, ank fo
day rarning W10 [ $20 a week .

_Tl’..'lfl! TEAM
The Cheutauqua $School
* of Nursing .
$30 MAIN STREET aumextows, M. ¥

Would YOU Hire a Man Over 402

For the past several Years. there has been alot of talk
about the 1*40.year deudltae.” A big gquestion has been malsed
and the solution is of vital importance to every mau in business
wlicthes yopng or old—cmployer or employcc.

Y oq have already answ it in your awn mind.  You kncw that
ol hate never disciminated pgalist any man on aecount of kls
nge alunes

You may refuss t eoiplay 1he untrined man whom you believe
it too old ko leam, But the tralwed, eSclent min, whetker hix
age be q:]‘nr 50, i% the man you are constantly on the lookout
-swse belp you muat have in the conduct of your business. Yt
you would bire a maz over forty if fulfiled Four requireniens—

You Would i He Were a°Sheldon Man

of 40 has Jeamied 12 think. Helsioihe VERY
. Heis 01.D ENOUGH 10 have that mawrty of
judsment—thac sirengih of purpose—that makes for success inbusiness.

Tie has leamnad how 30 combing initistive with the ability to walt,
He has found the way to devefop his natural talents to the very Umost
He knows modem business prioclples and methods.  He has not gone
twseed—HE S A FINISHED PRODUCT.

Your employess shonld be your MUST VALUABLE ASSET.
E =3; instinct of safl-intesest g5 well as humanity, promgts you to
develop them to 1he poiit of MAXIMUR efficlency. |
A Book has been written which tells how to accomplish this result
1he Sheldon way—lt Is yads (or Lhe asking, without cost, although
it has been worth thousinds of dullars 10 others. A postal or eter
wisi bring . Send for it NOW,  © «

. THE SHELDON SCHOOL
1264 Republic Duilding p ©  Chlcage, INinols

10 Cents a Day

bugs the Pittsburgh Visible Typewriter,
Made in our own factory in Kittanning,
Pa, 865 now—later the price will
& be 100, Oneof the most remarkabls
typewriters in the world; not excefled by
H any machine at any price. Entire line
visible. Back spacer, tabulator, two-color ribbon universal kay-
board, et¢, Agents wanted everywhere. One Pitisbargh
Vigible Machine Given Away for a very small service,

No selling necessary.
aad to learnof our easy termsand full
TO Get Oﬂe Fl.'ee particulars regnrdi&lﬁy lhgnun rece-

dented offer, say tousina letter *Muil your FREE OFFER."”

‘The Pittsburgh Visible Typewriter Company
Established 90 Fears .
Dept. 68, UNION BANK BUILDING, PITTSBURGH, PA.

.

v
How do you keep your Scarf Pins?

wish you was alive. 1 w

ck to her—with the kid—instid o' me. But

Il keep that promise. I swenr it. I'll do—
what's right—by her.”
“From the forést he looked buck. The Eski-
mo- chief had returned to his somber watch.
The crosa gleamed a ghostly white against the
thick blackness of the barren. He turned his
face away for the last time. and there filled
him the oppression of a leaden hand. a thing
that was both dread and fear. Scottie Deanc
was dead—dead and in his grave, and yet he
walked with him now, at his side. He could
fee] the prerence, and that presence was like
4 warning, stirring strange thoughts within
him. He turked back to the:cabin, and en-
tered softly. Pelletier was asleep. Little Iso-
el was breathing the s#weet forgetfulness of
childhood. e stooped and kissed. her, silken
curls, and for 2 long time he stood with one
of those soft curls between his fingers. In &
few years more, he thought, it would be the
darker gold and brown of the woman's hair—-
of the woman he loved. Blowly a great peace
entered into bim. After all, there was more
than hope ahead for him. She—the older
Isobel—knew that he loved her as no other
man in the world could love her. He had
given proof of that. And now she was free,
and he -was going to her,

"(To be roncluded)
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mountain top, out of this smothered hele in
the ground. Her figure, glimmering white in
a window light os she came up the pathway,
made the only point of hope and interest for
him in the whole uight of gloom. TR
- She said at once, as she sat down beside
him: “Well, P'm leaving. She “told -Mrs.
Slauber what she overheard me saying.to you
Inst night. The doctor notified me that he
can’t have e stealing his patients.” -

* You're leaving?” .

“Pm turned out.? .

“ Then,” he said, even gaily, *so am
-~ “ Where ure you going?” A

“TIl earry my distinguished patronage to
whatever sonitarium,you—" n
¥ But you see she cut in, * Dr. Slauber’s
mngry. He wou't give me a reference. rn
probably nut be able to get anything around
here. I may have to go back to New York.
I con always get private nursing in town.”
© 4 Ah” he said, “ I'm forbidden New York”

“ Or perbaps Tl just retire to my bunga-.| B
Iow. I have some mioney saved up.” There | |
iwas plain desertion of him in her worried | ¢
“Qnly I don’t like to leave you.”

His silence seemed to accuse her. She ex-
plained hurriedly: “1f- ] had enough money
- to build, I might start a"little place up there
myself. That was my idean in” buying it
_"Then you could be my first patient. Or you
could edme along now if we had anyqne else
to come, but the shack’s so small—it's really
only one big room with a little lean-to on one
end for a kitchen. Se thatls out of the ques-
tion. Havent you any of your own pepple |
anywhere? It seems a shame that you should |
be here alone.” ’ )

He studied- the darkness. “ No one that I
ghould carc to impose on, I have a sister in
Brookline, but she has a husband and three
young children, I haven't even-let her know
Tm ill. Tt would enly anney her. .

“Well” she summed it up—with what he
felt was n smile though he could net see it—
“we're o pair of poor homeless orphans, surc
enough,” She added, in another voice: “I
feel sometimes the- way you said yeu did—
¢empty-handed’ I'm nearly thirty-two, and
-1 haven’t a thing to show for it.” o

“ You have your wonderful healthb—and you
are just beginning life” .

“ That’s just like 2 man,” she replied,” al-
most contemptuously. * “With a woman, at
thirty-five, things begin to go~frem her in-
stead of coming fo her—if she hasn't put her
- youth into a heme and a husband and chil-

I. n

“You couldn't,” he said gently. “You
couldn’s have taken him.” .

“ No,” she cried, “so I turned -him over
to the women who would! T cheated myself
of all that life had to offer—trouble mostly,
1 suppose, but even trouble’s better than
nathing at all.”

“What a waste! . . . If he could have be-
haved himself, ‘vou would bave made him a
very happy man.” i

“Do you rveally think sol’ :

He patted her on the shoulder, paternally.
“ My dear mirl,” he said, “T know it from ex-
perience. You have all sorts «of character.
Pardon it from an incurable wreck, but I
ghall miss you more than I can tell you”

«1 hate to leave you in this hole,” she
‘sighed.

“Qh, what matter! What matter!” He
leaned forward, restiug his arms on his knees.”
“17l get through with it fast enough” |

“ Yau'd be se much better in the bungalow.
I¢s right in the piue woods—up high. And

" it seems so perfectly absurd,” she broke out,
“that we can live together under one roof
here and can’t fhere—two clderly, grown-up,
sensible people!”

He allowed himself to sink inio the depths,
with a sort of weary contentment that the
struggle was over. Her voice eontinued
shove him, all but unregarded: *If it could

wgainet loxs. See page §
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only be arranged some way I'd be so glad to
have some one o take eare of—some one that
I had some iuterest in. T've lost heart lately,
1 haven’t even been doing my work here
And now I'm up against a blank wall. I
simply con’t face New York., I can't stand
it. P’d go mad for the hills. cooped up in
their eramped little flats. . . . If we could ar-
range it, you could pay me whatever you pay
here. That part of it would be easv. And
'l bet I could put xou on -your feet, ton,
And if T couldn't, you'd be kept comfortable
ond happy anyway. That's the great thing,
janw’t it?"

e replied. in wu indifferent mumble: “I
eauldn’t think of imposing myself on anyone
to fhal oxtent.” '

She put her hand on hi= arm.  * Now, lis-

" ten. she said determinedly.  * It would be

no imposition at all. Tt would be a godsend
to me. I'dl be tickled to death to have you.
If T were 2 man T could simply invite you to
spend the summer with me and let you pey
vour part of the expenses, and if you liked
mie I suppose you'd come. Wouldn't you? If
I were 8 mant¢™-

He rubbed his forehead, worried by this in-

sistent diseussion of the impossible. * There's
nothing I'd like better—" -
. Well, then,” she faltered, “that’s the way
I feel, tae. We have the thing in-our own
hands, T think we ought to be able to find
some way—"' : .

It was the trembling note in her voice,
rather than her words, that roused him.
“Don’t humiliate me” he xaid. ** You know
T call't accept any soch—-"

=Tt 't she ‘protested.  “Tt isn't. 1
need vou, I guess, as mueh ns you need me.
I dou't care a cent about people, and I
haven’t suy that care about me—nor, what I
do, sither.- I think we're old enough to do
as we: please miyway, We—"

“Don't!” lic almost groaned. * You know
thats—" . ]

“Well, then.” she flamed up, angrily, * will
you do this? Will you go down to Clarey-
ville and get—" she .choked on it—"a li-
cense or something, and then we can do as we
please.” . .

He had covered his face with his hands.
She hesitated for onc horrible moment of
conventional pride, and then, slipping her
arms gbout his shoulders, she began, in a bur-
ried. whispering rush of words: “ I couldn't
"go away and leave you here. I haven’t had
anyone 4 could even tnlk to. T've enjoyed it
o mueh. It would make me so happy.
Just wanted to bave some one that—that meant
sumething to me. . .. J=I've never done
anything in all my life that yeu'd weed to be

Lowild-—but

sweet with me. . . . You nced some one to
take care.of you. Don't yout T know I'm
not like the people you™e¢ been used-to, but
you bet I can learn anything that’s going.
and T don't have to be told, either. And
listen. * It isn't as if we'd quly known ecnch
other two or three days: both knowing Corky
that way it’s.as if we were old acquaintances.”
.She understood at last that be was trying
to hide tears—theltears of weakness, of a
gratitude that wag pathetic to itself, of an
abject relief that suffered from a wounded
prife—and she caught his hand and press
it against her cheek in a mothering tender-
ness thet.did not express itself in words. pat-
ting his shoulder when she could net speak.
« T bet I'll make you well, ton. 1 can vook
like o nigger mawmmy. I'd die up there
alone, I just had to come Lack to nursing
1 couldn’t stand it. . .. Therel “Be u goud
bay, now. Don't make me feel that you don’t
want to vome,” He kissed her hand dumbly.
She clunge to him, with a little gulping, stran-
gled Jasgh. “Tm awful...but T don't

Say—say, vou're not ashamed of me.’
v

One evening towand the eml of July, Kirk-
wood und his wife sat on the veranda of their

: City.

bungalow enjoving the last splendors of o

are protected by aur guaranice agalnst loss, See poge 3

ashamed of, snd T knew you haven't, Maybe
T Gl

care, I'm guing to make you happy, too. . . S
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sunset that hnd been burning down the sky
for half an hour in one of those great pro-
cessional effects of cloud 'and color that are
=0 mugnificent it seems ag if the sky thought
this was to be the final sunset of all time and
crowded the flaming highways of heaven with
A marching pageant of universal regret and
glory, Nirkwood had beer up on the topmest
voeks of the hill Lehind their cottage and
lad called to her to come; and they had
stood, barcheaded, like a pair of children in
A tyclurama, pointing and spplavding and
rrving out upon the gorgeousness that spread
fram horizon to horizen,.on all sides and
overhead, In o eontinual changing splendor.
When the eclor had faded from all but the
western elouds, they eame back to their cot-
tnge aned sat in their “ hickory” rockers, a
little breathless apd satiated, smiling at the
cond green rodiunce of the afterglow whern
an evening star was already glimmering.
e was roughly dressed in a costume thaet
niight have served eithier for a lumberman or

for a hunter’s guile—bearded, sun-burned,-

andd, i not rvobust-lovking, nt least weather-
lordened.  The hollows had filled in his
cheeks, and the wrinkles around hLis eyes had
wu expression of whimsien'*v.  She lockedl
the contented young lousewire, They rocked

their chairs, side by side, in the sjlence of

complete understanding.

1t was a strange thing, but he felt that he
ladl not begun to live until he had been cou-
detzped to deatl.  Iis world had gone down
in shipwreek under him.  He had been cast
“ent the bare rocks and basic clements of ex-

isteneo—froed  from  the conventions, from
the elaims of family, from the detgrmining
expctations ‘of friends, as 3f he were ma-
roomed on a Crusce Island—and he felt thas
Te bad foond. zt last, the real values in life.
1le was even happy. .
. A hermit thrush had begun to sing in the
woods behind them. slowly turning its round
nutes ns if in a meditative virtuosity, * What
are you smiling at?” she nsked. :

[t had struck him that those sunset hills
were oternal, imperishable, undying; doltishl
e hnd smiled at themn in o mood of superior
mortality ! :

He turned to her. and stretched out a luzy,
affectionate hand. “ I smiling ‘because I'm
happy.  Whose fandt is that!” -

Ble slapped gaily at his fingers.  “ Qld ; '

. Befty,” she teased. *“Po you think I have
nothing to de but sit and liold hands in the
twilight? IFm hungry.” She rose to lean
down over the back of his chair, cuddling
agaiust his veck. " Pereh and broiled . bacon
wnd lpnh;f? cakes and tea,” she-promised him.
“Ten!” .
“To keop you'nwake, sleepyhead. T want
to finish reading ‘Foma’ to you to-night, so

e s divtat it teemorrew:”

* 1o you think I’m strong enough o work?™
lie asked, with mock anxicty. .

She shook his lead from side. to side.
[ l“l‘tt}'! ” - . .

When she bad left him, he looked out at
the -mountains again and the same superior
smile as Lefore settled slowly around his eyes.

Continued from page 12z
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the Hoar; he turned clumsily around; it was
Mra. Brooker.

# Ilere's a hunk of gingerbrend—hot—right
wnt of the pan—for your supper,” she, said.
“And 1 wanted to tell you wher it comes to
Iuxin® #tores, 'l come over and make out u
list such as a woman d want.”

* It's sure kind o' ye,” said the old man let-
ting lis ham smoke, as he roeeived the plate

"l earefully set it o the lable. < Won't ye

st duwn, Mies, Brooker?”

I @ know but T will; you see how tis with .

us old Tuns, Mr. Croary, specially when be-
sides fat, theres rheumatism; it's been work-
in' on me for seven yeurs, now—gets a Hitle
warse cvery winter. Now, Eliy, I s'pose,
vouldn’t have rheumatism?”

- —-J T
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