T TR

R ]

[

It was. the trail of the white woman,

Wapi’s blood tingled again as it had tingled

when her face bent over him, and in his soul rose up the ghost of Tao to whip him on

WAPL, the Walrus

HEN Shan Tung, the long-cued
Chinaman from Vancouver,
started up the Frazer River in

. the old days when the Tele-
graph Trail and the headwaters of the
Peace were the Meccas of half the gold-
hunting population of British Columbia,
he did not foresee tragedy ahead of him.
He was a clever man, was Shan Tung, 2
cha-sukeed, a very devil in the collecting
of gold, and far-seeing. But he could not
Jook forty years into the future, and when
Shan ‘Tung set off into the north, that win-

ter, he was in reality touching fire to the

end of a fuse that was to burn through four
decades before the explosion came.

‘With Shan Tung went Tao, a Great
Dane. The Chinaman had picked him up
somewhere on the coast and had trained
Bim as one trains a horse. Tao was the
biggest dog ever seen above the Height of
Tand, the most powerful, and at times the
most terrible. Of two things Shan Tung

" was enormously proud in his silent and

mysterious oriental way-—of Tao, the dog,
and of his long, shining cue which fell to
the crook of his knees-when he let it down.
It had been the longest cue in Vancou-
ver, and therefore it was the longest cue
in .British .Columbia.. The cue and the
dog formed. the combination which set the
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forty-year fuse of romance and tragedy
burning.

Shan Tung started for the El Dorados
early in the winter, and Tao alone pulled
his sledge and outfit. It was no more than
an ordinary task for the monstrous. Great
Dane, and Shan Tung subserviently but
with hidden triumph passed outfit after
outfit exhausted by the way. He had
reached Copper Creek Camp, which was
boiling and frothing with the excitement
of guld-maddened men, and was con-
gratulating himself that he would soon be
at the camps west of the Peace, when the
thing happenmed. A drunken Irishman,
filled with a grim and unfortunate sense of
humor, spotted Shan Tung's wonderful
cue and coveted it. Wherefore there fol-
lowed a bit of excitement in which Shan
Tung passed into his empyrean home with
a builet through his heart, and the drunken

Irishman was strung up for his misdeed

filteen minutes later. Tao, the Great
Dane, was taken by the leader of the men
who pulled on the rope. .

Tao’s new master was a “drifter,”” and
as he drifted, his face was always set to the
north, until at last a new humor struck
him and he turned eastward. to the Mac-
kenzie. ' As the seasons passed, Tac found
mates along the way and left a string of
his progeny behind him, and he had new
masters, one after another, until he was
grown old and his muzzle was turning
gray. And never did one of these masters
furn south with him.  Always it was
noith, north with the white man first,
north with the Ciee, and then with the
Chippewayan, until in the end the dog
born in a, Vancouver kennel died in an
Eskimo igloo on the Great Bear. But the
preed of the Great Dane lived on. ‘Here
and there, as the years passed, one would
find among the Eskimo trace-dogs a griz-
zled-haired, powerful-jawed giant that was
alien to the arctic stock, and in these oc-
casional aliens ran the blood of Tao, the
Dane.

Forty years more or less after Shan Tung
lost his life and his cue at Copper Creck
Camp, there was born on a firth of Corona-
tion Gulf a dog who was named Wapi,
which means “‘the Walrus,” Wapi, at full
growth, was a throwback of more than
forty dog generations. He was nearly as
large as his forefather, Tao.- His; fangs
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were an inch in length, his great jaws could
crack the thigh-bone of a caribou, and from
“the beginning the hands of men and the
fangs of beasts were against him. Almlost
from the day of his birth until this winter
of his fourth year, life for Wapi had been
an unceasing fight for existence. He was
mayae-tisew—bad with the badness of a
devil. His reputation had gone from mas-
. ter to master and from igloo toigloo; women
and children were afraid of him, and men
always spoke to him with the club or the
lash in their hands. He was hated and
feared, and yet because he could run down
a barren-tand caribou and kifl it within a
mile, and would hold a big white bear at
bay until the hunters came, he was not
sacrificed to this hate and fear. . A hun-
dred whips and clubs and a hundred pairs

of hands were against him between Cape- -

Parry and the crown of Franklin Bay —
and the fangs of twice as many dogs.

THE dogs were responsible. Quick-tem-
pered, clannish with the savage broth-
erhood of the wolves, treacherous, jealous
of leadership, and with the older instincts
of the dog dead within them, their merci-
less feud with what they regarded as an
interloper of another breed put the devil
heartin Wapi, Inall thegray and desolate
sweep of his world he had no friend. ~ The
heritage of Two, his forefather, had fallen-
upon him, and he was an alien in a land of
strangers. As the dogs and the men and
women and children hated him, so he
hated them. He hated the sight and smell
of the round-faced, blear-eyed creatures
wheo were his masters, yet he obeyed them,
sullenly, watchiully, with his lips wrinkled
warningly over fangs which had twice
torn out the life of white bears. Twenty

~ times he had killed other dogs. He had
fought them singly, and in pairs, and in
* packs. His giant body hore the scars of a. .

hundred wounds.” He had been clubbed
until a part of his body was deformed and
he traveled with a limp. He kept to him-
self even in the mating season. And all
this because Wapi, the Walrus, forty years
removed from the Great Dane of ‘Van-
couver, was a white man’s dog.- . - - -

Stirring restlessly within' him, some-
times coming to him in dreams and some-
times in a great and unfulfilled vearning,
Wapi felt vaguely the strange call of his.
forefathers. It was impossible for him to
understand. It vwas impossible for him to
know what it meant. And yet he did
know that somewhere there was some-
thing for which he was seeking and which
he never found. The desire and the ques-
ting came to him most compellingly in the
long winter filled with its eternal starlight,
when:the maddening vap, yap, yap of the
little white foxes, the barking of dogs, and
the Eskimo chatter oppressed him like the
voices of haunting ghosts. In these long
months, filled with the horror of the arctic

-night, the spirit of Tao whispered within
- him that somewhere there was light and

sun, that somewhere there was warmth,
and flowers, and running streams, and
voices he could understand, and things he
could love. And then Wapi would whine,
and perhaps the whine would bring him
the blow of a club, or the lash of a whip, or
an Eskimo threat, or the menace of an
Lskimo dog’s snarl. Of the latter Wapi
was unafraid.  With a snap of his jaws
he could break the back of any other dog
on, Franklin Bay.

twenty more.

Wapi, the Walrus

Such was Wapi, the Walrus, when for two.

sacks of flour, some tobacco, and a bale of
cloth he became the property of Blake, the
sta-wawe-yinew, the trader in seals, whale-
bone—and women. On this day Wapi's
soul took its flight back through the space
of forty years. For Blake was white,
which is to say that at one time or another
he had been white. His skin and his ap-
pearance did not betray how biack he had
turned inside, and Wapi’s brute soul cried
out to him, telling him how he had waited
and watched for this master he knew would
come, how he would fight for him, how he
wanted to lie down and put his great head
on the white man’s feet in token of his
fealty. But Wapi’s bloodshot eyes and
battle-scarred face failed to reveal what
was in him, and Blake—following the in-
structions of those who should know—
ruled him from the beginning with a club
that was more brutal than the club of the

. Eskimo, -

For three months Wapi had been the
property of Blake, and it was now the dead
of a long and sunless arctic night. Blake's
cabin, built of ship {imber and veneered
with blocks of ice, was built in the face of a
deep pit thaf sheltered it from wind and
storm. To this cabin came the Nanatal-
mutes from the east, and the Kogmollocks
from the west, bartating their furs and
whalebone and seal-oil for the things Blake
gave in exchange, and adding women to
their wares whenever Blake announced a
demand. The demand had been excellent
this winter. Over in Darnley Bay, thirty
miles across the headland, was the whaler

Harpoon frozen up for the winter with a

crew of thirty men, and straight out from
the face of his igloo cabin, less than a mile
away, was the Flying Moor with a crew of
It was Blake’s business to
wait and watch like a hawk for such oppor-
tunities as these, and tonight—his watch
pointed to the hour of twelve, midnight—
he was sitting in the lght of a sputtering
seal-oil lamp adding up figures which told
himy that his winter, only half gone, had
alreéady heen an enormously profitable-one.
“If the Mounted Police over at Herschel
only knew,” he chuckled. “Uppy, if they
did, they'd have an outfit after us in
twenty-four hours.” '
Oopi, his Eskimo right-hand man, had

learned te--understand English, and he -

nodded, his rnoon-face sphit by a wide and
enigmatic grin. In his way “Uppy” was
as clever as Shan Tung had been in his.
And Blake added, “ We've sold every fur
and every pound of bone and oil, and
we've forty Upisk wives to our credit at

fifty dollars apiece.”

PPY’'S grin became larger, and his

throat was filled with an exultant
rattle. - In the matter of the Upisk wives
he knew that he stood ace-high.

“Never,” said Blake, “has our wife-by-.
-the-month business been so good. If it

wasn't for Captain Rydal and his love-
affair, we'd take a vacation and go hunt-
1ng.)!

He turned, facing the Eskimo, and the
yellow flame of the lamp lit up his face.
It was the face of a remarkable man. A
black beard concealed much of its cruelty
and its cunning, a beard as carefully Van-
dycked as though Blake sat in a profes-
sional chair two thousand miles south, but
the beard could not hide the almost in-
human hardness of the eyes.. There was

a glittering light in them as he looked at
the Eskimo. “Did you see her today,
Uppy? Of course you did. My Gawd, if
a woman could éver tempt me, she could!
And Rydal is going to have her! Unless I
miss my guess, there’s going to be money
in it for us—a lot of it. The funny part
of it is, Rydal’s got to get rid of her hus-
band. And how’s he going to do it, Uppy?
Eh? Answer me that. How’s he going
to do it?”

IN a hole he had dug for himself.in the

drifted snow under a huge scarp of icea
hundred yards from the igloo cabin lay
Wapi. His bed was red with the stain of
blood, and a trail of blood led from the
cabin to the place where he had hidden
himself. Not many hours ago, when by
God’s sun it should have been day, he had
turned at last on a teasing, snarling, back-

_biting little kiskanuk of a dog and had

killed it. And Blake and Uppy had beaten .
him until he was almost dead.

It was not of the beating that Wapi was
thinking as he lay in his wallow, He was
thinking of the fur-clad figure that had
come between Blake’s club and his body,
of the moment when for the first time in
his life he had seen the face of a white
woman., - She had stopped Blake’s club.
He had heard her voice. She had bent
over him, and she would have put her
hand on him if his master had not dragged
her back with a cry of warning. She had
gone into the cabin then, and he had
dragged himself away. '

Since then a new and thrilling flame had
burned in him. For a time his senses
had been dazed by his punishment, but
now every instinct in him was like a living
wire.  Slowly he pulled himself from his
tetreat and sat down on his haunches.
His gray muzzle was pointed to the sky.
‘The same stars were there, burning in cold,
white points of flame as they had burned
week after week in the maddening monot-
ony of the long night near the pole. They
were like a wmillion pitiless eyes, never
blinking, always watching, things of life
and fire, and yet dead. And at those eyes
the little white foxes yapped so incessantly

‘that the sound of it drove men mad. They

were yapping now.  They were never

‘still. -And with their yapping came the

droning, hissing monotone of the aurora;
like the song of a vast plece of mechanism
in the still farther north. Toward. this
Wapi turned his bruised and beaten head.
Out there, just beyond the ghosily pale of
vision, was the ship. Fifty times he had
slunk out and around it, cautiously as the
foxes: themselves. He had caught its
smiells and its sounds; le had come near
enough to hear the voices of men, and
those voices were like the voice of Blike,
his master. Therefore he had never gone
nearer. i

There was a change in him now.  His
big pads fell noiselessly as he slunk back to
the cabin and sniffed for a scent in the
snow. He found it. It was the trail of the
white woman. His blood tingled again,
as it had tingled when her face bent over
him and her hand reached out, and in his
soul there rose up the ghost of Tao to whip
him on. He followed the woman's foot-
prints slowly, stopping now and then to
listen, and each moment the spirit in him
grew more insistent, and he whined up at
the stars. At last he saw the ship, «
wraithlike thing in its piled-up bed of ice,




As he stood trembling, every inch of him thrilled by a vast and m

longer Wagpi, the Walrus, the bad dog, the beast without a friend, but just dog—a white man’s dog

and he stopped.  This was his dead-line.

He had never gone nearer. But tonight-—

if any one period could be called night—
¢ went on.

IF was the hour of sleep, and there was
:)1? a{(};u‘pd .zl.b_oa.rd.. The foxes. never Liring
at lht,fr .lz}lurla,'tmg sport, were Vippng
e e ship. They barked taster and

der when they cuught the scent of

»

Wapi, and as he approached, they drifted
farther away.  The scent of the woman's
trail led up the wide bridge of ice, and
Wapi followed this as he would have fol-
towed a road, until he found himself all at
once on the deck of the Flving Mow For
a space he was startled. His long fangs
bared themselves at the shudows cast by
the stars.  ‘Uhen he saw ahead of him a

ysterious yearning, he was no

narrow ribbon of vellow light. Toward
this Wapl sniffed out, step by step, the
jootprints ~ of the woman, When he
stopped again, his muzzle was at Lhe nar-
row cruck through which came the glim-
mer of light.

1t was the door of a deck-house yeneered
like an igloo with snow and ce Lo prolect
it from cold and wind. [t was perhaps

id
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half an inch ajar, and through that aper-
ture Wapi drank the warm, sweet perfume
of the woman. Wikh it he caught also the
smell of a man. But in him the woman
scent submerged all else. Owverwhelmed
by it, he stood trembling, not daring to
move, every inch of him thrilled by a vast
and mysterious. yearning. e was no
longer Wapi, the Walrus, Wapi, the Killer,
the bad dog, the beast without a friend.
Tao was there., And it may be that the
-gpirit of Shan Tung was there. TFor after
forty years the change had come, and Wapi,
as he stood at the woman’s door, was just
" dog—a white man’s dog—again the dog
of the Vancouver kennel—the dog of a
white man’s world.

He thrust open the door with his nose.
He slunk in, so silently that he was not
heard. The cabin was lighted. In a bed
tay a white-faced, hollow-cheeked man—

awake. On a low stool at his side sat a.

woman. The light of the lamp hanging
from above warmed with gold fires the
thick and radiant mass of her hair. She
was leaning over the sick man. One slim,
white hand was stroking his face gently,
and she was speaking to him in a voice so
sweet and soft that it stirred like wonderfui
music in Wapi's warped and beaten soul.
And then, with a great sigh, he flopped
down an ahject slave on the edge of her
dress.

With a startled cry the woman turned.
For a moment she stared at the great beast
wide-eyed, then there came slowly into
her face recognition and understanding.
“Why, it’s the dog Blake whipped so
terribly,” she gasped. “Peter, it's—it’s
Wapil?

For the first time Wapi felt the caress of

a woman’s hand, soft, gentle, pitying, and
. out of him there came a whimpering souad
that was almost a sob.

“Jt's’ the dog—he whipped,” she re--

peated, and then, if Wapi could have

Wapi, the Walrus

understood, he would have noted the tense
palior of her lovely face and the look of a
great fear that was away back in the star-
ing blue depth of her eyes.

From his pillow Peter Keith had seen
the look of fear and the paleness of her
cheeks, but he was a long way from guess-
ing the truth. Yet he thought he knew.
For days—yes, for weeks-—there had been
that growing fear in her eyes. He had
seen her mighty* fight to hide it from him.
And he thought he understood.

“1 know it has been a terrible winter for
you, dear,” he had said to her many times.
“But you mustn’t worry so much about
me. Ill be on my feet again—soon.” He
had always emphasized that. “I’I] bé on
“my feet agaiin soon!”

Once, in the breaking terror of her heart,
she had almost told him the truth. After-
ward she had thanked God for giving her
strength to keep it back. It was the day—
for they spoks in terms of day and night—
when Rydal, half drunk, had dragged her
into his cabin, and she had fought him
until Her hair was down about her in tan-
gled confusion—and she had told Peter
that it was the wind. After that, instead
of evading him, she had played Rydal
with her wits, while praying to God for
help. Ii was impossible to tell Peter. He
had aged steadily and terribly in the last
two weeks. [Iis eyes were sunken into
deep pits. His blond hair was thrning
gray over the temples. His cheeks were
hollowed, and there was a different sort
of luster in his eves. He looked fifty in-
stead of thirty-five. Her heart bled in its
agony.

love. : :

The truth! If she told him that! She
could see Peter rising up out of his bed like
4 ghost. It would kill him. "If he could
have seen Rydal—only an hour before—
stopping her out on the deck, taking her in
his arms, and kissing her until his drunken

She loved Peter with a wondel_‘ful.

breath and his beard sickened her! And
if he could have heard what Rydal had
said! She shuddered. And suddenly she
dropped down on her knees beside Wapi
and took his great head in her hands,
unafraid of him—and glad that he had
come.

Then she turned to Peter. “I'm go-
‘ing ashore to see Blake again—sow,” she
said. “Wapl will go with me, and I
won't be afraid. T insist that I am right,
so please don't object any muore, Peter
dear.”

She bent over and kissed him, and then, -

in spite of his protest, put on her fur coat
and hood, and stood for a moment smiling
down at him. The fear was gone out of
her eyes now. It was impossible for him
not to smile at her loveliness. He had
always been proud of that. He reached up
a thin hand and plucked tenderly at the
shining little tendrils of gold that crept
out from under her hood.

“T wish you wouldn’t, dear,” he pleaded.

How pathetically white, and thin, and

weak he was! She kissed him again and -

turned quickly to hide the mist in her
eyes. At the door she blew him a kiss
from the tip of her big fur mitten, and
as she went out she heard him say in the
thin, strange voice that was so unlike the
old Peter,

“Don’t be long, Dolores.”

She stood silently for a few moments to
make sure that no one would see her. Then
she moved swiftly to the ice bridge and
out into the star-lighted ghostliness of the
night. Wapi followed close behind her,
and dropping a hand to her side she called
softly to him., In an instant Wapi's muz-
zle was against her mitten, and his great
body quivered with joy at her direct speech
to him. She saw the response in his red
eyes and stopped to stroke him with both
mittened hands, and over and over again
she spoke his name, (Centinued on page 109)

Wapi’s bed was red
with the stain of blood,
and a trail of blood
led from the cabin to
where he had hidden




~ Wapi, the Walrus

{Condined from page 20)
.,“';m;‘--#\’\’api—ﬁ’\"api.” " He whined.  She

"ol {ect him under her touch as if alive with | S
‘n\ clectricat foree. Her eves shone. In the ‘ﬂ%
ﬂ-hiic ctarlight there was a new emotion in her
}‘w. She had found a fricnd, the one friend

e and Teter had, and it made her braver.

¢ had she actually been afraid—

4t no tim

.n; nersell. It was for Peter. And she was
P aid now. Her cheeks flushed with exer-

1 afr ; :
n nd her Breath came quickly as she

; a
t‘i.?,fcd Rlake’s cabin. _Twice she had made
.e"cuscs to go ashore—just because she was
cunous, <he had said—and she believed that
¢ had measured up Blake ‘pretty well. It
was 4 case in which her woman’s intuition had
failed Jer miserably. She was amazed that
. such & man had marooned himsell volunta-
S on the arctic coast. She did mot, of
courst, understand his] business—entirely. She
thought him simply 2 trader. And he was
gnlike any man _abuard ship. By his carefully
cﬁppcd beard, his calm, cold manner of s.peech,
and the unusual correctness with which he
- used his words she was -convinced that at some
time OF another he had heen part of what she
“mentally thought of as “an entirely different
'tm—ironment.” -She was night. There was a
time when London and New York would have
*iven much to 1ay their hands on the man who
now called himself Blake.

Tolores, excited by the conviction that
.- Rlake would help her when he heard her story,
. gtitl did not Jose her caution. Rydal had given
" her another twenty-four hours, and that was
all. In those twenty-four hours she must fight
- put theit galvation, her own and Peter’s. If

“Blake chould fail— _
Fifty paces from hiz cabin she stopped,
~ glipped the big fur mitten from her right hand,
-and unbuttoned her coat s0 that she could
nickly and easily reach an inside pocket in
- which was Peter's revolver. She smiled just a
: pit grimly, as her fingers touched the cold
steel. 1t was to be her last resort. And she
was thinking in that flash of the days “back
home” when c<he was-counted the best revolver
chot at the Piping Rock. She could beat
_ Peter, and Peter was good. Her fingegs twined
s hit fondly about the pearl-handled thing in
ter pocket.  The Tast resort—and from. the
frst it had given her courage to keep the truth

from Peter!

e S ) Fr

SH’E knocked at the heavy door of the igloo
.- W cabin. Blake was still up, and when he
" opened it, he ctared at her in wide-eyed amaze-
ment. Wapi bung outside wien Dolores entered
* and the door closed.
- 74T know yeu think it strange for me to come
at this hour,” she apologized, “but in this ter-
- rible gloom T've lost all count of hours. They
. have no significance for me any mote. And
1 wanted to see you—-alone.”
~ Ghe emphasized the word. And as she
- spoke, she Joosened her coat and threw back
her hood, so that the glow of the lamp it up the

Hoover says:

he ruffied mass of gold the hood had covered. She s :
the sat down without waiting for an invitation, - - & 9 5
1 " and Blake sat down opposite her with a narrow BESUT]FUL,&,Q’”“- Suc‘lts'l?kém’ E A.T Ea G G S '
e table between them. Her face was flushed | \rea frgfsgf'ut w&’;s::e:n- s-z; f' And wh 1 Egg Cozy
do with celd and wind as she looked at him. Her | o 5'6 bust (:!.lways in s;:,:k_‘ P ) nd wha could re: No. 1878
- eves were blue with the blue of a steady flame, | . Ve e targant stout-wear apecislista in the N sist the appetizing appeal of One Deliar
and they met his own squarcly: She was mot vorld~ the ONLY houte et publghes an en | . W egus served in this dainty ¢ozy. T
RETVOUS. NOI' was she afraid. Lire .ty e Bool :!cl\zsnvey-lor tovt Women. ! % . Complete Wlth baSket, cover
w itk and Lace Brassiere for 95¢ . 4 4 il
Perhaps you can guess—why I have COMER” | 85K~ Here i an exame of the valucs we and gift card, $1, postpad.
’75 - ehe asked. %ﬁaeg Sn{n;s gum]en‘;dbu.s‘aic-e ;fﬁfhemm Wit.'!-n it v_viil come our year book of P
He was appraising her almost startling o T, el S7es 056 Theilt Gifts that 5 :
are Practical, Pa-

wuriotic andChesr-
ful. They are
rimely, thought-
fu} and not cost-
ly. Yeer book
on request, Help

"beanty with the lamp glow flooding down on oy Veloe 81,75 Specil wil QRe

her, For a moment he hesitated; then he Beautiful Style Book FREE

: ﬂ(}ldd{:d, looking at -her _Steadﬂy- H¥es, I “Smart Styles for Stoul Women"— the
think T kno“r,” he =aid quletly. “It's Capta_in largest and handsomest Siyle Book ever
Ryflal Tn fact T it itivi v published exclusively for Siout Wamen,
y Lo act, I'm %31 e positive.  It's an | s heeltely FREE il you writs todey-
unusual situatio w. Ha It's & grest, big book, Blled from cav
" correcth Nu R, you 0 Ve I glessed to cover with befulifu'l pi:l:re!. :’;mn ;E Uncle Sam by
[ Sﬁtc };d \:em in cn'io?u. SHun\g;edsof s;lylelsi‘nﬂ of i Y " ordering early
1 H L \hem insi toul : i tractively priced. AL 1 -
¢ nodded, drawing in her breath quickly e e o e by the sics e u ey Tave | theholidays.

) : ._ anddl]e%niig 3 little toward him, wondering how | ihes. lut s, e oo Book " in a postal addrested to Dept: ‘The Pohl G N
J— . mu ¢ knew and how he had come by it. ’ . FIFTH AVE. ; . A e Pohlson Gift Shops are a ational
. ANE BRYA“T AT38ST NEWYORK Institution. Located at Pawtucket, R. 1.

“A very unusual situation,” he repeated.
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Make Your Rﬁgs
Last Longer

SAVING your rugs is not only a
necessary home economy, but a pa-
triotic duty. And you can save your

rugs—make them last much longer by
cleaning them with air, instead of with
old-fashioned brooms and brushes.

A Royal Electric Cleaner will eliminate

all destructive wear caused by sweep-

ing, brushing or beating, and keep your

floor coverings bright and new looking.. The

Royal cleans by air alone— without friction
orwear. The many hours it saves and

* the many dollars it saves can well be
spent in Red Cross work and for
Liberty . Bonds.

The Royal is saving for thonsands of American
women. [t is relieving them of one of their
mast arduous tasks—it will do the same for you..

The Royal is an electric suction cleaner
of super guality—it will give the same
perfect service year in and year out—-
indefinitely.

Write for Booklet No. 25 and
Name of ¥Your Royal Dealer

THE P. A. GEIER CO.
5102 St. Clair A.ve. CLEVELAND, O.
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% BETTERBA- _

BETTER BABIES
The BETTERBABY erib is the

completely screened, portable nursery-
Bed, Bassinet, Play-pen, Baby -
Tender. Keens baby safe and sound . 4
~—indaors or out, waking or sleeping,
day or night. Relief from anxiety and
care,

Easv to move ahout, fold, sel up, and camry.
Finished in white enamel or natural woods
Complele with matieess. No extras. Buy
now for baby's winler comfort—spiing and
summer safety and pleasure. Dainty illustrat-
ed booklet gladly mailed. .

{| Catdwell Mig. Co., Dept. A3, Columbus, 0.

L A Real Classic
¥  In Baby Cribs

on

" The only refrigerator with genuine one piece porcelain lining brought
clear argund the door frame. ~ Send for catalog,  Largest Refrigerator
factory in the world.

" ke a Clean China DisE  Grand Rapids Refvigerstar Co., 127 Clyde Park Ave., Grand Rapids. Mich,
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Wapi, the Walrus

*“Thete’s nothing in the world that makes
beasts out of men—most men—more guickly
than an arctic might, Mrs. Keith. And they'rz
all beasts out there—now—all except vour
husband, and he is contented because he pos-
sesses the one white woman aboard ship. [t's
puiting it brutally plain, but it’s the truth,
isn’t it?  For the time being they're beasts,
every man of the twenty, and ycu—pardon
me!—are very beautiful. Rydal wants you,
and the fact that vour hushand is dving—

“He is not dying,” she interrupted him
fiercely. “Te shall wot die! If he did—*

“Dao you love him?” There was no insult in
Blake's quiet voice. He asked the question
as if much depended on the answer, as i he
must assure himself of that fact.
© “Love him—my Peter? Ves?”’

She leaned forward cagerly, gripping her.
hands in front of him on the table, She spoke
swiftly, as if she must convince him before he
asked her another question. Blake’s eves id
not change. They had not changed for am
instant.  They were hard, and celd, and
searching, unwarmed by her beauty. by the
Tuster of her shining hair, by the touch of her
hreath as it came to him over the table.
~ “T have gone everywhere with him—every-
where," she began. “Peter writes books, you
know, and we have gone into all sorts of places.
We love it—both of us—this adventuring.
We have been all through the country down
there,” she swept a hand to the south, “on
dog-sledges, in canoes, with snow-shoes, and
pack-trains. Then we hit on the idea of coming
north on a whaler. You know, of course, Cap-
tain Rydal planned to return this autumn.
The crew was rough, but we expected that.
We expected to put up with a lot. But even
before the ice shut us in, before this terribl:
night came, Rydal insulted me. T didn’t dare
tell Peter. I thought I could handle Rydal.
that I could keep him in his place, and I knew
that if T told Peter, he would kill the beast.
And then the ice—and this night—"  She
choked. .

Blake's eyes, gimleting to her soul, were shot -
with a sudden fire as he too leaned a little over
the table. But his voice was unemotional 15
rock. It merely stated a fact. “That’s why
Captain Rydal aliowed himself to be frozen
in,” he said. “He had plenty of time to get
into the open channels, Mrs. Keith. But he
wanted you. And to get you he knew he
would have tolay over. Andif he laid over. he

knew that he wonld get you, for many thing

may happen in an arctic night. It shows the
depth of the man’s feelings, doesn’t it? He .
sacrificing a great deal to possess you, losing a
great deal of time, and money, and all that.
And when your husband dies—? :
Her clenched little fist struck the table
“He won't die, I tell you! Why do you sy
that?” —
“Because—Rydal says he is going to die.” -
“Rydal—les. Peter had a fall, and it hutt -

- his spine so that his legs are paralyzed. DBut !

know what it is. If he could get away [rem

that ship and could have a doctor, he would 3

well again in two or three months.”
“But Rydal says he is going to die.”

HERE was no mistaking the significance af
Blake’s words this time. Her eyes iilled “’[”3 :
sudden horror, Then they fashed with _13“'
blue fire again. “So—he has told you? Welv
he told me the same thing today. Ie (i!tln”"
intend to, of course. But he was half matty
and he had been drinking. He has given ¢,
twenty-four hours,” :
“Tn which to—surrender?”
There was no need to reply. o
For the first time Blake smiled. There “'f‘;
something in that smile that made hcl'_n'j'_’,,
creep.  “Twenty-four hours is a short L'mx.,I
he said, “and in this matter, Mrs. Kcith a
think that you wit find Captain Rydal o ™
of his word. No nced to ask you why 33 "
don't appenl to the crew! Useless! Bub y&&.
have hope that { can help, you? s that it?"




‘l,‘

R

THE NESTLE HOME-OUTFIT. PRICE $15.00 .

Fifteen dollars seems a deal of money to spend for a hatrwaving implement. Yet when
it i3 considerad that this implement is of many vears’ duration and that with it you can secure
what amounts to naturally wavy or curly hair—withstanding shampoos—and uge it on a num-
ber of heads it becomes the lowest priced article ever offered as a public commodity.

Private families, dressmakers, milliners, school girls, dancers, actresses, and professional
swimmers, are among its users. We confidently expect to have done away with the old,
fashioned way of using heated irons in one's hair, or nightly curlers, within the next few years.
Many thousands of these Home-outfits are in families and anything from the loosest wave to
the child's hanging curl can be given.

THE NESTOL COMB

. Children's hair especially, often shows signs of natural waviness. For such hair or where
hair has been loosely permanently waved the Nestol comb was invented. Tt gives the *'Water-
wave''[so necessary to all curly or flufly hair in a few minutes. Seventy-five percent of adults
would have naturally wavy hair if no curlers or hot irons had been used on them in childheod,

Price $2.00 and $2.50 {4 and §-inch sizes).

Our iltustrated booklet {free) will tell you all about it

C. NESTLE CQ. 657 and 653 FIFTH AVENUE

! Corner 52nd Strest NEW YORK
Permanent Hair Wavers © Telephone Plaza 6541

- would take five days at. thirty miles a day.

Wanted: A Representative
We want a representative in your town to
look after Goop HousexerEring subscriptions
and renewals. Perhaps. you are just the
person we want. The wéman we are looking
for must be aggressive, and anxious to add-
considerably to her present income. A busy
woman will do—our proposition requiring only
_spare time. Salary and commission. Let us
hear from you at once. Address Goop Housg-
KEEPING, 119 West 4oth Street, New York City.
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Wapi, the Walrus

Her heart throbbed. “That is why I have
come to you, 2r. Blake. You told me today
that Fort Confidence is only a hundred und
fifty miles away, and that o Northwest Mount-.
ed Police garnison is there this winter—with »
doctor. Will you help mer”

“A hundred and fifty miles, in this country.,
at this time of the year, is a Tong distance, Mrs.
Keith,” refiected Blake, looking into her eves
with a steadiness that at any other time woull
have been embarrassing.  “It means the Mc-
Farlane, the Lacs Delesse, and the Arctic
Barren. For a hundred miles there isn't a
stick of timber. If a storm came—no man or
dog could live. It is different from the coast.
Here there is shelter everywhere.” He spoke
slowly, and he was thinking swiftly.  “It

And the chances are your husband would not
stand it. One hundred and twenty hours at
fifty degrees below zero, and no fire until the
fourth day. He would die.”

It would be better—for if we stay—"" She
stopped, unclenching her kands slowly.

*What?” he asked.

“T shall kill Captain Rydal,” she declared.
“Jt is the only thing I can'do. Will you force
me to do that, or will you help me? You have
sledges and many dogs, and we will pay. And
I have judged you to be—a man.”

He rose from the table, and for a moment
his face was turned from her. ~ “You probably
do not understand my position, Mrs. Keith,”
he said, pacing slowly back and forth and
chuckling inwardly at the shock he was about
to give her. “You see my livelihood depcnds
on such men as Captain Rydal. I have already
done a big business with him in hone, oil, pelis
——and Eskimo wormen.”

Without looking at her he heard the horri- U;E
fied intake of her breath. It gave him a pleas- oh
ing sort of thrill, and he turned, smifing, to i
look into her déad-white face.” Her eyes had are
changed.. There was no longer hope or en- sglf
treaty in them, They were simply pools of " the
biue flame.  And she, too, rose to her feet. had

“Then—TI can expect—~mno help—from you: che

“T didn’t say that, Mrs. Keith. It shocks mis
you to know that I am responsible. But up . :
here, you must understand, the code of cthics -
is a great deal different from yours. We. .- }
figure that what T have done for Rydal and his ", «
crew keeps sane men from going mad during
the long months of darkness. But that doesn't she
mean I'm not going to help you—and Peter wor
I think I shall.  But you must give me a little "
time in which to consider the matter—say 3
an hour or so. I understand that whatever 18 e
to be done must be done quickly. If I make hov
up my mind to take you to Fort Confidenct, can
we shall start within two or three hours. T s.hall B g
bring you word aboard ship. So you might o
retarn and prepare yourself and Peter for & .= to
probable eme_r_gency.” “‘the
GHE went out dumbly into the night, Blake ah‘,r:

seeing her to the door and closing it after her. ; —A
He was courteous in his icy way but did not” Ma
offer to escort her back to the ship. She was. ey
glad. Her heart was choking her with hoi?" _ ang
and fear. She had measured him differently stor
this time. And she was afraid.  She ha ] was
caught 2 glimpse that had taken her beyon cha
the man, to the monster. It made her shudde‘ﬁ wias
And vet what did it matter, if Blake help® cen
them? N 1 arer

She had forgotten Wapi. Now she fot“‘1 _ fem
him again close at her side, and she droppet & bet,
hand to his hig head as she hurried: lh},;! Sees
through the pallid gloom. She spoke 10’11113 H in
crying out with sobbing breath what she, :hﬂ tha
not dared to reveal to Blake, For Wapt Ay e
long night had ceased to be a hell of ghf; of hur
emptiness, and to- her voice and the touc :vnii of ¢
her hand he responded with a whine that 1 feq
the whine of a white man’s dog. I‘hc},: _*1,- - e
traveled two-thirds of the distance to -ti.}:lbtlll‘r' b
- when he stopped in his tracks and sniffe Stor

1 el
wind that wak coming from shore. A N L{-l‘t)ird
time he did this, and a third, and the YV

»




time Tolores turned with him and faced the
-direction from which they had come. A low
growl rose in Wapi's throat,a snarl of menace
with a'note of warning in it.

“What is it, Wapi?” whispered Dolotes.
She heard his long fangs click, and under her
hand she felt his body grow tense. “What is
it?” she repeated. .

A thrill, a suspicion, shot into her heart as
they went on. A fourth time Wapi faced the
shore and growled before they reached the

ship. Like shadows they went up over the ice
bridge. Dolores did not enter the cabin but

drew Wapi behind it so they could not be seen.

She waited, peering out into the gray gloom.

“Ten minutes, fifteen, and suddenly she caught

ner breath and fell down on her knees beside

Wapi, putting her arms about his gaunt shoul-

ders. *Bequiet,” she whispered. “Bequiet.”

Up out of the night came a dark and gro-
tesque shadow, It paused below the bridge,
then it came on silently and passed almost
. without sound toward the captain’s guarters.

Tt was Blake. Dolorés’ heart was choking her.

Her arms clutched Wapi, whispering for him

to be quiet, to be quiet. Blake disappeared,

and she rose to her feet. She had come of
fighting stock. Peter was proud of that.

«¥ou slim little wonderful little thing!” he

had said to her more than once. “You've a

heart in that pretty body of yours like the

general’s!” The general was her father, and a

fighter.  She thought of Peter’s words now,

and the fighting biood leaped through her
" veins. It was for Peter more than herself that
" she was going to fight now.
*  She made Wapi understand that he must
remain where he was.  Then she followed after
Blake, followed until her ears were close to the
 door behind which she could already hear
Blake and Rydal talking.

Ten minutes later she returned to Wapt
Under her hood her face was as white as the
whitest star in the sky. She stood for many
minutes close to the dog, gathering her cout-
age, marshaling her strength, preparing her-
self to face Peter. -He must not suspect until
the last moment, She thanked God that Wapi
had caught the taint of Blake in the air, and
she was conscious of offering a prayer that God

» amight help her and Peter.
- (To be concluded)

Helping' Out in France
’ (Continued from page 23)

- she said, and laid her hand on his. He
wouldn’t have been an Amercan if he bad
.been slow to respond to thatl
- Yes, there’s no doubt about it. American
" men do like French girls. But when you find
“how glad men back from the Front or from
camps in small French villages are to meet
a girl from America, it makes you feel that it
- .would be a great mistake for the girls at home
to waste time worrying about the charms of
- their French sisters. '
- Anether picture has what the Art Editor
always demands, action. * Solde Actucllement "
~—Ahsolute Clearance—the advertisement said.
- Marga, a half French, half Ttalian girl whom I
- met on the boat and who now lives near me,
“and T were on our way to the department
“. store advertising these bargains. We wanted
washeloths. I had lined my trunk with sugar,
- chocolate, tea, soap, whatnot, and forgotten
washcloths. Three francs—more than fifty
cents—you pay for washcloths here, and they
_ ‘f“'er}’t. the kind you want. Being a normal
.. jtminine person, I have been to bargain sales

fore, but I pive you my word I have never
seen anything like the rocking, pushing cue
n which we were caught and carried along
the aisles here. By the use of physical force
%e reached the washcloth counter and, making
t‘}me.d thrusts with our arms in the direction
_ ‘: the coveted cloths, finally emerged with the
qums.lte number. They were wrapped by the
s esgirl, who beckoned us to follow her as
_ aﬁft we might to a desk in the middle of the
de re. f_\'crowd of women surrounded this
: Sk; waiting while a girl opened each package

EFWe & T e

5%

Kabo range of corset
Kabo Corset Co.

New York

 Front lace and back lace

KABO

“LIVE MODEL"” CORSETS AND BRASSIERES

The two most difficult extremes, the unde¥
fined figure, and the one overdeveloped, are
skillfully provided for in the wisely planned

and brassiere models.

San Francisco

Chicago

% ERARN $1T0$2 ADAY ATHOME
Help to meet the big demand for Hosiery

. for s and your Home trade.

: Industricus persons provided with
profitable, all-year-round employment
on Auto-Knitters, Experience and
distance immalérial
P Wnst:nfg% particulars, rates of pay

S £} etc. cents in samps,
p “- Auto-Knitter Hosiery Co., Inc.
Dept, 90 B 821 Jeffersondv.. Buffalo N. ¥.

Standard as a dentifrice—because
medical science has failed to find
a way to improve its formula for
the preservation of teeth.

Free from coloring matter. Sani-
tol is white and pure.

TReal hand-made garmente.  Trealgnead and hand-sewed
w by French ooadlewotk arristen.  Fvecy article & work
3 of art—-deinty aud exquisits, Made of the fneat ma-

Jike Imported garments, but at domestio
Onrequest whil thow baby capé, coats, sklrts,

tarials.

. prices.

§] ireasen, siipn, layaties, ¢to.  Sites, Infants to 3 years. To

LR s thesa garments Ik to Appresiate their beauty and vatue.

+ut sowethivg dillsrent for TOUIL haby. " Seat ok =pprovals E
Fouisiana g

o

CONWAY'S, 1401 Napoleon Ave., New Orleans,

Nadine
Face Powder

(In Green Boxes Only)

Keeps the Complexion
Beautiful

Soft and velvety. Money
back if not entirely pleased.
Nadine is pure and harmless. Adheres until
washed off. Prevents sunburn and return
of discolorations. A million delighted users
prove its value. Popuolar tints: Fleah, Pink,
Brunette, White. 50¢. by toilet counters of
mail. Dept. G. H.

Natfonal Toilet Company, Paris,Tenn. U. S.A. |

In using advertisements see page 6
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