WAPI
The Halrus

By James Oliver Curwood

Auwthor of " Kazan," “God's Country—and the Woman,™ " Jucqueline,'” ete,

Iltustrated by

Gayle P. Hoskins

WAPI, the Walrus was a throwback. Forty

years before, Tao, the Great Dane, had
been a white man’s dog, and in Wapi’s heart
a far-off instinct smoldered like a flame.
When Deolores touched him, and he heard her
voice, he was her slave. It was well for her
to have a friend. The one woman on a ship
ice-bound in the Far North, her husband bed-
ridden from a fall, the ship’s captain crazed
by her beauty and ready to do murder to pos-
sess her, the situation was desperate. “She had
appealed to the trader, Blake, for help, had
won his promise to start Peter and herself
on a sledge to the fort—but she knew that
he had schemed with Captain Rydal to
kill Peter and deliver her into his hands,

ETER gave a cry of pleasure when
the door opened and Dolores
entered. He saw Wapl crowding
in, and laughed.

“Pals already! I guess I needn’t have
been afraid for you, What a glantof 4 dog!”

The instant she appeared, Dolores
forced upon herself an appearance of joy-
ous excitement. She flung off her coat
and ran to Peter, hugging his head against
her as she told him swiftly what they were
going to do. Fort Confidence was only one
huyndred and fifty miles away, and a gar-
rison of police and a doctor were there.
Five days on a sledge! That was all. And
she had persuaded Blake, the trader, to

‘help them. They would start now, as

soon as she got him ready and Blake came.
She must hurry.  And she was wildly and
gloriously happy, she told him. In a little
while they would be at least on the outer
edge of this horrible night, and he would
be in a doctor’s hands.

She was holding Peter’s head so that
he could not see her face, and by the time
she jumped up and he did see it, there
was nothing in it to betray the truth or
the fact that she was acting a le. First
she began to dress Peter for the trail.
Every instant gave her greater courage.
This helpless, sunken-cheeked man with
the hair graying over his temples was
Peter, her Peter, the Peter who had
watched over her, and sheltered her, and
fought for her ever since she had known
him, and now had come her chance to
light for him. The thought filled her with
a wonderful exultation. It tlushed her
cheeks, and :put a glory into her eves,

and made her voice
tremble. How won-
derful it was to love
a man as she loved
Peter! It was impos-
sible for her to see
the vivid contrast
they made—Peter
with his scrubby
beard, his sunken
cheeks, his emacia-
tion, and she with
her radiant, golden
heauty. She was
ablaze with the de-
sire to fight. And
how proud of her
Peter would be when it was all ovar!

She finished dressing him and began
putting things into their big dunnage
sack. Her lips tightened as she made this
preparation, Finally she came (o a box
of revolver cartridges and emptied them
into one of the pockets of her under-jacket.
Wapi, flattened out near the door, watched
every movement she made.

When the dunnage sack was filled, she
returned to Peter. “Won't it be a joke
on Captain Rydall” she exulted. *“You
see, we aren’t going to let him know any-
thing about it.” She appeared not to ob-
serve Peter’s surprise. **You know how
I hate him, Peter dear,” she went on.
“He is a beast. But Mr. Blake has done
a great deal of trading with him, and he
doesn’t want Captain Rydal to know the
part he is taking in getting us away. Not
that Rydal would miss us, you know! I
don’t thitk he cares very much whether

A flash of fire blinded him, and with the
at an arm which hung limp and useless at

you live or die, Peter, and that’s why I
hate him. But we must humor Mr, Blake.
He doesn’t want him to know.”

“0dd,” mused Peter. ‘‘It’s sort of—
sneaking away.” .
. His eyes had in them a searching ques-
tion which Dolores tried not to see 'rmd
which she was glad he did not put into
words. If she could only feol him another
hour—just one more hour!

It was less than that—half an hour after
she had fnished the dunnage sack—wh_crt
they hecard footsteps crunching 0\!}5“-1*—
and then a knock at the door. Wapl an-
swered with a snarl, and when Dolores
opened the door and Blake entered, s
cyes fell first of all on the dog.

“Attached himself, eh?” . :
turning his quiet, unemotional smilc ?,l
Peter. “First white woman he has ug er
seen, and I guess the case is hopeless. Mrs.
Koith mav have him.”

he grcctcll-




flash .Blake staggered back with a cry of pain and stood swaying unsteadily in the starlight, clutching with one hand
his side. *That time I broke your arm,” said Dolores. “If I fire again, I am quite positive that I shall kill you”

He turned Lo her. “Are you ready?”
She nodded and pointed to the dunnage
sack. Then she put on her fur coat and
hood and helped Deter sit up on the cdge
of the bed while Blake opened the door
again and made a low signal. Instantly
Uppy and another Eskimo came in. Blake
fed with the sack, and the two Eskimos
carried Peter. Dolores followed last, with
" the fingers of one little hand gripped about
the revalver in her pocket. Wapl hugged
so close to her that she could feel his body.
On the ice was a sledee without doss
Peter was bundled on this, and the Es-
kimos pulled him. Blake was still in the
lead,  Twenty minutes after leaving the
ship they pulled up beside his cabin.
There were two teams ready for the
trail, one of six dogs and another of five,
cach watched over by an Eskimo. The
visor of Dolores’ hocd kept Blike from
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tion. Under it her eyes were ablaze. Her
bare hand gripped her revolver, and if
Peter could have heard the beating of her
heart, he would have gasped. But she
was cool, for all that. Swiftly and accu-
rately she appraised Blake's preparalions.
she observed that in the six-dog team, in
spite of its aumerical superiority, the ani-
mals were more powerful than those in
the five-dog team. The Eskimos placed
Peter on the six-dog sledge, and Dolotes
helped to wrap him up warmly in the bear-
skins., Their dunnage sack was tiedd on al
Peter’s feet.

Not uatil then did she seem Lo nolice
the fve-dog sledge.  She smited at Blake.
“We must be sure that-in our excitemeat
we haven't lorgollen something:” she said,
going over what was on the sledge. “This
is a tent, and here are plenty of warm
bearskins—and-—and=-" " She obed up
wt Rlaln whiey wrs welehine her sientlyv.

“I' there is no timber for so long, Mr.
Blake, shouldn’t we have a big bundie of
kindling? And surely we should have
meat for the dogs!”

Bluke stared at her and then turned

shurply on Uppy with a rattle of Eskimo.

‘Uppy and one of his companions made

their exit instzntly and in great haste.

“The fools!” he apologized, “One has
to watch them like children, Mrs. Keith. -
Pardon me while [ help them.”

She waited untii he followed Uppy into
the cabin. Then, with the remaining
Eskimo staring at her in wonderment, she
carried an extra bearskin, the small Lent,
and a neeal grub-sack to Peter's sledge.
4 was another ve minutes hefore Biake
and the two Eshimos reappeared with o
Fag of fisn and z big bundle of ship-timber
kindlings. Dolores stood with a mitrened
hand ¢n Peter's shoulder, and bending
Jown, she whispered:
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“Peter, if you love me, don’t mind
what I’'m going to say now. Don’t move,
for everything is going to be all right,
and if you should try to get up or roH off
the sledge, it would be so much harder
for me. I haven't even told you why
we're going to Fort Confidence. Now
yvou'll know!”

She straightened up to face Blake. She
had chosen her position, and Blake was
standing clear and unshadowed in the
startight half a dozen paces from her. She
had thrust her hood back a little, inspired
by her feminine instinct to let him see her
contempt for him.

“Vou beast!”

The words hissed hot and furious from
her lips, and in that same instant Blake
found himself staring straight into the
unquivering muzzie of her revolver.

“VYou beast!” she repeated. "I ought
to kill you. I ought to shoot you down
where you stand, for you are a cur and a
coward. I know what you have plannéd.
I followed you when you went to Rydal’s
cabin a little while ago, and I heard every-
thing that passed between you. Listen,
Peter, and Il tell you what these brutes
were going to do with us. You were to go
with the six-dog team and I with the five,

and out on the barrens we were to become

separated, you to go on and be killed when
you were a proper distance away, and I
to be brought back—to Rydal. Do you
understand, Peter dear? Isn't it splendid
that we should have forced on us like this
such wonderful material for a story!”

She was gloriously unafraid now. A
pewan of triumph rang in her voice, triumph,
contempt, and utter fearlessness. Her mit-
teped hand pressed on Peter’s shoulder,
and before the weapon in her other hand
Blake stood as if turned into stone,

“You don’t know,” she said,
speaking to him directly, “how
near I am to killing you. I
- think I shall shoot unless you
have the meat and the kin-
dlings put on Peter’s sledge im-
mediately and give Uppy in-
structions—in English—to drive
us to Fort Confidence. Peter
and I will both go with the six-
dog sledge. Give the instruc-
tions quickly, Mr. Blake!”

Blake, recovering from the
shock she had given him, flashed
back at her his coal and cynical
smile. In spite of being caught
in an unpleasant lie, he admired
this golden-haired, blue-eyed
slip of a woman {or the colossal |
bluff she was playing. *‘Per-
sonally, I'm sorry,” he said,

“but I couldn't help it
Rydal—"

“I am sure, unless vou give
the instrdctions quickly, that
T shall shoot,” she intertupted
him. Her voice was so quiet that Peter
was amazed.

“I'm sorry, Mrs. Keith. But—?"

A flash of fire blinded him, and with the
tflash Blake staggered back with a ery of
pain and stood swaying unsteadily in the
starlight, clutching with one hand at an
arm which hung limp and vsetess at his side.

“That time, [ broke your arm,” said
Dolores, with scarcely more excitement
than if she had made a bull's-eye on the
Piping Rock range, " If T fire again, I am
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in her heart.

Wapi, the Walrus

The Eskimos had not moved. They
were like three lifeless, staring gargoyles.
For another second or two Blake stood
clutching at hiz arm. Then he said,

“Uppy, put the dog meat and the
kindlings on the big sledge—and drive like
hell for Fort Confidence!” And- then,
before she’could stop him, he followed up
his words swiftly and furiously in Eskimo.

“SJO?.” £

She almost shrieked the one word of
warning, and with it a second shot burned
its way through the flesh of Blake’s shoul-
der, and he went down. The revolver
turned on Uppy, and instantly he was
electrified into life. Thirty seconds later,
at the head of the team, he was leading the
way out into the chaotic gloom of the
night. Hovering over Peter, riding with
her hand on the gee-bar of the sledge,
Dolores looked back to see Blake stagger-
ing to his feet. He shouted after them,
and what he said was in Uppy’s tongue.
And this time she could not stop him.

She had forgotten Wapi. But as the
night swallowed them up, she still looked
back, and through the gloom she saw a
shadow coming swiftly. In a few mo-
ments Wapi was running at the tail of the
sledge. Then she leaned over Peter and
encircled his shoulders with her furry
arms. .

“We're off!” she cried, a breaking note
<of gladness in her voice. “We're off! And,
Peter dear, wasn’t it perfectly thrilling!”

A few minutes later she called upon
Uppy to stop the team. Then she faced
him, close to Peter, with the revolver in
her hand.

. ““Uppy,” she demanded, speaking slowly

and distinctly, “what was it Blake said to

your”
For a moment Uppy made as if to feign

““The River's End”’

A big, gripping serial, throbbing with all
the robustness and beauty and grandeur of
the great Northwest, where the tides of a
strong, new nation are beating back the
wilderness and making homes of plenty for
‘coming millions of men, will begin in Jan-
It is by the author of this story you
are reading, but it is about men and women,
and love and daring, all pictured with that
fidelity that makes the reader live the story
The author, James Oliver
Curwood, puts it first of all his stories.
It will be illustrated by Dean Cornwell.

Remember, it

Begins in January

stupidity. The revolver covered a spot
half-way between his narrow-slit eyes.

“T shall shoot—"

Uppy gave a choking gasp. “He said
—no take trail For’ Con’dence—go wrong
—he come soon get you.”

“Yes, he said just that.”
her words even more slowly. *‘Uppy,
Histen to me. I you let them come up
with us—untess you get us to Fore Con-
fidence—I will kill you.
stand?

L T s e S

She picked

Do you under-

and Uppy nodded emphatically. She
smiiled. It was almost funny to see Uppy's
understanding liven up at the point of the
gun, and she felt a thrill that tingled to
her finger-tips. The little devils of ad-
venture were wide-awake in her, and, smil-
ing at Uppy, she told him to hold up the
end of his driving whip. He obeyed. The
revolver flashed, and a muffled yell came
from him as he felt the shock of the bullet

as it struck fairly against the butt of his -

whip. In the same instant there came a
snarling, deep-throated growl from Wapi.
From the sledge Peter gave a cry of warn-
ing. Uppy shrank back, and Dolores cried
out’ sharply and put herself swiftly be-
tween Wapi and the Eskimo. The huge
dog, ready to spring, slunk back to the
end of the sledge at the command of her
voice. She patted his big head before she
got on the sledge behind Peter.

There was no indecision in the manner
of Uppy’s going now. He struck out swift
and straight for the pale constellation of
stars that hung over Fort Confidence. It
was splendid traveling. The surface of
the arctic plain was frozen solid. What
little wind there was came from behind
them, and the dogs were big and fresh.
Uppy ran briskly, snapping the lash of
his whip and la-looing to the dogs in the
manner of the Eskirao driver. Dolores did
not wait for Peter’s demand for a further
explanation of their running away and her
remarkable words to Blake. She told
him. She omitted, for the sake of Peter’s
peace of mind, the physical insults she had
suffered at Captain Rydal’s hands. She
did not tell him that Rydal had forced
her into his arms a few hours before and
kissed her. What she did reveal made
Peter’s arms and shoulders grow tense,
and he groaned in his helplessness.

“If you'd only told me!” he
protested.

Dolores laughed trium-
phantly, with her arm about his
shoulder. “I knew my dear old
Peter too well for that,” she
exulted. “H I had told you,
what a pretty mess we'd be
in now, Peter! You would have
insisted on calling Captain Ry-
dal into our cabin and shoot-
ing him from the bed—and then
where would we have been?
Don’t you think I'm handling
it pretty well, Peter dear?”

Peter’s reply was smothered
against her hooded cheek.

He began to question her
more directly now, and with
his ability to grasp at the sig-
nificance of things he pointed
out - quickly the tremendous
hazard of their position. There
were many more dogs und other
sledges at Blake’s place, and it
was utterly inconceivable that
Blake and Captain Rydal would pernil
them to reach Fort Confidence without
making every effort in their power to stop
them. Once they succeeded in placing <cr
tain facts in the hands of the Mounted
Police, both Ry:al and Blake would be
done for. He impressed Lhis uncomfortable
truth on Dolores and suggested that if she
coukl have smuggled a rifle along in the
dunnage sack it would have helped []'liLLI.L'l!i:
considerably. For Rydal and Blake woult

not -hesitate at shooting. For them 1t
T LM et tof
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He waited, almost squarely in the trail.
whip and his dread of it were gone. He was filled with a mighty desire —a tremendous purpose

him, anyway, for he was the one factor
not wanted in the equation. He summed
up their chances and their danger calmly
and pointedly, as he always looked at
troubling things. And Dolores felt her
heart sinking within her. After all, she had
not handled the situation any too well.
She almost wished she had killed Rydal
herself and called it seli-defense. At least
she had been criminally negligent in not
smuggling along a rifle.

“But we'll beat them out,” she argued
hopefully. “We've got a splendid team,
Peter, and T'll take off my coat and run

" behind the sledge as much as [ can. Uppy
won’t dare play a trick on us now, for he
knows that if T should miss him, Wapi
would tear the life out of him at a word
from me. We'll win out, Peter dear. See
if we don't!”

Peter hugged his thoughts to himself.
He did not tell her that Blake and Rydal
would pursue with a ten- or twelve-dog
team, and that there was almost no chance
at all of a straight get-away. Instead, he
puiled her head down and kissed her.

- To Wapi there had come at last a re-
sponse to the great yearning that was
_in him. Instinct, summer and winter, had
drawn him south, had turned him always
.in that direction, illed with the uneasiness
of the mysterious someghing that was
calling to him through the years of forty
generations of his kind.  And now he was
going sguth. He sensed the fact that this
journey would not end at the edge of thg
arctic plain and that he was not to hunt
caribou or bear. His mental formulz
necessitated no process of reasoning. They

were simple aud to the point. His world
had suddenly divided itself into two parts;
one contained the woman, and the other
his old masters and slavery. And the
woman stood against those masters. They
were ler enemies as well as his own.
Experience had taught him the power and
the significance of frearms, just as it had
made him understand the uses for which
spears, and harpoons, and whips wete
made. He had seen the woman shoot
Blake, and he had seen her ready to shoot
at Uppy. Therefore he understood that
they were enemies and that all associated
with them were enemies. At a word from
her he was ready to spring ahead and tear
the life out of the Eskimo driver and even
out of the dogs that were pulling the
sledge. It did not take him long to com-
preliend that the man on the sledge was a
part of the woman.

He hung well back, twenty or thirtyl/

paces behind the sledge, and unless Peter
cr the woman called to him, or the sledge
stopped for some reason, he seldom came
nearcr. It took onlty a word from Dolozes
to biing him to her side.

Hour after hour the journey continued.
The plain was level as a floor, and at inter-
vals Dolores would run in the trail that the
load might be lightened and the dogs
might make better time. [t was then
that Peter watched Uppy with the re-
volver, and it was also in these intervals
—running close beside the woman—that
the blood in Wapi's veins was fired with
a riotous jov.

For theee hours there was almost no
slackening in Uppy’s speed.

He had risen out of serfdom.

The Tourth.

The stinging slash of the

and ffth were slower. In the sixth and
seventh the pace began to tell. And
the plain was ne longer hard aand level,
swepl like a floor by the polar winds,
Rolling undulations grew into ridges of
snow and ice; in places the dogs dragged
the sledge over thin crust that broke under
the runners; fields of drift snow, fine as
shot, lay in their way; and in the eighth
hout Uppy stopped the lagging dogs and
held up his two hands in the mute signal of
the Eskimo that they could go no farther
without a rest. ’

Wapi dropped on his belly and watched.
His eves followed Uppy suspicicusly as he
strung up the tent on its whalehone sup-
ports te keep the bite of the wind frcm the
sledge on which Dolores sat at Peter’s feet.
Then Uppy built a fire of kindlings and
scraped up a pot of ice for tea-water, After
that, while the water was heating, he gave
each of the trace dogs a frozen fish. Dolores
herself picked out one of the largest and
tossed it to Wapi. Then she sat down
again and began to talk to Peter, hundled
upr in his fuis. - After a time they ate, and
drank hot tea, and after he had devoured a
chunk of raw meal the size of his two fists,
Uppy rolled himselt in his sleeping bag near
the dogs. A little at a time Wapi dragged
himself nearer until his head lay on
Dolores’ coat.  After that there was a long
siience broken only by the low voices of the
woman and the man, and the heavy
breathing of the tired dogs. Wapi himself
dozed off but never for long. Then Dolores
nodded, and her head drooped until it
found a pillow on Peter’s shoulder.  Gently
Peter drew o (Continued on -pulg‘r‘z ro0)
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December Good Housckeeping

- War Time

- Christmas Giving

From so many sources comes the
advice as to. “what nof to do about
Christmas.” i

. But Good Housekeeping gives you
its help as to “whet to do about
Christmas.””

No stone has been Jeft unturned
to find just what would be the use-
ful gift; no painstaking effort has
been too great to find just what was
recommended by the Red Cross,
just what was requested by the
Government.

Theresult of all this care and prep-
aration, vou will find on pages 38
to 72 of this magazine; the word of
advice as to your Christmas giving
in general, the word of cacourage-
ment about the splendid work of
the war workers who are giving
their service to others as a Christ-
mas gift, and the actual prekable,
practical gift for the woman in wni-
form, the nurse, the soldier, the
sailor, the friend for whom wou
wint to make something, the chil-
dren here ot home.
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Wapi, the Walrus

(Continued from page 39)

bearskin about her, and for a long time sat
wide-awake guarding Uppy and baring his
ears al intervals to listen. A dozen times
he saw Wapi's bloodshot eyes looking at
him, and twice he put out a hard to the dog’s
heard and spoke to him in a whisper.

Liven Peter’s eyes were fitmed by a growing
drowsiness when Wapi drew silently away and
slunk suspiciously out into the night. There
were no yapping foxes here, forly miles from
the coast. An almost appalling silence hung
under the white stars, a silence broken only by
the low and distant moaning the wind always
makes on the barrens, Wapl lstened to it,
and he sniffed with his gray muzzle turned to
the north. And then he whined. Had Dolores
or Peter seen him or heard the note in his
throat, they too would have stared back over
the trail they had traveled. For something
was coming to Wapi. Faini, elusive, an inde-
finable breath in the air, he smelled it in one
moment, and the next it was gone. Tor many
minutes he stood undecided, and then he re-
turned to the sledge, his spine bristling and a
growl in his throat.

WIDE-EYED and staring, Peter was look-
ing back. “What is it, Wapi?”

His voice roused Dolores. She sat up with a
stagt. The growl had grown into a snarl in
Wiubi's throat. ’

“I think they are coming,” said Peter
calmly. “You'd better rouse Uppy. He
hasn’t moved in the last two hours.”

Semething that was like a sob came from
Dolores’ lips as she steod up. “They’re not
coming,” she whispered. “They've stopped
—and they're building a fire!”

Not more than a third of a mile away a point
of yellow flame flared up in the night.

“Give me the revolver, Peter.”

Peter gave it to her without a word. She
went to Uppy, and at the touch of her foot
he was out of his sleeping-bag, his moon-face
staring at her. She pointed back to the fire.
Her face was dead white. The revolver was
pointed straight at Uppy’s heart.

“If they come up with us, Uppy—you diel”

‘The Fskimo’s narrow eves widened. There
was murder in this white woman's face, in
the steadiness of her hand, and in her voice.
If they came up with ‘them—he would die!
Swiftly he gathered up his steeping-bag and

“placed it on the sledge. Then he roused the
dogs, tangled in their traces. They rose to
their feet, sleepy and ill-humored,” One of

{ them snapped at his hand. Another snarled

viciously as he untwisted a trace. Then one
of the yawning brutes caught the new smell
in the air, the smell that Wapi had gathered
when it was a mile farther off, He snified.
He sat back on his haunches and sent forth a
yelping howl to his comrades in the other
team. In ten seconds the other fAve were
howling with him, and scarcely had the tumult
burst from -their throats when there came a
response from the fire half a mile away.

"My Godi” gasped Peter under his breath.

Dolores sprang to the gee-bar, and Uppy
lashed his long whip until it cracked like a
repeating rifle over the pack. The dogs re-

sponded and sped through the night. Behind
them the pandemonium of dog voices in the
other camp had ceased. Men had leaped into
life.  Fifteen dogs were straightening in the
tandem trace of u single sledge.

Dolorés laughed, a sobbing, broken laugh
that in itself was a cry of despair. “Peter, if
they come up with us, what shall we do®”

“If they overtake us,” said Peter, ““give
me the revolver, T it fully loaded?

T have cartridges—"

For the first time she remembered that she
had not flledd the three empty chambers.
Crooking her arm under the gee-bar, she
fumbled in her pocket.

The dogs, refreshed by their sleep and urged
by Uppy’'s whip, were tearing off the first mile
at w gival speed. The trail ahead of them was




level and hard again. Uppy knew they were
on the edge of the big harren of the Lacs De-
lesse, and he cracked his whip just as the off
runner of the sledge struck a hidden snow-
blister. There was & sudden lurch, and in a
vicious up-shoot of the gee-bar the revolver
was knocked {rom Dolores” hand-——and was
gone. A shriek rose to her lips, but she stifled
it before it was given voice, Until this min-
ute she had not felv the terror of utter hope-
lessuness upon her. Now it made her faint.
The revolver had not only given her hope,
It also a stediast faith in herself. [From the
heginning she had made up her mind how she
would use it in the end, even though a few
moments before she had asked Peter what they
would do.

Crumpled down on the sledge, she clung to
Peter, and suddenly the inspiration came to
her not to let him know what had happened.
Her arms tightened about his shoulders, and
she looked ahead over the backs of the wolf-
ish pack, shivering as she thought of what
Uppy would do could he guess her loss. But
he was running now for his life, driven on by
his fear of her unerring marksmanship—and
Wapi. She looked over her shoulder. Wapi
was there, a huge gray shadow twenty paces
behind. And she thought she heard a shout!

Peter was speaking to her. “Blake’s dogs
are tired,” he was saving. “They were just
about to camp, and ours have had a rest.
Perhaps—?"

“We shail beat them!” she interrupted him,
“See how fast we are going, Peter! It is
spiendid!”

A rifle-shot sounded behind them. Tt was
not far away, and involuntarily she clutched
him tighter. Peter reached up a hand.

“Give me the revolver, Dolores.”

“No,” she protested. “They are not going
to overtake us.”

" “You must give me the revolver,” he in-
sisted.

“Peter, I can’t. You understand, T can’t.
I must keep the revolver.”

She looked hack again. There was no doubt
now. Their pursuers were drawing nearer.
She heard voice, the la-looing of running
Eskimos, o faint shout which she knew was a
white man's shout—and another rifle-shot.
Wapi was running nearer. He was almost at
the tail of the sledge, and his red eyes were
fixed on her as he ran.

“Wapi!l” she cried. “Wapi!”

His jaws dropped agape. She could hear his
panting response to her voice.

A THIRD shot—over their heads sped a
strange droning sound.

“Wapi,” she almost screamed, “go back!
Sick ‘em, Waupi—sick ‘em—sick "em—sick ‘em!”
She flung out her arms, driving him back, re-
peating the words over and over again. She
leaned over the edge of the sledge, clinging to
the gee-bar. “Go back, Wapil Sick ‘em—
sick lem—sick Temd "

As if-in response to her wild exhortation,
there came a sudden yelping outcry from the
team behind. It was close upon them now,
Another ten minutes—

And then she saw that Wapi was dropping
behind. Quickly he was swallowed up in Lhe
starlit chaos of the night.

“Peter,” she cried sobbingly. ¢ Peter!”

Listening to the retreating sound of the
sledge, Wapi stood a silent shadow in the
trail.  Then he turned and faced -the north.
He heard the other sound now, and ahead of
it the wind brought him a smell, the smell of
things he hated. For many hours something
had beer fighting itsell toward understanding
within him, and the yelping of dogs and the
taint in the air of creatures who had been his
slave-masters narrowed his instinct to the one
vital peint. Again it was not a process of
reason but the cumulative effect of things that
had happened and were happening,  He had
seented menace when first he had given warn-
ing of the ncarness of pursuers, and this men-
ace was no longer an clusive and unseizable
thing that had mercly stivred the fires of his
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Wapi, the Walrus

hatred. It was now a near and physical fact.
He had tried to run away from it—with the
woman—but it had followed and was overtak-
ing him, and the yelping dogs were challenging
him to fight as they had challenged him from
the day he was old enough to take his own part.
And now he had something to fight for. His
intelligence gripped the fact that one sledge
was running away {rom the other, and that
the sledge which was running away ivas iiis
sledge-—and that for his sledge he must fight.

He waited, almost squarely in the trail.
There was no longer the slinking, club-driven
attitude of a creature at bay in the manner
in which he stood in the path of his cnemies.
He had risen out of serfdom. The stinging
slash of the whip and his dread of it were gone.
Sranding there in the starlight with his mag-
nificent head thrown up and the muscles of his
huge body like corded steel, the passing spirit
of Shan Tung would have taken him for Tao,
the Great Dare. He was not excited, and yet
he was filled with a mighty desire—more than
that, a.tremendous purpose. The yelping
excitement of the oncoming Eskimo dogs no
longer urged him to turn aside to avoid their
insolent bluster, as he would have turned
aside yesterday or the day before. The voices
of his old masters no longer sent him slinking
out of their way, a grow! in his throat and his
body sagging with the humiliation and the
rage of his slavery. He stood like a rock, his
broad chest facing them squarely, and when
he saw the shadows of them racing up out of
the star-mist an eighth of a mile away, it was
not & growl but a whine that rose in his throat,
a whine of low and repressed eagerness, of a
great yearning about to be fulfilled. Two
hundred yards—a hundred—eighty—not until
the dogs were less than fifty [rom him did he
move. And then like a rock hurled by a
mighty foree he was at them.

He met the onrushing weight of the pack
breast to breast. There was no warning.
Neither men nor dogs had seen the waiting
shadow.  The crash sent the lead-dog back
with Wapi's great fangs in his throat, and in
an ;nstant the fourteen dogs behind had piled
oveéy them, tangled in their traces, yelping
and snarling and biting, while over them
round-faced, iooded men shouted shrilly and
struck with their whips, and from the sledge
a white man sprang with a rifle in his hands.
It was Rydal.

UNDER the mass of dogs Wapi, the Walrus

heard nothing of the shouts of men. He
was fighting, He was fighing as he had never
fought before in all the days of his life. The
fierce little Eskimo dogs had smelled him, and
they knew their enemy. The lead-dor was
dead. A second Wapi had disemboweled with
a single slash of his inch-long fangs. He vas
buried now. But his jaws met flesh and bone,
and out of the squirming mass there rose fear-
ful cries of agony that mingled hideously with
the bawling of men and the snatling and yelp-
ing of beasts that had not yet felt Wapi’s fangs.
Three and four at a time they were at him.
He felt the wolfish slash of thejr teeth in his
flesh. In him the sense of pain was gone. His
Jjaws closed on a fore-leg, and it snapped like a
stick, His teeth sank like ivory knives into
the groin of & brute that had torn a hole in
his side, and a smothered death-howl rose out
of the heap. A fang pierced his eye. Even
then no cry came from Wapi, the Walrus. He
heaved upward with his giant body. He found
another throat, and it was then that he rose
above the pack, shaking the life from his
victim as a terrier would have shaken a rat.
For the first time the Eskimos saw him, and
out of their superstitious souls strange cries
found utterance as they sprang hack and
shricked out to Rydal that it was a devil and
not a beast that had waited for them in the
tral.  Rydal threw up his rifle. The shot
came. [t hurned a crease in Wapi’s shoulder
and tore a hole as bhig as a man's fist in the
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breast of a dog about to spring upon him
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BOOK, “THE HEALTH
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utilization of grapefruit, directions as to how best to pre-
pare them, etc., are contained in the

SEALDSWEET KITCHEN
CALENDAR and CHART

Both these valuable publications
will be mailed you free of charge if
cu send us your neme and address.
rite_for them today snd learn more
aboutSealdsweet grapefruit and oranges.
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by the Act of Coneress of August 24, 1812, of Gond
Housekeeping, published monthly atz New York, N. ¥.,
for Oct. 1, 1918. State of New York, County ot New
York, ss: Before me, a Notary Pubile, in and for the
State and county aforesaid. personally appeared C.
Fenry Hathaway, who, hoving heen duly sworn accord-
oz to Iaw, deposes and says that he I3 the Business
Manager of Good Housekeeplng and that the follow-
ing Is, to the best of hls knowledge ard bellef, a true
statement of the ownership, managemicnt, ete., of the
aforesald publication for the date shown in the above
caption, required by the Aet of August 24, 1912, em-
bodied in section 443, Pesatal Laws and Regulations,
te wit: 1. That the names and addresses of the pub-
lisher, editor, managing editor, and business manager
are:  Publisher, Internntional ¥lazazine _Company,
119 West 40th St., New York, N. Y.; Editer. W, F.
Bigelow, 119 West 40th St., New York, N. ¥_; Man-
aging Editor, W. F. Bigelow, 110 West $0th S%., New

. York, N. Y.; Business dManager, C. Henry Hatha-
wiy, 11% West 40th St., New York, N. ¥. 2, That
the owners are: Infernationzl Magazine Comnpany,
119 West 40th St., MNew York, N. Y. Stnckholdel:s:_
W, R. Hearst, 137 Riverside Drive, New York, N. Y.:
M. V. Hearst, 137 Riversideé Drive, New York, N: Y.
3. That the krown bondholders, mortgagees, and other
security holders owning or helding 1 per cent or mere
of total amount of honds, mortgnges, or other securl:
ties are: Columbia Trust Company, 50 Broudw:a'}.
New Vork, N. Y.; M. V. Hearst, 137 Riverside Drive,
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above, giving the names of the owners, stoukhnldfﬂ‘ﬂi
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{ Grandfather’s Clock

All fine furniture, new and
old, looks fresher, brighter
after treatment with 3-in-
One. Removes “‘bloom™,
surface scratches, finger-
marks. Preserves wood and
finish. Use this way: Wring
put & soft cloth in cold
water and apply a little

3-in-One

Rub a small surface at a
time, rinsing cloth and add-
ing 3-in-One frequently.
Dry and polish with soft
cloth, following wood grain.

1f you've never cleaned furnitpre the
3-in-One way, start now, ILe's great,
At all stores in 50c, 25cand 15c bot-
tessalsodn 25¢ Handy Oil Cane.

FREE Sample and Dictionary of
Uses, A postal brings both.

Three-in=-0One 0il Co. -

165 CZF, Broadway, N. Y.
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COMFY SLIPPERS

1f feet could talk,
. Yaur fect would say:
it's worth while walking
All the day
Ta alip COMFY SLIPPERS
On at night— -
They're such a comfort
And delight,” — Walt Mason.

Daniel Green Felt Shoe Co.
110 East 13th Sk., New York
Look for the Comfy

trade mark on the
: slipper.
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of nit—lninty and exqnizite.  ade of the Snest ma-
ulp.  Like Luported surmed
Gnrsquent 1L shaw Dby caps, custs.
sizes, Infants to 5 yeard,
L prveciate holr Loauty and valus,
aiflprent for YOUMN tabr. nt oo appraval.

CONWAY'S, 1401 Napaleon Ave,, Hew Orfeans, louisiana

from behind. Again he was down, and Rydal
dropped his rifle and snatched a whip from
the hand of an Eskimo. Shouting and curs-
ing, he lashed the pack, and in a moment he
saw a huge, open-iawed shadow rise up on
the far side and start off into the open star-
light, He sprang back to his riffle. Twice
he fired at the retreating shadow before it dis-
appeared. And the Eskimo dogs made nol &
movement to follow. Five of the fifteen were

dead. The remaining ten, torn and bleeding
—three of them with legs that dragged in the
bloody snow--gathered in a whipped and
whirapering group. And the Eskimos, shiver-
ing in their fear of this devil that had entered
into the body of Wapi, the Walrus, falled to
respond to Rydal’s command when he pointed
to the red trail that ran out under the stars.

At Fort Confidence one hundred and fifty
miles to the south there was day-—day that
was like cold, gray dawn, the day one finds
just beyond the edge -of the Aretic night, in
which the sun hangs like a pale lantern over
the far southern horizon. In a log-built room
that faced this bit of glorious red glow lay
Peter, bolstered up in his bed so that he could.: 4
see it until it faded from the sky. There was! &
a new light in his face, and there was some-,
thing of the old Peter hack in his eyes. Watch-. %
ing the final glow with him was Dolores. Tt}
was their second day. HE:

Into this world, in the twilight that was fall- 1
ing swiftly as they watched the setting of the |
sun, came Wapi, the Walrus. Blinded in one
eye, gaunt with hunger and exhaustion, coversd
with wounds, and with his great heart almost |
ready to die, he came at last to the river acros
which lay the barracks. His vision was nearty
gone, but under his nose he could still smell
laintly the trail he was following until the last.
Tt ied him across the river. And in darkness
it brought him to a door. -

After a little the door opened, and with its
opening there came at last the fulfilment of
the promise of his dreams—hope, happiness,
things to live for in a new, a white-man’s
world. For Wapi, the Walrus, forty years re-
moved from Tac of Vancouver, had at last
come home.

Eggless Breakfast Breads

(Continied from page i3}

and good. To make the muffins: Dissolve one
scahf teaspoonful soda in one and one-fourth |-
cupiuls sour milk, add one-fourth to one-half |
cupful molasses; stir until it’ foams, then add |
one cupful bran, one cupful oat flour, and one |
teaspoonful satt, Half a ‘cupful of chopped
raising and nuts is an acceptable addition for
luncheon or tea. )

Fruit Muffins are especially liked by the
children @nd are nutritious and appropriate for
school luncheons. Mix together one cupful |
barley flour, one cupful oat flour, three tea- |
spoonfuls baking-powder, one tablespoonful :
brown sugar, and one teaspoonful salt.  Add g
two tablespoonfuls melted shortening and | §
enough milk to make a drop batfer about as |
stiff as cake. Add last one-half cupful chopped -
and floured dates or raisins, or a combination
of hoth. Beat well and bake in 2 moderate oven.

Rice and Rye Mutlins, Mix in the following
order, one and one-half cupfuls rice flour, one-
half cupful rye flour, one teaspooniul salt, three
teaspoonfuls baking-powder, two. tablespoon-
fuls molasses, one tablespoonful meited short-
ening, and about one and one-half cupfuls of
milk, ot enough to make a batter which will
drop easily from a spoon.  Beat well and hake
in gem-pans in 2 quick oven for one half-hour.

Tn making muffins and hread at the present
day, do not be afraid to use the new products.
Small amounts of any left-over cereals may be
added to almost any mulfins; beat well to com-.
hine. Beat all egaless muilins long and well..
Be careful and do nol get thent too stiff. Exact’
care in making and baking often more than.
wakes up for the omission of expensive mute-
rials. . :
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