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i The Voice of the Pack
; ; By EDISON MARSHALL

CHAPTER IV—Continued,
—1d—

He eslled once to Lennox, snatched
the shotgun that still stood where he
had pluced It fn the corper of the
room, und hastened to the corinl, The
mare whickered plalntively when he
took her from her food,

- - - L] - - .

When Snowbird first hetird the step
In the thickets beside her, she halled
braveiy and held ber lantern high, She
understood at last. The very extremity
of the bewms found a reflection (n two
very curlous eclreles of greonish fire:
o fire thut wag old upon the world be
fore mun ever rubbed two sticks to-
gether to strlke o flame.  Of course
the dim rays had sloply been reflect-
ed on the eyes of some great heost of
prey.

She ldentified It at once. Only the
eyes of the felines, with vertical pu-
pils, have this 1dentieal greenlsh glare,
The eyes of the wolves glow In (L
darkness, but the clreles are usually
bright polnts, Of course It wiy 8 coi-
gur,

She dido't cry out ngaln, Nenlizing
nt last the reality of Ner perll, her
long training In the mountnlus cnwié
to her wll. That dld not mean she
wis not truly and terrlbly nfeald. The
benst wos hunting her.  8he couldn't
doubt this fuct, Curlosity wight mike
a lion follow ber, but It sould hever
beget such o wild Hght of madness In
his eyes as this shie had just seen. She
slmply clamped down all Ler wmaoral
strength on her riging hysterly and
looked her sitaution In the face, Her
hand flew Iustinetlvely to her slde,
and the pistol leaped In the lantern
lights

But the eyes had already Winked
out before she coulidl rilse the weapon,
Bhe shot twice, The echoes roared
bk, unbelievably Toud In the silence,
and then abruptly dled; and the only
sound was a rustling of leaves a8 the
copgar crouched, She sobbed once,
then hureled on,

Ehe way afrald to listen ot first, Sho
wanted to bhelleve thot her plstol fipe
would frighten the adbon! from her
trill. 8he knew, under ordinary cons
ditlons, that it would. If he still fol-
lowed, It could moean but one thing—
that sote unhenrd-of heident hod oc-
curred to destroy his fear of men, It
would mesn that he hnd knowlngly set
upon  her trall and was hanting her
with all the nge-old remorseledsness
thnt Is the code of the mountalns,

For a litle while all wns sllence,
Then out of the hush the thickets sud.
denly ernshed and shook on the oppo-
site side of the teall, She fred blind
1y Into the thicker. Then she caught
herself with a sob, But two shells
remained In her plstol, and they must
be saved for the test,

Whisperfoot the cougar, remamber-
Ing the lessons of his youth, tuened
from the trall when he had first hoand
Brnowbled's step, e had cronclied
und et ler pnss, She was walling
into the wind; snd ns she wan at the
closest polnt a messuge had blown
baek to him.

The hnlt went stealght on his shiogl
ders wnd plong his spine,  Flle Blomd,
running cold nn instant befors from
fenr, made a great leap In hils velns
A pleture came In his dork mind: the
chase for . deer when the moon had
gct, the stlr of a lving thing that
hiroke twigs In the thickets, and the
leap he hnd made. There hnd been
Blood, thit nlght—the wildness s thoe
mniltiess ind the exnltation of the kil
Of conrge there had been torror firat,
bt the tevror had soon departed anid
left someihing Iying worm and st
In the thiclets, Tt wos the saile gume
that walkted blg trall In front—gaime
thut died eastly and yet, In n vague
wuy he did not  understand, the
noblest game of all. Tt wns living
flesh, to tear with talon and fang.

Al his tesindng, all the Ingtincls Im-
bued In him by a thonsand generntions
of ecougnrs who knew this grogtost
fear, were simply obllternted by (e
sudden violence of his hunting-mid-
ness, He had tasted this blood onee,
and It conld never be forgotten. The
flume legped In his eyes; And they he
begnn the stalk,

A congar! teylng to creop sllently
on Its gnme, does not move quickly, It
slmply stenls, as a8 serpent stenls
through he grase. Whisperfoot stalkod
for o perlod of five minutes, to learn
thnt the prey was farther away foom
hiim at every slep.

He trotted forward until he cnme
olose. and ngnin be stulked, Agmilo ho
found, after & few minufes of slient
ereeping through the thickels, that he
had  lost dlstance, Evldently this
gume dld not feed slowly, lke 1he
deer, It was to be n chase, then
Agnln he trotted within one hundred
foot of tha girl

Three tines more he tried to stalk
hefore he fnally gave it up altogether,
This game was Hke the poreuplne—
slinply 1o be chased down and taken.
And In the cuse of all nnimals that
hunt thele gamo by overtaking It
there wig no longer any occusion for
golng shently. The thing to do wis o
come close and spring from the trall
behind.

Though the fear wos mostly gone,
the cougar retalnsd enough of that
caution that most wild aolmals ex

hiblt when huntlng &8 new gime so
that he dido't attempt to strike Snow-
bird down at once. But ns the chnse
went on, his passion grew upon him.
Ever he erept nearer;  And st lust he
sprong full Into the thickets beside
her,

At that lnstant she had shot for the
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she knew—a wild, sobbing figure W
the durkness.

“She's only got one shot more,” ha
sald. He knew how many bullets ler
plstol curried ; nod the danger—whit-
ever It was—mauost be Just at band, Un-
derbrush erncked benenth hlm, And
then the horse drew up with a jerk

first thme. Becnuse the light bad left 4 that almost hurled him from the sad-

lils eyes before she conld fiud abm,
Both shats had heen clehn misses, Abd
terrible as the reports were, hp was
oo engrossed o the chase to be
frightened awoy by mere sound. This
wos the ory the pinnepack always
mude—these sudden, sthetling sounds
in the sllence, But he felt no paln,
He erouched a moment, shivering.
Then he bounded on agaln,

The third shat was o miss too: In
foct, there had been no chance for n
hit. A sound In the durkness I8 as
unrellable a target as can possibly be
Imangloed, And it dido’t frighten him
ns fouch ne the others, He wilted,
erowthing, and the givl started on

She wits minkng other gounils now—
quear, whimpering sonnds not greatly
different from the bleat that the fuwn
utters when It dies. It wos a fear-
sound, nnd | there I8 one emotion
with which the wild bensts are ne-
quainted, In all s plinses, it is fear.
She was alrald of Wi, then, and thot
tweant be need no longer be In the
lenst afrald of her, His skin hegan th
twiteh all over with that terrible mad-
pess and pussion of the flesh-hunters.

Thls gume wos ke the deer, nhd
the thing to do was Hle In walt, There
was only one trall, He wasn't afrild
of loging her In the darkness, She
wng nelther fleet llke the deer nor
vourngeous ke Woof the bear, He
had only to walt and leap from the
durkness when she passed,

- L ] - - . L ] L]

When Doy Falling, riding ke mad
over the mountgln trall, hedrml the

third shot from Snowbied's plstol, he
felt thot one of the debts he owed had
come due at lnst. He seemed to know,

She Shot Twice.

s the durkness pressed around him,
AL T was o be tried D the re, Ang
the horse stoggered beneath him ns
ha trled 1o hasten,

e showe] ne méerey to his mount,
Hoese-flgsh 1sn't minde for carcylng a
heavy mun over such n trall ns this,
nad she wns red-nostriled and Inth-
eriedd before hinlf u mile had bien cov-
ered. e made hor leap up the rocks,
and an falrly level stretches he lobsed
the reins and nshed her into a gallop.
COuly n mountnin horse could have
stood that test. ITe gave no thought
to Kl own sufety. His cournge wos
nt the test, nmd no rlsk of his own
life must interfore with his attempt
o suve Snowbird from the dunger
thnt threatensd her, e dldn't know
when the horse wodlil fall with him
nud precipitate him down & preciplos,
and he was perfectly aware that to
¢rugh [Bto a law-hanging mh of one
of the grent trecs beslde the trall
would probably crush his skuall, Bt
he took the clunce. And before the
ride was done he found himself plend.
Ing with the horse, oven pa he lushed
her sldes with hig whip,

The lesser forest creaturss sprang
from his trall; and once the mnre
leaped high Lo miss g dark shadow
that eressed In front. As she caught
her steide, Dan heard o squeal shd
raltle of quills that tdenttied the cren-
ture us o porcupine,

By now L had passed the first of
the worst grades, coming out upon 8
long, easy slope of open forest.  Again
e urged his horse, leaving to her
koon senses alone the chosing of the
path between the geeat tree trunks

Then e heard Snowbird fire for the
fourth time: and he knew that he had
wlmost overtaken her. The report
seomed to gmash the aly, And he
fnghed hig horse into (he fastest run

dle,

He lashed st her In valn,  She was
not afrald In the darkness ad the
rocks of the trall, but some Terror in
the wools In front hnd In dn Instant
hroken his eontral over her. She
Impotent circle, Mennwhile, precious
seconds were floalny,

He  undérstood now. The horse
stood still, shivering benenth him, hut
would not advance a step. The sllence
deepennd.  Somewhere in the dnrke

waiting by the trall, and Snowblrd,
hoping for the moment that It had
glven up the chanse, was hastening
through the shadows squarely into ls
ambush,

Whisperfoot eronched lower: and
agnln his long serpent of a tail began
the little vertieal motlon that always
precedes his leap. He had not forgot-
ten the wild rapture of that moment
he had Inadvertently sprung on Lamndy
Hildreth—or how, after his terror had
died, he hnd come creeping back, He
hunted his own way, wulting on the
trall; and his mudness wius nt s
helght, He was not just Whisperfoot
the cownrd, that runs at the shadow
of n tall form in the thickets, The
congummation was complete, and that
slogle experlence of n month befare
had made of him a hunter of men,
His muscles set for the leap.

So Intent was he that hig keen
renses didn't detect the fact that
there wns a curlous echo to the girl's
foolsteps. Dan Falllng had siipped
down from hls terrified horse and was
running up the trall behind her, pray-
Ing that lie could be In time.

Snowbird heard the pat. pat of his
feet; but ut Arst she dld not dure to
hope thit aid had come to her, She
had thought of Dlan n8 on the fur
awny murshes; and her father, the
only other living occupant of this part
of the Divide, might even now be |y-
Ing dead In his house, In her terror,
she had lost all power of Interpretne
tion of events. ‘The sound might be
the cougar's mnate, or even the wolf
pick, jealons of hils game. Sobbing,

bush,

Then she heard a volee, and it soem-
ed to be cilllng to her, “Snowbhird—
I'm c¢oming, Snowhird" n man's strong
volee was shouting, She whirled with
a sob of thankfulness,

At that Instant the cougar sprang.

Terrifled though she was, Snows
bird's reflexes had kept sure and froe,
Even na the great cat leaped, n long,
lithe shadow out of the shadow, hep
finger pressed baek ngalnst the trigeer
of her pletol.  She had been carry-
Ing her gun In front of her, and she
fired It, (his last time, with no cons
sclous offort, Tt wos Just a last loe
stinetlve effart to defend Lerself,

One other element affected the In
sue,  She had whirled to answer Dan's
ery Just as the cougur left the ground,
But she hnd still been Ih range, The
only effect was to lessen, In some (e
gree, the accurney of the spring. The
bullet cnught the beast In midale:
but even If it had reached [ts heart,
the momentum of the attack wng too
great to be complélely overcome,
Spowbird only knew that some vast,
resistless power had strock her, and
that the darkness seemed to roar and
explode dbout her,

Hutled to her face In the trall, she
did not see the cougar spraw] on the
earth beside her. The flame In the
Inntern almost flcked out a8 1t fell
from her hand, then finshed up nnd
down, from the déepest gloom to a
vivid glare with something of the efs
foct of lightning filekering In the sky,
Nor did she hear (he first frenzled
thrashing of the wounded anlmal
Kindly unconscelousness hud fallen, ol
scurlng this and nlso the sight of the
great cat, In the ngony of Itz wound,
creeping with broken shoulder nnd
bared cliws acrosz the plne neadles
toward ber defenseless holy,

(T0 BE CONTINUED.)

Correct Way to Recelve Burglar,

The old plan of offering a burginr a
clgarette and asking him to toke 8
chalr while you telephions te the po-
llce 15 not now so successful as In the
past. The best plan [s 10 tackle the
tellow right away. For this purpose
you should step behind him, take hold
of his coat and foree It over his face,
Then tie his left arm to his right leg
acroxs the back. Properly carried ont,
this method rarely falls.—Londop
Punch.

The Astrologer In China,
From the earliest times nstrology
has been one of the arts surrounded
by miystery, But In China It Is &
very pérllous profession, When a so.
called prophet predicts an event which
does not occur, he loses his head,

Many 8 man has risled acquiring g
wife In order to acquire s sister,

reared, suorting; then danced In nn|

nesa before Hlm a grest cougar was |

she hurrled on Into Whisperfoot's am«

Preparing Thanksgiving Feast
The kitchen has an incense sweet,
And pies bedeck the window seat.

The good things cooking seem to whet
The awful appetite we get.

| 'The poets of the present and of the

past have embodied thelr gratitude
for the blessings of the vear In verse
[At times the burden of thelr song o
{ icorporated the time-honored coustom
by which one day of the year 1s set
‘apart for the giving of thunks,

Perhups  Thanksglving recalls to
| them mother's Ingenuity and skill o
| making pumpkin ples, and so In a
' qualntly humorous way the poot phys
tribute to the pumpkin and the prod-
uet thersof,

Agnin the spirit of these November
'poetus embodles a Thanksgiving joy
and freedom from sorrow; for bealth
| und happioess; for things spiritunl snd
 phiysical.

At any mate, ever since Thanksgiv-
lng has been proclalmed & pational
hollduay the poet has {ound Ingpliration
for his wrt wnd by means of his verses
hns uwnketed a sympathetic chord In
the breasts of many wen und women,

Although nearly all of the poemsy of
Jutes Whitcomb Riley contain an es.
wence of this spirit of gratitude with
the existing order of things, some of
these are spectlieally devoted to the
duy Itself, Among these the poem
entitled “Thanksgiviog” Is one of the
best,

Lat us b thankfu)—not only because
Sinve last our unlversal thanks were
told
Wo have grown greater In the world's
| gl e,
| And fortune's newer smiles surpass the
old—
But thankful for all things that cotme as
ilma
From out the open lhand of Providence,
The winter clouds and storms—the wum-
mer calins—
The sleepless drédd--the drowse of In-

dylence,

Let us be thankful—thankful for the
prayers

Whose gradlous suswers were long,

long delnyed,
That they might fall upon us unawares,
And bleds us;, us In greater need wa
prayed.

Lot us be thankful for tha loyal hand

That love heid out in welcome to our
own.
When love, und only love, could under-
stani
The ncad of touches we had naver
known,

Lot us be thankful for the longlng eyes

! That gave thelr secret to us ns they
wept,
Yet In return found, with a swesl sur-

! prise,
| Love's touch upon thelr lids, and, smil-
| ing, alept

(And et us, too, be thankful that the

| teara
Of sprrow have mnot all been dralned
I AWRY,
That through them gtill, for all the com-
Ing years,

We may look on the dead face of today.

Wil Carleton, the New FEngland
poet, strikes the universal note of
thanks in his hymmn, part of which
| follows:
|
| We thank Thee, Father, for all that In
[ bright—
I'I‘hc gleam of the day and the stars of
the night;

Tha flowsrd of our youth and the fruits
| of eur prims,
| And the blessings that march down Lhe
l pathways of time,

| We thank Thee, O Father, for all that
1% drear—

The sob of the tempest, the Now of the
taar;

For pever In hlindness and never in vala

Thy mercy permitted a sorrow or pain

The spirit of uneabittered resignn-
tlon &t epproaching death 5 ex-
pressed n g poem by Edith M. Thomas
on “A Last Thaoksgiviog"

When It Is time for me to go—
Time of the rose—or falling snow—
Or whet new winds wake varnal strife,
This to the world I've cherished so—
“I have been thankful for my life"

When night and shade together fow,

When dawna soms scens [ not yet know,
Lat ma draw back one futtering breath,
To say, to all I've loved below,
“I have besn thankful—in my death!" 1

. “How Jobn Quit the Farm™ Is a |
jnarrative poem by the Hoosier poet,
aod combines pathos as well ns qualint

humor, The son John Lus gone to the
clty to get an edpeation and for the
time belug he Is :ought by the glamour
of city life, But the concluding stanza
in which he tells of nis refurn on
Thavksgiviog duy shows that the lus
ter of the clty offered him but a fleet-
Ing Inducement,

And mo the summer faded out, and the
mutumn wors away,

And a keener winter never fetched sround
Thanksgivin® day!

And as I turned and looked mround, some
one riz up and bent

And put hls arms round Mother's neck,
and laughed in Jow content,

“It's me," he says—"your fool boy John—
come back Lo shake your hand;

Set down with you, and talk with you,
and melta you understind

How dearer yit than all the world {s thin
old home thut wa

Wil spend Thanksgivin® In fer lte—jest
Mother, you and mel"

John Greenleaf Whiitler wrote of
the pumpkin, and In the poem of that
title he says, In part:

Ah, on Thanksgiving doy,
East and from Wast,

From North and from Houth come the
pllgrim and guest,

When the gray-halred New Englander
sees round his board

The old broken Hnks of aflection restored;

When ‘the eare-wearled mun seeks his
mather once more,

And the worn matron smiles wlhare the
girl emiled before;

What molstens the lps and what bright-
ens the eye?

What ealls back the past |lke the rich
pumpkin ple?

{|  The object of Thankagiving f,
4 day s to take us back of the i
* goods of life to the supreme j)
}» good. The tendency is to get |
absorbed Iin things and forget :

wlien from

A Y
i].' their spiritual value. Thanks. [
dj giving day reminds us of spir- [
" itual values. i
i
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Then thanks for the
swester npr botler

E'er mmoked from an oven or clreled
platter,

Falrer hands never wrought at pastey
more [ins,

Brighter ayes never watched o'er its buk-
ing than thine:

And the prayer which my mouth I8 too
full o expriess

Ewells my heart that thy shadow may
never grow loss.

That the days of thy lot muy be strength-

oned below,

the fame of thy

pumpilin vine, grow

And thy lfe be as sweet and Its last sun-
set sky

Galden-tinted and falr as thy own pump-
kin pla.

present, nons

And worth, like the

The poem, “For an Autumn Festi:
vul,” by the snme puthor, s of a more
serious aud devout pature, as several
of the stanzas will testity.

Once more the lbaral year laughs out
O’er richer stores than gems of gold;
Once more wilh harvest song and shout

In Nature's bloodless triunsph told,
Who murmurs at his Jot toduyy?

Who scorne his native frult and bloom?
Or sighs for daintles far away,

Beslde (he bounteous hoard of home?
L] - - . . . -
And  Jet thess sliars,

flowers
And plled with frults awake mgnin
Thanksgiving for the goldeén hours,
The early and the latler rain!

wralthed with

One of the slmplest and most benn-

tiful of Thanksgiving poems Is “We
Thank Thee,” by Eterson. It runs:

Far flowers that hloom nbout our fest;
For Llender grass, so frenh, 80 BWwdéet;
For song of birds and hum of bés;
For all things filr we lisar or ses,
Father In heaven, wa thank Thee.

Por bMue of strenm and blue of sky:
For pleasant whade of brincheés Nigh;
IFor fragrant alr and cooling breese;
For beauty of the blooming tress,
Fatlier in hesvan, we thank Thee.

As In most of her poems, a devout
rellglous splelt pervades Phosbe Ciry's
poem on Thunksgiving, It s on oap
pedl to the grown-ups on this day to
make a trip back o thelr childhood,
angd 18 murked by the felleltous sim.
pleity of the wrlter:

0 men, grown slek with tell and ears,
Leave for o while the orowded murt.

0 woman, sioking with despair,
Weary of limb and faint of heart,

Forget your years today and come

A children Hack to childhood's homa,

Followlng agnin the winding rliis,

Go o the pluces where you went
When, ellmbing up the summer hills,

In thelr green laph you =4t content
And softly leaned your hend to rest
On Niture's calm and peacetul bLreast

Then the old lady of the poem goes
on to tell that she lins just come from
Surab's, who lives In & sort of a pu
lice In the city, and hns ereams gnd
salnds, made by o French cook, thit
“eost a. fortune," MHowever, things
didn't quite sult her ot her nplece's,
amd an Invitation to an old-fushioned
Thanksglving dinner sults her well,
How 1 riin on, Well, thank you, nelghs
bor; 1 see you want to go,

I'm ecomin' to Thonksglvin', your good
old wuys I know;

An' my mouth waters; dear old friend,
there's tenrs In these dim eves,

For I ahall taste tle flaver of mothers
pumpkin ples

Another poetess, Mrs,  Margaret
Sangster, wiroté thls verse oo the
“Thanksgivin® Pumpkin Ples™;
80 you bld me to Thanksgivin'
you, nelghbor; 1t is kind

To keep a pliin old body lke myself so
much In mind,

Here 1've heen sittin' all wlone, and o
mist before my eyaes,

A-thinkin', like o wlmpleton, on mother's
pumplin ples

Thank

A toast by Ida B, 8, Noyes Is very
gppropriate, since It hos Thanksgiving
for a subject.

Far evety day of life we're Hving,
Thanksgiving!

For rriends desanibled ‘round the board,
Thanks we'ts glving,

For every blessing, grout mnd small,
Thanks give we ajl}

While it was not writlen especlally
in' reforence Lo our natlonal fenst of
Thanksglving, Keats' "Ode to Autumn®
[# generally consldered g poews of the
senson, The first stanzn runs:

Scasom of mints and yellow frultfulness!

t_‘.'-,us.e bosam friend of the maturing sun;

Conspiring with hiny how to load and

blesn

truit the vines

thatch-edven rum

To bend willi apples the moss'd cottags
Lruen,

And 8ll &l froit with ripeness to the care;

To swell the gourd, and Plump the hapel
shells

With & swest kernel; to set budding mare,

Anil sull more, luter flowers for the baes,

Until they think warm days will never
cennn,

For summer hns
clammy cells,

With that round the

o'erbrimmed  thelr

These Go Well With the Turkey,

To caramellze sweet potnoes after
they have been parbolled, slloe, dlp In
glrup or sprinkle with sugar and
brown In the oven, Or small sect!ona
may be dipped In carpmel Elrup pre-
pared ns for carnmel custurd by
browning the sugar and adilog encugh
witer to muke n thlek sirup, Another
Wway I8 to bake the sweet potatoes,
mash, season with hutter and pack in
thefr half skins. Then pour a ten.
spoanful of curamel sirup over ench

nnd put In the oven to reheat,
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