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' The Voice of the Pack i

By EDISON MARSHALL

CHAPTER |—Continued.
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When the lee made 0 crust over the
snow, lie¢ learped to wilk on snow-
ahoed, At fOrst thers were paloed
nnkles and endipss floundering in the
drifts. But between the fall of fresh
snow and the thaows that goftencd the
eruet, hi slowly mastored the Art
Bnowhird—and Dan pever renlized (he
full slgnlflennce of her naue untll he
saw her fylng with incredible groce
over ihe snow=—lnughod at him nt first
and ran him races that would usunily
end In Wiy falling headfrst Into a ten-
foot snowbnnk, She taught him how
to #kl and more than once she would
stop In the middle of an enrnest hit
of podngogy to find that he waso't fls-
tening at 81, He would seem to be
falrly devouring her with bis eyes, de-
Wghting tn the play of soft ploks and
reds in her cheeks, and deinking, a4 4
mun drinks wine, the smazing change
of lght und shadow In her eyes

She seemed to blossom  under his
gare. Not one of those short winter
Anys went by withont the discovery
of some new tralt or little wanity to
astonlsh or delight hl-—sometimes
an unlooked-for tenderness townrd the
wonk, often a sweet, untalned phllos-
ophy of life, or perbaps Just o lower-
ing of her eyellds In which her eyes
wonld  show lustrons  theough (he
Inghes, or some Eweeplng, exuberant
geature stnrtlingly graceful.

Lennox wikened one morning with
the realization that this was one of
the hordest winters of his experience,
He began to be very glad of the abun.
dant stores of provisions thot over
erowdad Wis pantry—savory hims and
bacons, drled venlson, sncks of pota-
toes and evaporated vegetables, and,
of coursp, canpned gonds past count-
ing, With the high fve roaring In the
grite, the seawson held no Ilis for them.
Put sometimes, when the hitter cald
eame down ot twillght, and the moon
Iooked ke n thing of lea ltaelf over the
snow, he began to wonder how the
wild erentures who wintered on the
Divide wers farlog.  Of course most
of them were gone, Woof, long shice,
had grunted nnd mumbled hls way
Into a winter lalr, But the wolves re-
mulned, strange gray shadows on the
snow, and possibly o few of the
hardler smnller erentires,

Mora than once In those long win-
ter nights thelr tulk was chopped off
short by the song of the pack on some
distant ridge.  Somethine, when the
world 18 old, possihly 1 man will he
torn that ecan continue to talk and
keep his mind on his words while the
wolt puck sings. Tut he s certalnly
an unknown quantilty today, The ery
pats In  vibration ecurlous wemory
chords, and for m moment the lstener
pecs In his miod's eye hls anclent
home In an anclent world—Darkness
and Fear und Kyes shinlng about the
eave, It cnrcles him buck, nind he
lnown the wilderness as 1t roslly Is;
and (o have such knowledge dries up
all luelinntfon to. fnlk, Bs n spongo
Arfes wnter, Of course the pletnre
lan't entlvely plalt, It 1s more o thing
gresand at, o photogeaph In some dack
part of o under-consclousnsss thot
how constantiy grown more dim as the
cunturies have passed, Possibly some-
U 1t wlil)l falle ot altogethar: and
then a mnun muy continne to dlsciss
the weather while the Song from the
rideo ahndders In af the windows, But
the world will be guite cold by hen,
and no longer partienlarly Interesting
Anft possibly even the wolves then-
welvem will thon bo tnmed to play desd
and spenk  ploces—which means the
wilderness ltself will be tamed. For
oA long s the wild lowts, the pick will
run through 1t In the winter. They
ware here In the heginning, and In
spite of conmtant war and constant
lntred on the part of men, they will
be here In the end, The reason Is Just
that they are the symhol of the wil-
derneas 1txelf, and the 1dea of 1t con-
tinning to exist withoout them Is
strmnger than that of & natlon without
n fog,

It wasn't quite the same song that
Dan had Ustened to In the first dnys
of tall. Iv hnd been trinmphant then,
und proud with the wilderneas pride
Of courae 1t had heon snd then, too,
but 1 was miore spd now, And It wus
steanger, too, and crept farther Into
the souls of Its Usteters. It wns the
song of strength that couldn’t avall
agninat the stow, possibly of cold nnd
the despale and cournge of starvition,
These three that heard 1t sere lonred
to the wilderness: hut & moment wis
nlwars nesdad after ltx lnst vote had
died to regaln thelr gayety.

"Ihey're gettlng lean and they're
getting  savage” Leonox sald  one
night, stretehed on hia divan before
the firepluce. 1le was still uoable to
wilk s hut the fractures were knitting
slowly mnd the doctor had promised
that the sunimer would And him well,
“if we had a dog, 1 wouldn't offer
much for his Hife. One of these days
wa'll And ‘em In m big cirele nround
the house—and then we'll lave to
open up with the rifles™

But this pleture appalied nelther of
bl 1wo young Nstenars, No wolf pack
enn stand npguinst three marksmen,
arimed with rifles apd beblod onken
walln

Christmas came and passed, and
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Janunry brought elear days and an
InefMective sun shining on the snow,
Theke were the best daye of nll. Bvery
afternoon Dnn and Snowhbird would
g0 out on thelr skis or on snowshoes,
unurmed except for the platol that
Snowhird earrléd In the deep pocket
of her maekinaw, “But why not?" Dan
repliod to Lennox's objection, “She
could kil tive wolves with five shots
or pretty near 1t, and you know well
enough that that would hold ‘em till
we got home, Thes'd stop to eat the
five, 1 have hard enough time keop-
Ing up with -her as it s, without carry-
Ing a vifle” And Lennox wus contetf,
Dan had told the truth when he sald
thnt Ove deaths or even fewer, would
repel the nttnck of any wolf paek he
hond ever seen. Thero was Just one
troubling thought, He hoad heard, long
ago, nnd he had forgotten who lad
told him, that In the most severe win-
ters the wolves gather In partleulnly
Inrge pocks; and u quallty In the song
thut they had heard ot night seened
to benr 1t out., The chorus had besn
exceptionally loud und strong, and he
hod been unable to plek out Individual
volees

The snow was perfect for skllng
Praviously thelr sport hnd bedn muny
times Interrupted elther by the full of
fresh gnow or mothaw that had soft-
ened the snow crust; bul now eviry
afternoon wns too porfect to riemiin
Indoors, They shouted and romped In
the sllences, and they did not dream
but that they hadd the wilderness nll to
themselves, The foet that one night
Lennox's keen oyed hnd soen what
looked ke the glow of & enmp fire
in the distance didn't affect this bellef
of thelra nt nil. It wos evidently just
the phosphorus glowlng (n a rottén log
from which the winds hudl blown the
show,

Onee or twice they eaught glmpies
of wild life: once n grouse that had
buried Ih the snow Aushed from thelr
patl and blew the snow-dust from e
wings; and once or twice they suw
snowshos rnbhits hotunding away on
fint feet over the drifta. But just one
day thoy ennght sight of o wolf. They
were on snowshoes on n partlenlarly
brilllunt afternoon late In January,

Ho was a lone male, evidently a
stragglor from the pnok, and he Teaped
from the top of a tull thicket that had
remalned shove the spow. The man
and the girl had entirely different re-
actlons, Dan's first Impression was
amagement wt the anlmnl’s condition,
It seemed to be In the Inst stnges of
wtarvution: unbellsvably gnunt, with
rib boues showing plainly even throngh
the furry hide. Ordinarily the heavily
farred animals do not show slgns of
faming; hut aven an Inexperienced eye
could not make a misinke In 1hly cnse,
The eyes were red, and they currled
Dan hack to his first adventure In the
Oregon forest—the day he had shot
the mud coypote, Snowhierd thought of
thie beast only an an enemy, "The wolves
Killedl her fiather's stock: they were
brignnds of the worst order: and she
ghnred the hatred of them that 8 a
common tralt of all primitive pooples,
Hér hand whipped back, selzegd hee pls-
tol, and she fired twice at the fleclng
figure,

The second shot was a hit: hoth of
tham sew the wolf go to its side, then
spring up and roce on.  Shouting, both
of them sped alter Wm,

In a faw moments he wns out of
sight among the distant trees, bot they
foirid the Blood-teall and mushed over
the ridge. They expectod at any mo-
ment to Ond hhm Iving dend; bt the
trnck led them on olear down the next
ennyon. And now they cnred not at
all whether they found him: It was
Wlmply & teamp In the ontof-doors;
nnd hoth of them were young with red
hlaod tn thelr velng

Bug all at ouce Dan stopped (o his
tracks. The givl sped on for slx puces
lefore she minsed Lthe sound of hls
snowshoes; then she turned to find
him standing, wholly motlonless, with
eyes fixed upon her,

Tt sturtled her; and she diin't know
why, A compahlon abruptly freezing
In his path, his wmuskcles nect, nod his
eyes filling with speculution, Is always
stirtiing,.  When this ocenrs It means
sliiply that a thought so compelling
and engroxking that even the haif-
unconsclons physienl functions, such
ns wolklng, ennoot continge, has come
Into his mind, And It s part of the
old ereed of self-preservation to dislike
greatly to he left out on any such
thought as this, It dnnger Is preéseut,
the sooner it 1 Identiied the bhetter,

“What 15 1tY" she demanded,

He mrned te her curlousiy Intont.
“How many shells huve you In that
jistol ¥

Shie took one breath and answered
him. “It holds five, and 1 shot twiece
| baven't any others.”

“And T don't suppose It ever o
eurred to you to ecarry exirn ones In
your pocket ™

“Father 15 nlways telllng me to—and
severnl times 1 have. Buot I'd shoot
them away at target practice and for-
et to tnke uny more, There woa never
any denger—except that aight with a
congar. 1 did Intend to—but what does
It watter now?

“We're n couple of wise ones, golng
Wfter thue wolf with only thres shots
to our name. Of course by himself
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he's harmless—hut he's lkely enotigh
to lead us stralght toward the pack.
And Snowblrd—I dido't ke his looks
He's too gnunt and he's oo hungry—
nnd T haven't o bit of doubit he walted
In that brosh for ug to come, Intend-
Ing to anttack us—and lost his nerve
the lust thing. That shows he's des-
pernte. 1 don't llke him, and I wouldn't
Itke his pack. And a whole pack might
not lose Its nerve'

“Then you think we'd better turn
ek 7"

“Yes, 1 do, and not come out any
more without o whole pocket of shells.
I'm golng to carry a rifle, 100, Just na
Lennox has always, He's gokeonly a
flesh-wound, You saw what you Ald
with two eartridges—got in one flesh-
wountd, Three of 'em agninst n pack
wouldn't be n great deal of ald. 1
don't menn to sny you can't shoot, but
i Jumping, lively wolf la worse than
n bird in the nir. We've gone over
three miles; and he'd lead us ten miles
further—even If he dldu't go to the
paek, Let's go hack."

“If yon sy so. But I don't think
there's the least bit of danger. We
enn slweys ellmb a tree

“And have 'em make o bemutiful
clrele undler it They've gol more pa-
tlence than we have—and we'd have
to come down some time, Your father
enn't come (o our help, you know, TIt's
the sign of the tenderfoot not to thing
there's any danger—and I'm not golng
to think that way any mora."”

They turned back and mushed in
silence n long time,

"1 suppose you'll think I'm a cow-
ard,"” Dan asked her humbly.

*Only prodent. Dan she answered,
smiling, Whether she meant it he dld
not know, “I'm Just beglnning to un-
derstnnd that you—Illving hera only a
few monthe—really know and under-
stand all this better than T do* She
stretolied her arms wide to the wilder-
pness. "1 guess 1t's vour Instinet.”

“And 1 do understand,” he told her
earnestly, “I aensed danger back
there Just as sure as I ean see your
face. That pack—and it's & blg one—
s close; and !t's terribly hungry. And
you know—you can't help but know—
thnt the wolves are not to be trusted
In famine times."”

“TI know It only too well" ghe sald.

Then she paused and asked him
nbout a strange grayness; llke snow
blown by the wind, on the sky over
the ridge.
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Bert Cranston walted in a clump of
exposed thicket on the hillslde untll
he saw two black dots, that he knew
were Dan and Snowbird, leave the
Lennox home, He lay very wtill s
they circled up the rldge, noticing
that except for the pistol that he
knew Snowbird always earrled, they
were unarmed, There was nn par-
tlenlar redron why he should be inter.
ested In that polnt. It was Just the
mountdln way always to look torl
weapons, and 1t Is rather difficult to
truce the mentnl processes behind thia
fmpulge, Perhnps It can be lnld to
the fuct that many mountuln familles
are often at feud with one unothir,
and anything in the way of vlolence
mnay happen before the morning.

The two pnssed out of his sight,
and after o lopg tlmeé he henrd the
cruck ‘of Soowblrd's plstol, He
guessed that she bad elther shot at
some wild erenture, or else was mere-
Iy at turget pructice—raiber n come
mon proceeding for the two when
they were on the hills together, Thus
It 18 to be seen that Crunston knew
thelr babits falrly well, And since he
had kept a close watch upon them for
severil davs, this was to be expected.

He had po Intentlon of belng Inter
rupted In this work he was about to
do. He had planned It all very well,
The elder Lennox was still lelplegs,
Cranston had notleed thut when Dan
and Snowblrd went out, they were
usually gone from two to four hours;
and that gave him plenty of time for
his undertnking, The moment had
come nt a8t to make a thorough
search of Lennox's house for those In-
eriminating doeuwments that Dan had
found near the body of Landy HIl
dreth

The only really dangerons part ef
his undertnking was his appronch. 1If
by any chance Lennox were looklng
out of the window, he might be found
waltiig with a rifte seross his arma
It would be quite llke the old mouns
talneer to have his gun beside him,
and to ahoot it quick and exceptlonal-
Iy stralght. without asking gquestions,
nt any steallng figure In the smow, Yet
Cranston felt Calrly sure that Leénnox
was gl oo helpléss to ralse a gun
to a shooting position,

He bad observed that the mono-
tnineer spent his time either on the
fireplace divan or on his own bed.
Nelther of these places was avallable
to the rear windows of the house, So,
very wisely, he mude his attack from
thie rear,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Life and Art
“T'd like to meet that man, He
plays Monte Oristo with such under
standing.”
“I'll Introduce you, but he's a tight

wad, Won't spend a nlckll."—hw
vlll¢ Courler-Journal - W
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He cnme stenling ncross the snow-——
a musher of the first degree. Very
sllently and swiftly he slipped off his
gnowshoes at the door, The door It
self was unlocked, Just as he had sup-
posed. In an Instant more he was tip
toelng, a dark, silent figure, through
the corfldors of the house, He held
hin riffe ready 1o his hands

He peered Into Lennox's bedroom
first. The room was unoccupled.
Then the floor of the corrldor crenked
beneath his step: and he knew noth-
Ing turther was to be galned by walt-
Ing. If Lennox suspected his pres
ence, he might be walting with almed
ritle ns he opened the door of the llv-
Ing room.

He glided faster. He halted once
more—a moment at the [ving-room
donr {0 see If Lennox had heen dis
turbed. He was lying still, however,
0 Crunston pushed through,

Lennox glaneed wp from his maga-
glne to fOnd that unmistakable thing,
the barrel of n rifle, polnted at his
breaat.  Cranston was one of those
rare marksmen who shoot with both
eyes open—and that mesot that he
kept his full visusl powers to the lust
instant before tlhie hammer fell,

“l ean't ralse my nrms,” Lennox
sald slmply, "One of 'em won't work
ot all—besldes, aguinst the doctor's
orders.”

Cranston etole over toward him,
looking clokely for weapons, He pulled
nslde the woolen blanket that Lennox
bad drawn up over his body, and he
pushed his bund luto the cushlong of
the couch. A few deft pats, holding
his rifle theough (he fork of hls arm,
finger colled Into the trigger guurd,
nssured him that Lennox was not
“heeled" at all. Then he Inughed aod
went to work.

“I thought I told you once" Len-
nox began with perfect coldness, “that
the doors of my house wére no longer
opg¢n to you."

“You dld say that,” was Cranston's
guttural reply. “But you see I'm here
fust the same, don't you? And what
are you going to do about 117"

“I probably felt that sooner or later
you would come to stenl—just as you
end your crowd stole the supplles
from the forest stitlon last winter—
and that probably Influenced me to
glve the orders. I didn't want thleves
around my house, and 1 don't want
them npow., [ don't want coyotes,
either.”

“And I don't want any such remarks
out of you, elther,” Cranston an-
swered him, “You le still and shut
up, nnd T suspect that sissy bonrder
of yours will come back, after he's
through embracing your daoghter In
the snow, and flud you Iln one plece
Otherwise not.”

“1f 1 were In ane plece,” Lennox an
swered him very quleily, “instead of
a bundle of hroken bones that can't

] Can't Ralse My Arma" Lennox Said
Simply.

fift tts arms, I'd get up off thlk couch,
unarmed as | am, and stamp on your
Iying Hpa™

But Cranston only laughed and tied
Lennox's feet with a cord from the
window shade.

He went to work very systematieal-
ly. First he riflod Lennox's desk In
the living room. Then he looked on
ull the mantels and ransicked the
cupboards and the drawers. He wis
taunting and calm at drst. But as the
moments passed, his passion grew up-
on him. He no longer smiled. The
rodent festures becamas Intent; the
eyes narrowed to curious, bright silts

He went to
bureny
drawer mnd all the pockets of the

under the dark lnshes.
Dan's  room, searched hls

clothes hanging in his closet. He op-
sot blg tronk and pawel among old
letters In the sultcase, Then, stenllng
llke some credture of the wilderness,
he enme bock to the lving room,

Lenoox was not on the divan where
he hud Jeft him, He lay instend on
the foor nenr the Areplace; and he
met the passion-drawn fuce with entlre
calmness, Hix motlves were perfectly
plain.  He had just mode n despernie
effort to procure Dan's rifle that hung
on two sets of deer Norns over the fire
place, and was entlrely  exhousted
from It. He had sneceoded In gettlng
down from the couch, though wricked
by agony, but had been unable to et
himself up lo rench of the gun.

Crunston rend hlg Intention In one
glance, Lennox koew It but he sl
ply didn't care, He hnd passed the
polnt. where anything seemed to mint-
ter.

“Tell me where It 18" Cranston ore
dered hlim, Agaln he polnted his rifle
ut Lennox's wasted breust,

“Pell you where what 157 My
money 1"

“You know what I want—and It
Isn't money. I mean those letters that
Falllng found on the ridge. 1I'm
thirough foollug, Lennox. Dan learned
that longago, and It's time you learned
It now."

“Dan learned {t because he wus siek.
He lsn't slck now. Don't presume too
mueh on that”

Cranston laughed with harsih scorn.
“But that {sn't the question. T sald
T've wasted all the time I'm going to.
You are an old mun #and helpless; but
I'm not golog to let that stand In the
way of geiting what I came to get.
They're hidden somewhere avound thin
house. I've watched, und he's had no
chance to tike them Into town, 1l
glve you—just Bve seconds to tell me
where they're hidden"

“And I glve yo," Lennox replied,
“one second less than that—to go to
h=111"

Both of them breathed hard In the
qulet room. Cranston was frembling
now, shivering just a lttle In his arms
and shoulders. “Don't get me wrong,
Leonox,” he warned,

“And don't have any delusions In re-
gard to me, elther” Lennox replled,
“I've atood worse pain from this neel-
dent than nny man can give me while
I yet llve, no mutter what he does, If
you want to get on me and hawmer
me In the approved Crunston way, 1
ean't defend wmyself—but you won't
get g clvll enswer out of me, I'm used
to paln. und [ ean stund it, I'm not
used to fawning to n coyote llke you,
and I can't stand 11"

But Cranston hardly heard, An lden
hod Anmed In hi!s mind and cast a red
glamor over all the scene about him,
It was lostilling & polson In his nerves
and a madness in his blood, and it was
searing him, llke fire, In his dark
brain. Nothlog seemed real. He sod
denly bent forward, tense.

“That's all right about you,™ he sald,
“But you'd be a litle more pollte 1£ 1t
was Snowbird—and Dan—that would
have to pay."

Perhaps the color faded slightly In
Lennox's face; but his volce did not
change.

“They'll sea your footprints hefore
they come In and be ready,” Lannox
replled evenly, “They always come in
by the back way. And even with u
plstol, Snowblrd's a mateh for you"

“IMd ¥ou think that wns what 1
meant? Cranstoo scorned.  “1 know a
wny te destroy those letters, and I'll
do It—In the four seconds that 1 suld,
unless you tell. I'm not eveén sure I'm
goln' to glve you @ chance to tell now ;
It's too good a scheme, Thera won't
be any witnesses then to yell around
In the courts. What If I choose (o sel
fire to this house?"

“It wouldn't surprise me s great
denl. It's your own trade.” Lennox
ahinddered onca on his ploce on the
foor.

“l wouldo't have to worry about
those letters then, would 17 They are
somewhere in the house, and they'd be
burned to ashes. But that (=n't all
that would be burned. You ¢ould may-
be ermawi out, but you couldn’t carry
the guns, aud you counldn't carry the
pantry full of food. You're nearly
elghty miles up here from the nearest
ocoupled houss, with two palr of
stnowshoes for the three of you and
one dinky plstol. And you can't walk
at all, It would be a nlce plekle,
wouldn't it? Wouldn't you have a fat
chance of getting down to elviliza-
tlon 7™

The volee no longer hell steady, It
sremhled with passion. This was no
fdle threat. The brain had airesdy
selzed upon the scheme with every lo-
tentlon of carrying It out. The wil
derness lny stark and bare, stripped of
all delusion—oot only In the snow
world outside but In the bhearts of
these two men, Its sonm

*“] bave only oue hope,” Lennox re-

plled.  *T hope, unknown to me, that
DPan His alveady dispatelied those lets
The arim of the law 1a long,

ters.
Oranston. It's easy to forget that fact
up here. It will reach you in the
enl.”

Cranston tursed through the door,
{nta the klighen, Fe wos gote a long
{lme.  Lennox henrd him st work;
the erinkle of paper and then a pours
Ing sound nronnd the walls. Then he
weard the sharp ernek of o match, An
instnnt Inter the first wisp of smoke
emme curling, pungent with ‘burnlng
oll, thirough the corridar,

“Yau erowled from your couch to
ponch that giin Cranston told him
when he come (o, “Let's see you erawl
out now."”

Lonnox's anawer wins o curse—the
mst, dreend outpouring of an unhroken
will, He didn't look agaln ab the gt
tering eyes. He sonroely wtched
Cranston’s further prepsrations: the
oll poursd on the rugs and furnishings,
the klodiing placed ot the bose of the
Furinlng, Oranston wis truined In this
work, He wus tuking no chunees on
the fire being extingulstied, And Len-
nox began to ernwl toward the door,

e munoged to grasp the corner of
the blanket on the divan as he went,
and he desgged It behing him.  Paln
wrneked blm, nnd smoke half-blinded
him.  But he made It ot lnst.  And by
the time he had erawled one hundred
foot over the snow crust the whole
stryeture wus In fames.  The red
tongues spoke with a rone

Cranston, the Are-mpdness on  his
foce, hureled  to  the outbulldings.
There he repented the work, Ha
touched 0 moteh o the hey in the

He Called Once to the Prone Body of
Lennox.

bara, nnd the wind flung the fume
through it W an Instint, The sheds
and other outhulldings were treated
with ofl. And seeing that his work
wis done, he called once to the prone
body of Lennox on the snow and
mushed away Into the sllences,

Lennox's nnswer wihs not a curse
this time. Rather It was a prayer, un-
uttered, and In his long years Lennox
had not pruyed often.  When he
prayed nt all, the words were buring
fire, His priyer wos that of Sumson
—that for a moment his strength
might come buck to him.

CHAPTER I,

Two mlles ncrods the rldges, Dan
and Snowbird snw u fulnt mist blow.
Ing between the trees. They didn't
recognize It st firsti It might be fine
snow, blown by the wind, or even one
of those wysterlous foge that some-
times sweep over the snow,

"But it looks llke smoke,” Snowbird
salil.

“But It couldn’t be. The trees are
ton wet to born”

Dut then a sound that at first was
Just the fuldtest whisper In which
nelther of thém would let themselves
belleve, becnme distinet past all deny-
Ing. It was that menncing erackle of
i grent fire, thint In the whole world of
sounds Is perhups the most terrible,

“It's our house Bnowbird told him.
“And futher can't get ont.”

She spolie very quietly. Perhaps
the most terrible truths of 11fe are ale
ways epoken in thit sume quiet volee,
Then both of them started ncross the
sn0w bn fast ns their unwieldy snow-
shoes would permit

“He con eruwl a Httle,” Dan called
to her, “Don’t give up, Snowbird
uine. T think he'll be sufe”

They mounted to the top of the
ridge; and (he long sweep of the for-
est wos revenled to them, The house
wus o slugular tall plilar of fawme, al-
teady glowing that drendful red from
which firemen, despalring, turn away.
Then the girl selzed his hands aod
dsneed ahout him ln & mad cirele,

“He's ullve!™ she crled. *You can
#oe hlm—Just a dot on the suow, He
ernwled out to safety.”

She turned and sped at a brenkneck
pace down the ridge. Dan had to race
to keep up with ber, But It wasn't en-
tirely wike to try to mush so fast. A
deud log lay beneath the snow with a
broken limb stretched almost to Ite
stirface, and It enught her snowshoe.
The wood eracked sharply, and she fell
forward lo the show, But she wasn't
hurt, and the snowshoe itself, in splte
of & small erack o the wood, was still
servicenhle

“Haste mnkes waste,” he told her.
“Keep rour fect on the ground, Bnow-
bird; the house |s gone already and
your father 14 sufe, Remember what
lies before us”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

1f truth Is straoger than fiction, 1t

Is because fact outruns imagioation,




