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The (honght soberidl and hilted her,
She glanced once at the dark face of
her companlon. Ihin ecouldn’t under-
gtund the strunge. Hght that suddenly
leaped to her eyes, Perhaps she her-
pelf couldn't huve explulhed tlie wuve
of tenderneds thiat swept over h
with no canse except the look In Dan's
sarneést grny eyes and the lines that
ent go deop, Slnce the world was new,
It hua heen the borst of (he boldest of
men that they looked thelr Fate ln the
fnce. And this 18 no mean loaking. For
tite 18 0 sword from the dorkness, a
power that rénches out of (e mystery,
and ennnot be elossed with sights of
Buman orlgln, It burns out the eyed
of all but the strongest men. Yot Din
wus looking at his fute now, and his
eyes held stenlght,

They watked together down to the
rolned house, and the three of them
sat slent white the fire burned red.
Then Leonox torned to them with a
balf-smile.

"“You're wisting time, you two,” he
gild, “Remember, all our food g gone,
If you atnrt now, and walk hared, muy.
be you cun make It out”

“I'here wre severnl hings to do
fiest, Dan nhswered simply.

T don't know what thiy nre. Tt lsa't
golng to be any plenle, Dan, A winn
cun trovel only so for wliihout food to
keep up hig streagth, purticularly over
such rldges ns you have to cross, It
will he ensy to glve up and die, It's
the test, man; it's the test.”

“And whot about youl” lls dough-
ter nsked,

YO, Tl Be nll rlght. Boslileg—It's
the only thing that ¢on be done. 1
cnn't wally, nond you ean't earey me on
your bocks, What else remning? Il
stuy here—und Il sernpe  together
enough wood to keep a fire. Then you
enn bring help.*”

He kept hls eyes averted when Le
tallied, He was afruld for Dan to see
them, knowing that be could rend the
e In them,

“How do you expoct to find wood—
In this snow " Dan asked him, “Tt will
tuke four days to get out; do you
think vou could Mg here nnd binttle
with a fire for four days, ind then four
days more thiut 1t will tike to come
back? You'd hnve two cholees: fo
burt green wood that 1'd eut for you
befors 1 left, or the ralnsonked dead-
wood under the snow, You counlda't
keep elther one of {hem burning, wnd
you'd dle in n night. Besides—thls 18
no tme for wn upprmed moan to be
nlone In the hilla”

Lonnox's volee grew pleading “De
senglbie, Dan!™  be  eried T
Oranston's got us, and got ws right.
'y only ong thileg wore T enes about
—gini) that 18 thit you poy e debi! 1
can't hope to get out myself. 1 suy
that T enn't even hope to.  But If you
bring wy daughior through-—and wheh
shirlng comws, poy whot we owe 1o
Cratgton—1'1 be content.  Iejivens,
son—I've Myved my e, The old paek
tonder dles wheu hla e conwes, and
Mo o .

Hie daughter cropt to him und shels
tured  hild hedd  mgnlnst e
bronst. "IN stay with you, then." €@
erlod.

"Don't be n 1itle fool, Snowhin”
he urged, "My clothes nre wet il
rendy from the melled gnow, It's oo
tong a way—it will be fon hard o fght,
and ehildron=—Y1m old and theed out, I
don't wiunt to muke the try—hunger
ol eolds pnd eved I you'd elay here
and grub wood, Snowbied, they'd find
s both dend when they eame back In
n oweol, Wo cnn't Hve without foad,
and work and keep wnrme—and there
L't & Mving ercuture (i the N0HIW"

“Eixenpt the wolves," Dan reéolidad
bl

"Bxeopt  the  wolves™  Lennox
sehood, “Rempmber, wo're unnrmed—
wod thes'd fnd it out.  You're young,
Snowhird, nnd 50 15 Dan—und you
two will b bapps. 1 know how things
ute, vou two—mors thun you know
yourselves—ind In the enll you'll be
happy.  But me=I'm too tred to
make the try, [ don't éars dbout 1t
enongh. I'm golog to wave you good
by, and sufle, and le here and let the
eold come down, You feel warm In a
Witle while—"

But she stopped bls lps with her
hand, And ke beot and klssed it

WIf pnvbody's golng to stny with
vou," Dan told them In a elear, frin
voloe, “It's golug to be me, But nrea't
any of the cabins ocenpled ¥

“You know they aren't,” Lennox an-
gwereld. “Naot ¢ven the houses boyond
the North Fork, even If we could got
ncerosn  The nenrest help 18 oveér sevs
enty milps."

“ANnd, Snowblrd, think ! Taven't any
supplles boen left o the ranger sta-
thon "

“Not one thing" the gir) told him.
“You kpow Oranston and his crowd
‘vobbied the ploce Just winter, And the
telephone  nes  were  disconnecled
when the rangors left"

“Then the only way (8 for me Lo

gIny

e . g i ————

i@ o

e

atuy here. You cnn take the pistol,
il you'll have a fuir chance of got-
ting through. I'Nl grub wood for our
chmp weanwhile, aod you ¢an bring
help.*

“And if the wolves come, or If help
didn't come o thoe" Leonox whis-
pered,  passlon-drawn for the Hrst
time, “who would pay whit we owe to
Orunston ¥

YBut her 1fe countg—first of all"

Y1 knaw it doss—but mine dorsn't
eount at all.  Belleve me, you two,
I'm speaking from my own desires
when T say T don't want to muke the
fight. Spowblrd woull niver muke it
through alone, There are the wolves,
and maylbe Cranston too—the worst
wolf of all, A woman enn't mush
neross those rlilges fonr duvs withont
fond, without some one who laves hep
and forces her onl Nelther can she
stay here with me and try to make
green bronchies burn In o fire.  She's
got three litle plstol balls—and we'd
all dla for a whim, O, please,
I""‘T\""'—"

But Dan lenped for hs hand with
glowlng eyes. “Listen, mon!" he erled,
“T know amnother wny yefl. 1 know
more than one way: hot one, If we've
got the strength, 18 almost sure, Thers
18 nn ax in the kitehen, and {he blade
will still be good."

“Likely dulied with the flre—"

“I'l eat a limb with my Jnckknife
for (he handle, There will be nalls
In the ashes, plenty of them, We'll
mnke n rude sledge, and we'll get you
out too"

Lennox seemed fo he studying his
wosteld hands, “It's a chones, but 1t
1sn't worth 14" he sald ut nat, “You'll

have fight enough without tugging at
n henvy sled.

It will take nll night

"The Thing Bert Cranston Burned
the House Down to Destroy.”

to bulld I, and It wolld eut down
your chunces of getting out by pretty

near half, Remember the ridges,
Dun—-"
WEat well ellmb every rldge—be

sides, 1ts o slow, down grade most of
the way., Spnowblrd—tell hitn he must
do " Il

Spowhird told  him, overpowering
Wi with her enthusinsm, And Dan
shook his shoulders with rongh hands,
“You're hurting. ‘boy!" Lennox
warned, "Um a bag of braken bones.”

ST tote you down there If 1T have
to tle you In” Dan Falling repled
“Refore, I've bowed 1o your will; hut
ihls time you bave to bow to mine
I'in not golog to let you stuy hore und
ale, N0 Mmutlter I von beg on your
wnees! IS the test—and I'm golog
ta bring you throvgh'

He mennt what he said. If mortal
strength and sipew ¢onld survive such
n test, he would succedd, There Wi
nothing In these wonds to suggest the
physienl weakling that both of them
had known o few months before. The
eyes were enrnest. the dark face In-
tent, the determined volce did not
waver at all

“Dan Falling speak=!" Lennox re-
plied with glowing eves, He was res
onlllng mnother Dun Falllng of the
dond years, a boyhood hero, and his
remetubered  volee hnd never been
more determined, more musterful than
thig be hnd Just heatd,

“And Cranston didu't get his pur
pose, after allL® To prove hils words,
Dan thrust his hnnd iote his lnner
cont pocket. Tle drew forth a Mitle,
flat package, half ns thick as a pack
of curds, He held It up for them to
gee. “The thing Bert Cranston burned
the house down to destroy,” he ex-
plaloed. “I'm learulng to know this

I mountaln ireed, Lennox, T kept It In
my pocket where 1 could Aght for it
at any minute.”

Crupston had been mistaken, after
nll, In thinking that In feur of himself
Dun would be afrald to keep the
pitcket on his person, and wonld eray-
enty coneeal 1t In the hounse, He would
have been even more surprised to
Imow that Dan had lived In constant
hope of meeting Crangton on  the
ridges, showing him what 1t contalned,
and fighting him for It, hands to
bhonds, And even yer, perliaps the day
would come when Cranston  would
know at last that Snowhird's words,
after the fight of long ago, were true,

The twilight was falling over the
mnow, 80 Snowbird and Dan turned to
the toll of bullding a sled.

The snow was steel-gray In the
mooniight when the lttle party made
thelr stort down the long trall, Thelir
preparations, shnple and erude as they
were, had taken hours of censeless
Iahor on the poart of the thres, The
nx, Its cdge dulled by the flame and
Ita lgndle burned away, had been
ecooled In the spow, and with
sonmd prm, Lennox hiad driven the hot
nills that Snowbird gathered from
the gshes of one of the outhnildings.
The embers of tHe house Iiself atill
glowed red In the dorkness,

Dan had cut the green Hmbs of the
troes and planed them with his ax.
The sled had been completed, handles
nttached for pushing It, and a plece of
fence wire fastensl with nalls as n
rope to pull It The worth mackinnws
aof both of them as well as the one
Blonket that Lennox had saved from
the fire were wrapped about the old
frontlersman's wasted hody—Dan and
Snowhird hoping to keep warm by the
exercies of propelling the sled. Ex-
cept for the dull ax and the half-
empty pistal, thele only equipment
was a single charred pot for melting
snow that Dan had recovered from
the ashes of the kitehen,

The three had worked nlmost In
sllence, Waords dido't help now. They
wasted no sorely needed breath, But
they did bave one minute to talk when
they got to the top of the llttle ridge
that bed overlooked the house,

“Wa'll travel mostly st night,” Dan
told them, “We can gee In the snow,
and by taking our rest In the daytime,
when the sun Ia bright and warm, we
ean save our strength, We won't have
to keep such blg fires then—and at
night our exertlon will kéep us nm
warm as we can hope for. Geltting up
wll night to cut green wood with thle
dull dxIn the gnow wouldl break us to
pleces very soon, for réemember that
we haven't any food. I know how to
bulld a fire even In the snow-—es-
pecially If I cun find the dead, dry
heart of a rotten log—but 1t lsn't any
fip to keep It golng with green wond,
We don't want to have to spend any
more of our strength steipping off wet
batk and hacking ot saplings than we
ot elp; and that means we'd better
do our resting In the heat of the day,
After all, It's n fight agalnst sturva-
tlon more than anything else™

“Just think™ the girl told them, re-
proaching herself, “If T had shot
stralght at that wolf today, we conld
have gone back and got his hody, It
might have carrled us through.”

Nelther of the others ns much ns
looked surprised nt these nmazing re-
greta over the lost, unsavory flesh of
n wolf, They were up agalnst reall-
tles, and they dldn't mince words.
Dan smiled nt her gently, and his
great shoulder legned aguivst the
Lrices,

They moved through a dend world,
The ever-present manifestations of
wild 1ife that hud been such a delight
to Dipn In the summer and) fall wors
quite lacking now, The =now was
trnckless, Onee they thought they
W a snowshoa rubbit, a  strange
shadow on the snow, but hie was too
far awany for Snowbled to rlsk a pls-
tol ghot. The pound or two of flesh
would be sorely needed hefore the
journey was over, but the plstol enr-
tridges might be needed stlll more.
ghe didn’t let her mind rest on certaln
possibilities whereln they might be
necded, Such thoughts stole the cour-
nge from the spicit, and cournge wns
essoplial  beyond all things else to
bring them through.

As the dawn came out, they mll
stood still and lstened to the wolf
pack, singing on the ridge somewhere
behind them,

It was n large pack. They couldn't
mike out Individusl wolces—nelther
the more shrill ery of the femnles, the
yapping of the cubhs, or the low, clear
G-hetoss-middle-C note of the males,

“If they should cross out tracks—"
Lennox suggested.

“No use worrying about that now—
not untll we come to It Dan told
him.

The morning broke, the sun rose
bright 1o n clear sky. But still they
trudged on, In splte of the fact that
the €led was heavy and broke throwgh
the snow crust a8 they tugged at It
they had made good time since thelr
departure. But now every step was
n pronouneed effort. It was the drend-
ful beginning of fatigue that only
food and warmth and rest could
rectify,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Oldtime Sleeping Couches,

The anclents slept on skins, but
lnter beds were made of rushes,
hesther and straw,
the first to usge fenthers to muke thely
beds more comfortahle, Hellogahalus,
218 B, C., I8 eredited with having em-
ployed alr cushlons, and alr beds were
used generally In the Sixteenth cen-

tury.

Some Very Old Trees
Yew treea grow fo a groat age,
Those at Torentain's abbey, Yorkahlre,
England, were old In 1132, Californla
has trecs thousands of years old In
the Mariposa grove, and baobab trees
In Afrlea are over four centurles old,
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“We'll rest now,” Dan told them at
en o'clock. “The gun Is warm enough
10 that we won't need much of a fire,
And we'll try to get five hours® sleep.”

i *That leaves n workday of nineteen

one | Ittle,

The NMomans were |

“Too long, I we're golng to muke It
mt" Lennox objected.

1ours," Dan persigted. “Not any too
Flve hours It will be"

He found whers the snow hoad drift-
Iul ogulnst a great, dend log, leaving
the white covering only a foot In
fepth on the lee slde. He hegan to
erape the snow awany, then hncked at
e log with his ax nptldl he had pro-
wred a plece of compnratively dry
rood from {ts center, They all stood
reathless while he lghted the lttie
ile of kindling and heaped it with
reen woold—the only wood procur-
|ible. But It diln't buen freely, It
moked ftfully, threatening to die out,
ind emitting very little heat,

But they didn't partleolarly onre
e sun was warm ahove, ag always
n the mountain winters of southern
Oregon.  Snowbird and Dan eleared
ipneces heslde the fire and slept. Len-
aox, who had rested on the Journey,
iy on hig sled and with kis uninjured
irm tried to hnck enough wood from
the saplings that Dan had cut to Keep
the firs burning,

At three they got up, still tired and
1ching in thelr hones from exposure.
I'wenty-four hours had passed sinve
ey bad tasted food, and thelr unre
plenished systems complalned, There
| & no better engine In the wlde world
than the human hody, It will stand
| mare neglect and abuse than the finest
stee]l motors ever made by the hands
of eraftemen. A mun may fast many
fays If he lles guletly In one place
ind keeps warm. Buot fasting Is a
feadly proposition while pulling
dedges over the gnow,

Dan was less hapeful now. His face
told what his words did not. The
lines eleft deeper about his lips and
pves: ond  Snowbird's heart nched
when he trled to encournge her with
i smile. It was o wan, strange smile
that couldn't quite llde the frst slek-
hess of despalr,

The shadows quickly lengthened—
itmply leaping over the snow from the
last-falling sun, The twlllght deep-
ened, the snow turned gray, and then,
In & vague way, the Journey hegen to
partake of a quality of unreatity. It
was not that the cold and the snow
and thelr bunger were not entlrely
real, or that the wildérness wag no
lomger naked to thelr eyes. It wag just
that thelr whole effort seemed ke
some dreadful, unburdersd Journey In
i dream—a stunbling advance under
flfMcultles too many und réal to be
true,

The first slgn was the far-off ery
of the woll pack., It was very falnt,
slmply a stir In the enrdrums, yet It
wna entirely elenr. That elenr, cold
momntain air wos a perfect telephone
pvstem, conveying o message digtinets
ly, no matter how fulntly, Thers
were no tall bulldings or cities to dis.
turb the ether waves. And all three
of them knew nt the snme Instant It
was not exactly the ery they had
heard before,

They couldn't bhave told Just why,
even If they had wished to talk abput
Mt In some dim way, 1t had 1ost the
strange quallty of despude 1t had held
before. It was as if the pack were
runnlng with renewed 1ife, that each
wolf wns calling to another with n
dreadiul sort of exultntion. Tt was an
exclted ory, tooe—not the long, sad
song they had learned to lsten for, It
gounded Ilmmediptely behind them.

They couldn't help but lsten, No
human ears conld have shot out the
sound, But none of them pretended
| that they hed heard. And this was the
|worst slgn of all. Euch one of the
|thre¢ was hoping agninst hope In his
very heart; and at the game time, hop-
| Ing that the others did not understand,

For a long tlme, ns the darkness
deepened nbout them, the forests were
'stlll. Perhaps, Dan thonght, he hod
been mistaken after all. His shoulders
struightened. Then the chorus blared
| agaln,
| The man looked back at the girl,
iami]lng into her eyes. Lennox lay as
I'If asleep, the llnes of his dark face
curlonsly pronounced, And the girl,
| becnuse she was of the mountalns,
| hody and soul, ansgwered Dan's smile
Then they knew that all of them knew
the truth. Not even an loexperienced
ear could huve any delusions about
the pick song now. It was that old-
est of wilderness songs, the hunting
ery—that frenzled song of blood-lnst
| that the wolf pack utters when It Is
| running on the trall of game. It had
found the track of lving flesh at last,

“There's no use stopping, or trying
to climb a tree,” Dan told them sim.
ply, “In the first plnce, Lennox cun't
do It. In the second, we've got to take
a chance—for colid and hunger can get
up & tree where the wolf pack can't”
He spoke wholly without emotion.
Once more he tightened the traces of
the sled.
| “I've heard that sometimes the pack
will chase n man for days without at
tacking,” Lennox told them, “It all
depends on how long they've goue

get 'em.  Maybe we can keep ‘em
bluffed.”

But ns the hours passed, (t becume
increasingly difficult to forget the wolf
pack, It was only & matter of turning
the head and peering for an Instant
Into the shadows to c¢ateh a glimpse
of one of the creatures. Thelr usual
feur of men, always thelr first emo-
tlon, had given woy wholly to a hunt-
Ing cunning; an effort to procure thele
game withont too great risk of -thelr
own lUves, In the desperntlon of thele
hunger they could not remember such
tliings as the fear of men, They
spread out farther, and at last Dan
looked up to fnd one of the gray
beasts waiting, ke a shadow himself,
fn the shadow of o tree not one hun-
dred foet from the sled, Suowbird
whipped out her pistol,

“Don't dame!” Dun's volee cracked
out to her, He didn't spealk loudly ; yet
the words cnme so sharp and coms
munding, so llke platol fire Itself, that
they penetrated tnio her consclousness
and clioked buek the nervous reflexes
that in an Instunt might have lost
them one of thelr three preclous shells.
SHe eaught herself with a sob, Dan
shouted at the wolf, uud It melted luto
the shadows.

*You won't do 1t again, Snowbird?"
he meked ber very huwhly, Dut his
menning wns clear. He wis not a8
skilled with g plstol as she; it If her
nerves were breaking, the gun must
be talken from her hamls. The three
ghells must be saved to the moment of
utmost need.

“No," she told hitm, looking stralght
{nto his eyes. “I won't do it ogaln"”

14 belleved her. He knew that she
gpoke the truth. e met her eyes with
a half smile. Then, wholly without
warning, Fate played Its [ast trump.

Again the wilderness reminded them
of Its might, and thelr brave splrits
were almost broken by the utter re-
morselessness of the blow, The girl

went on her face with a erack of wood.
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“Maybe We Can Keep Them Bluffed”

Her snow shoa had been orscked by
her fall of the day héfore, when run-
ning to the fire, and whether she
struck some ‘other obstruction In the
snow, or whether the cracked wood
hnd slmply given way under her
welght, wattered not even enough for
them to lovestigate. As In all great
disnsters, only the result remsained.
The result in this cnse was that her
mowshos, without which she could not
walk ut all In the snow, wius Irrepara-
bly broken.

“Fate hus stacked the cnrds nguinat
us,” Lennox told them, after the first
moment's horvor from the broken
snowshoe.

But no one answered him. The girl,
white-fuced, kept her wide eyes on
Dan, He seemed to be peering Into the
shadows beslde the trall, as {f he were
watching for the gray forms that now
und then glided from tree to tree. In
reallty, he was not looking for waolves,
He was gazing down Into his own soul,
measuring his own spirit for the trial
thnt lay before him.

The girl, unable to step with the
broken snowshoe, rested her welght on
one foot and hobbled 1ké a bird with
broken wings ncross to hlm. No sight
of all this terrible journey had been
more dreadful In her father's eyes
than this, It seomed to split open
the strong heart of the mon, She
touched her hand to his arm.

“I'm sorry, Dan,” she told him. “Yon
tried so hard—"

Just one litle sound hroke from his
throat—a strange, deep gasp that
could not be suppressed. Then he
cnught her hand in his nnd kissed 1t—
agnin and agaln. “Do you think I care
about that? he asked her. “I only
wish I conld have done more—and
what I have done doesn't count. Just
as In my fight with Cranston, nothing
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CHAPTER |l—Continued. without food. Keep on and try to for- | counts because I dldn't win,

It's Juat
futa, Snowbird. It's no one's fanlt, but
twaybe, m this world, nothing is ever
anyone's fault.” For In the twilight of
thiose winter woods, I the shadow of
death ttself, perhaps he was catching
glimmerings of eternal truths thut dre
idden from ull but the most far-see-
lng eyes.

YAnd this ls the end?' she ushked
him. She spoke very bravely,

“Not"  His hand tightened on hers.
WNo, 80 long #s ko onnce of strength
remaing.  To fght—never to give up—
may God give me spivit for 1t T
die™

And this was no idle prayer. His
eves pridsed to the starry sky as he
spake.

“But, son," Lennox asked him rath-
er quietly, “what ean you do? The
wolves aren't going to walt n great
deitl longer, und we ¢an't go on"

“Plhere's one thing more—ane more
trelal to make” Duan snswersd, “I
thought about it at fiest, hut 1t was too
long u chanee to try If there wns any
other way., And [ suppose you thiought
of It tho."

“Overtnking Cronston?”

“Of course. And it sounids lke a
cragy dream. Dut listen, both of yow.
It we have got to dle, up liere In the
snow—and 1t looks ke we lind—wlhnt
{8 the thing yon want done worst bes
fore we goi"

Lennox's  hands
leanied forward on
Cranston {" he salil

“New!"™ Dan's volee rang.  “Crians-
tou's never golng to be puid unless we
do 1. There will be no sigig of [n-
cendlariém  at the house, dnd no
proofs,  They'll find our bodles In the
snow, and we'll Just he o mystery,
with no one made to pay, e evi-
dence In my pocket will be tuken by
Crungton, some time this winter, I 1
don’t make him poy, e never will pay.
And thet's one reason why I'm going
to try to enrry out this plun 1've got.

"The second renson lg thnt 1°e the
one hope we linve left, 1 tuke It that
none of ug ave decelved on that point,
And no man can die tamely—if he {8
o man—while there's n chunee, I menn
n young man, llke me—not one who 18
old and tived, 1t sounds perfectly silly
to talk about finding Cranston’s wine
ter quorters, and then, with my hure
hands, congquering Wim, taking his food
nnd his blankels and his spowshoes
and his rifle, to fight away these
wolves, and bringlog "em back here,"”

"Tou wouldn't be harehanded,” the
girl reminded him. “You could bhave
the plstol.”

He didn't even seem to hear her,
"T've been thinking about It. It's a
long, lopg chunee-~much worse thnn
the chanee we had of getting out by
stralght walking, T think we could
have mude It I the wolves had kept
off and the snowshoe hado't brokens
It wonld have nenrly lilled us, but 1
belleve we could have got out. That's
why T didn't try this other wuy first.
A man with hls binre honds hosn't
much of n chanee ngninst another with
n rifle, and I don't want you to be too
hopeful.  And of course, the hurdest
problem Is finding his camp.

“But I do feel enre of one thing:
thnt he Is back to his old trapping line
on' the North Fork-—somewhere south
of here—and hls camp I8 somewhere
on the river, 1 think he would have
gone there g0 that he could cut off any
uttempt 1 might make to get through
with those letters, My plan Is to staet
hack at an angle that will ‘carey me
between the North Fork and our old
house. Somewhere In there Tl find
his tracks, the tracks he made when
lie first came over to burn up the
house. 1 suppose he wus ecareful to
mix ‘em up nfter onee he arrived
here, but the first part of the way he
llkely walked straight toward the
house from his camp, Somewhere, i1
go that way, I'll cross his teall—with-
In 10 mlles at lenst. Then 'l brck-
teack Llm to his camp.”

“And never come back!" the girl
erled.

"Maybe not. But at lenst every-
thing that cin be done will he done.
Nothing will he left. No regrets, We
will have mude the last trinl, 'm not
going tog wuste any time, Snowblrd,
The gooner we get your fire bullt the
batter,"

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

clusped, and  he
the sled, *“Pay

Make Love and Live Long.

The act of love-making nos a direct
mfluence on the henrt wnd blood, says
& medledl correspondent, [t stimg-
Intes the working capnelty of the for
mer orgnn, and keeps It up to concert
pitch.  As & result, the blood circus
lutes with gronter strength, and every
part of the body Ils accordingly
strengthened, Love-making, moreover,
has a very declded influence In stimu-
Inting the working of the liver, Pat-
ent medicines would have to go out of
business to a considernhie extent If the
world were more generally glven to
the art of uinking love with genulne
feellng, Porhops the most striking
proof of the Immunity of lovers from
one form of 1ll, viz, eolds and chilin
s ufforded by the fuct that a palr of
Cupid's devotees will it oh u domp
bench for hours and take no harm,

It 1s just as wise to watch yomr

windlngs us It 18 to wind your watch.




