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The Voice of the Pack

A Story of the Oregon Mountain Country
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Lennox was not 6n the divén where
o had left him. He lay Instead on
the floor near the flreplace; and he
pet the passion-drawn face with entire

lmness. His motives were perfectly

In. He kad just made a desperate

oft to procure Dan's rifle that hung
D two sets of deer horns over the fire-
lade, and was entirely exhausted
om it. He had succeeded In getting
n from the couch, though wracked
agony, but had been unabje to lift
imsel up In reach of the gun.
Oranston read his Intentien In one
nce. Lesmox ¥mew It, but he slm-
didu't care. He had passed the
whera anything seemed to mat-
L g b

1!

1 m; ;h;re it 1s," Cranston or-
sed him. Again he pointed hi. e
Lennox's wasted breast.

i pou whera what 1s? My

foa know what I want—and It

Cranston, the fire-madness on his
face, hurrfed to the outbuildings.
There he repeated the work. He
touched a mateh to the hay In the
barmn, and the wind flung' the flame
through It In an instant. The sheds
and other outbumifdings wera treated
with oll. Aad seeing that his week

was done, he called once to the preme

I/_’{/ Sy,
S 4*

't money. I mean those letters that
Ilng found on the ridge. TI'm
rough_fooling, Lennox. Dan leaméd
fong ago, and It's time you learned ;
m‘ﬁ !
Dan learned It because he was sick.
(@'t sick now. Don't presume teo |
ich on that.”
‘Oranston laughed with harsh scorn.
pt that isn't the quadon. I sald
» wasted all the time I'm going to.
n ape an old man and helpless; but
n not going to let that stand a the
of getting what I came te get.
hey're hidden somewhere around this
"~ Wouse. I've watched, and he's had no
nce to take them Intop town. TI'll :
ve you—just five seconds to tell me °
~ Where they're hidden.”
~  %And I give you,* Lennox repligd, |
f Sone second less than that—to mo to .

- Both of them breathed hard In the
~ gmiet room. Cranston was trembling
w, shivering just a little In his arms
bd shoulders. “Don't get me Wrong,
Rendox,” he warned. - '
" “And don't have any delusions In
gard to me, elther,” Lennox replléd.
~ ®Pve stood worse pain from this aecl-
- @ent then any man can give me while

o Rwe

pu want to get on me and hammer
" e In the approved Cranston way, I |

ean't defend mrsglt—hué ;'03 w’c:ﬁ :
gt o civil answer out of Me. I'm o
B paln, and I can stand it. I'm not
d to fawning to a coyote llke you,
~ #@nd I can't stand It."
" But Oranston hardly heard. An idea
B4 flamed In his mind and cast a red
- glamor over all the scene about him. '
Bt was Instilling a polson In his nerves
Bd a madness In his blood, and it was
g him, lke flre, In hils dark
paln. Nothing seemed real. He sud-
nly bent forward, tense.
" *That's all right about you,” he sald.
“®But you'd be a little more pollte If it
"Wms Snowbird—and Dan—that would

e to pay.”
Perhaps the color faded slightly In
anox's face; but his volce did not
hey'll see your footprints before
come In and be ready,” Lennox
lled evenly, "“They always come In
the back way. And even with a
lol, Snowbird's a match for you."
Did you think that was what I
nt?" Cranston scorned. “I know a
to destroy those letters, and I'll
It—in the four seconds that I sald,
pas you tell. I'm not even sure I'm
D' to give you a chance to tell now;
g too good a scheme, There won't
= any witnesses then to yell around
s the courts. What If T choose to set
- "B to this house?”
: *It wouldn't surprise me a great
e It's your own trade.” Lennox
i ddered once on his place on the
(=
wouldn’'t have to worry about
~ ERese letters then, would I?7 They are
“pomewhere In the house, and they'd be
med to ashes. But that Isn't all
would be burned. You could may-
crawl out, but you couldn't carry
E® guns, and you couldn’t carry the
 pabtry full of food. You're nearly
fighty miles up here from the nearest
peupled house, with two pair of
Wwshoes for the three of you and
pe dinky plstol. And you can't walk
all. It would be a nlce pickle,
dn't 1t? Wouldn't you have a fat
Mnce of getting down to elviliza-
i

®he voice no longer held steady. It
Bnbled with passion. This was no
A threat. The brain had already
d upon the scheme with every In-
S lon of carrylng it out. The wil-
y pss lay stark and bare, stripped of
i delusion—not only In the smow
outside but In the hearts of

iy

- - —

: on turned through the aoor,
D the kitchen. Ile was gone a long
Lennox heard him at work;
erinkle of paper and then a pour-
sonnd around the walle. Then he

A the sharp erack of a match. An

t later the first wisp of smoke

¥
8 :
_ SERe curljng, pungent with burning
5 through the corridor.
R ou crawled from your couch to
1 h that gun,” Cranston told him
- n he came In. “Let’'s s2e you crawl
e PINOY's answer was a curse—the

now."” |
dread outpouring of an unbroken
He didn't look again at the glit-
ng eyes. He scarcely watched
ston's further preparatiops: the
poured on the rugs and furnishings,
kindling placed at the base of the
jains. Cranston was trmained In this

. He was taking no chances on
fire belng extingulshed. And Len-
began to crawl toward the door.

managed to grasp the corner of
nket on the divan as he went,
dragged It behind him. Paln

1" o= = | 3

live, no matter what he dpes. If

the only thing that can be done. I
can't walk, and you can't earry me on
your backs. What else remains? I'll
stay here—and I'll scrape together
enough woed to keep a firee Then you
can bring help.”

He kegpt his eyes averted when he
talked. He was afraid for Dan to see
them, knowing that he could read the
lie In them.

“How do you expect to find wood—
In this snow?" Dan asked hims “Tt will
take four days to get out; do you
think you could lie here asd battle
with a fire for four days, and then four
days more that It will take to come
back? You'd have two chelees: to
burn green wood that I'd cut for you
befora I left, or the raln-soaked dead-
wood under the snow. Yom couldn't
keep either one of them burming, and
you'd die In a night. Besides—this Is
no time for an unarmed man to be
alone In the hills.”

Lennox's voloe grew pleading. “Be
sensible, Dan!”" he cried  *“That
Cranston’s got us, and got us right.
I've only one thing more I care about
—and that Is that you pay the debt! I

He Called Once to the Prone Body of
= Lennox.

o S
bod L@Pf gp the snow and
mu away Into the silendés,
Lennox's answer was not a ourse
this time. Rather it was a prayer, un-
uttered, and in his long years Lennox
bad pot prayed often. When he
prayed at all, the words were burning
iire. His prayer was that of Samson
—that for a moment hls strength |
might come back to him. 7

-
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CHAPTER I1.
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Two miles ab'ﬁ the ridges, Dan
and Spnowbird saw a faint mist blow-
Ing between the trees. They didn't
recognlze it at first. It might be fine
snow, blown by the wind, or even one
of those mysterlous fogs that some-
times sweep over the snow,

“But it looks llke smoke,” Snowbird
sald.

“But It couldn't be. Tha trees are
too wet to burn.”

But then a sound that at first was
Just the faintest whisper in which |
neither of them would let themselves
belleve, became distinct past all deny- |
ing. It was that menacing crackle of
a great fire, that in the whole world of
sounds I8 perhaps the most terrible.

“It's our house,” Snowbird told him, i
“And father can't get out.”

She spoke very quletly. Perhaps
the most terrible truths of life are al-
ways spoken in that same qulet volce.
Then both of them started across the
snow as fast as their unwieldy snow-
shoes would permit. I

“He can crawl a little,” Dan called ,
to her, “Don't give up, Snowbird
mine. I think he'll be safe.” i

They mounted to the top of the
ridge; and the long sweep of the for-
est was revealed to them. The house
was a singular tall pillar of flame, al-
ready glowing that dreadful red from |
which firemen, despairing, turm away.
Then the girl seized his hands and
danced about him In a mad elrcle. :

“He's alive!" she cried. “You ean
see him—just a dot on the snow. He
erawled out to safety.”

She turned and sped at a breakneck
pace down the ridge. Dan had to race
to keep up with her. But it wasn't en-
tirely wise to try to mush so fast. A
dead log lay beneath the snow with a
broken Ilmb stretched almost to Its
surface, and It enught her snowshoe.
The wood cracked sharply, and she fell
forward o the snow. But she wasa't
hurt, and the snowshoe itself, In spite
of a small crack in the wood, was still
serviceable.

“Haste makes waste,” he told her.
“Keep your feet on the ground, Snow-
bird; the house 13 gone already and
your father is safe. Remember what
lles before ns.”

The thought sobered and halted her,
She glanced once at the dark face of
her companion. Dan couldn't under-
wtand the strange light that suddenly
leaped to her eyes. Perhaps she her-
self couldn't have explalned the wave
of tenderness that swept over her—
with no cause except the look in Dan's
earnest gray eyes and the lines that
cut so deep. Since the world was new,
it has been the boast of the boldest of
men that they looked their Fate In the
face. And this 1& no mean looking. Fer
fate I1s a sword from the darkmness, a
power that reaches out of the mystery, |
and cannot be classed with sights of |
human origin. It burns out the eyes |
of all but the strongest men. Yet Dan
was looking at his fate now, and his ,
eyes held stralght.

They walked together down to the
rutned house, and the three of them
sat silent while the fire burned red.
Then Lennex turned to them with a
half-smile. »

“You're wasting time, you two,” he
sald. “Remember all our food ls gone,
If you start now, and walk hard, may- |
be you can make It out.”

“There are several things

» Dan answers]l simply.
.'rl‘ don't know what they are. It lsn't
wolng to be sny picoic. Dan. A man
can travel only so far without foed to
keep up his strength, partlr:ularl)' over
wil! be easy to give up and dle. It%
mum;lt'lmleﬂ-' :

“And what sbout you?" his deugh-

|

to do

" On Tl be ail right. Besides—dy

, Cranston—T'll
| son—I've llved my life. The old pack
! lender dles wheu his time comes, and

, make the try.
" enough. I'm golng to wave you good-

. “1T know

can't hope to get ont myself. 1 say
that I can't even hope te. But If you

f bring my daughter through—and when

spring comes, pay what we owe to
be content. Heavens,

80 does a man.”

His davghter crept Jp him and shel-
tered his gray bead against her
breast. “I'll stay with you, then,” she
cried.

“Don't be a little fool, Snowbird,”
be urged. “My clothes are wet al-
ready from the melted snow. It's too
long & way—{t will be too hard a fight,
and children—I'm old and tired out. I
don't want to make the try—hunger
and cold: and even If you'd stay here

" and grub wood, Snowbird, they'd find

us both dead when they came back In
a week., We can't llve without food,

' and work and keep warm—and there

fsn't a living creature In “the hills.”
“Except the wolves,” Dap rem!nﬂeﬂ
bim. i [RSERSAR S SEE TR
“Pxcept the wolves,” Lennox
echoed. “Remember, we're unarmed—
and they'd ﬂpg it out, _D}'ou're young,
Snowbird, and so Is Dan—and you
two will be happy. I know how things
are, you two—more than you know
yourselves—and In the end you'll be
happy. But me—I'm too tired to
I don't care about it

by, and smile, and lie here and let the
cold come down. You feel warm In a
little while—"

But she stopped his llps with her
hand. And he bent and kissed It.

“If anybody's golng to stay with
you,” Dan told them In a clear, firm
volce, “it's going to be me. But aren't
any of the cabins occupled?”

“You know they aren't,” Lennox an-
swered. “Not even the houses beyond
the North Fork, even If we could get
acrosa. The nearest help Is over sev-
enty miles.”

“And Snowbird, think! Haven't any
supplies been left in the ranger sta-
tlon 7

“Net one thing” the girl told him.
“You know Cranston and his erowd
robbed the place last winter. And the
telephone lines were disconnected
when the rangers left”

“Then the only way Is for me to
gtay here. You can take the pistel,

"and you'll have a falr chance of get-

ting through. I'll grub wood fer ounr

"eamp meanwhile, and you can bring

help.”

“And If the wolves come, or If help
dldn't come In time,” Lennox whis-
pered, passion-drawn for the first
time, “who would pay what we owe to
Oranston

“Put her lifa counts—first of all.”

“I know it Jdoes—but mine doesn't
count at all. Belleve me, you two.
I'm speaking from my own desires
when I say I don't want to make the
fight, Snowbird would never make It
through alone. There ara the wolves,
and maybe Cranston too—the worst
wolf of all, A woman can't mush
across those ridges four days without

| food, without some one who loves her

and forceg her on! Neither can she
stay here with me and try to make
green branches burn In a fire, She's
got three little pistol balls—and we'd
al die for a whim, Oh, please,
please—"

But Dsn leaped for his hand with
glowing eyes. “Listen, man ! he eried,
another way yet. I know
more than one way; but one, If we've

| got the strength, Is almost sure. There

is an ax in the kitchen, and the blade
will still be good.”

“Likely dulled with the fire—"

“Tll cut a limb with my Jjackknife
for the handle. Thera will be nallg
In the ashes, plenty of them. We'll
make a rade sledge, and we'll get you
ont too.”

Lennox seemed to be studying his
wasted hands. “Tts a chance, but it
I=n't worth 1t.” he sald at last. “You'ly
have fight enough without tugging s+
a heavy sled. It will take all night

to bulld 1t, and It would cut down
your chances of getting out by pratty
near half. Remember the ridges,
Dan—"

“But we'll ellmb every ridge—be

sidew, 18 a slow, down grade most of

the way. Snowbird—tell hims he must
do 1L."
Spowbird told him, overpowering

him with her enthusiasma And Dan
shook his shoulders with rough hands
“You're hurting. haoy 1™ leanos
warned. “I"'m a bag of broken bhones™

“T'l tote you down there If 1 have
to tie vou In" Dan Falling replied.
“Before, ['ve bowed to your will; hut
this thoe you have to bow 1o mine
I'm not go'ng to let you stay here and
dle, no matter If you beg on your
knees! I's the test—and I'm goling
te bring you throwgh.”

He meant what he sald. If mortal
strength and sinew could survive such
a test, he would succeed. There wus
nothing in these words to suggest the
physical weakling that both of them
had known a few months before, The
eyes were earnest the dark faee In-
tent, the determined wolce did not
waver at all,

“Dan Failing speaks!” Lennox re-
plied with glowing eves, He was re-
calling another Dan Falling of the
dead years, a boyhood hero, and his
remembered voice had never been
more determined, more masterful than
this he had just heard.

“And Cranston didn’t get his pur-
pose, after aJl.” To prove his words,
Dan thrust his hané inte his inner
coat pocket. He drew forth a little,
flat package, half as thick as a pack
of cards. He held it up for them to
see, “The thing Bert Cranston burned

B
e i wTwm— W
Thing Bert Cranston Burned
the House Down to Destroy.”

. ey
“The

the house down to destroy,” he ex-
plalned. “I'm learning to know this
mountaln breed, Lennox. I kept It In
my pocket where I could fight for It,
at any minute,”

Cranston had been mistaken, after
all, In thinking that in fear of himself
Dan would be afrald to keey the
packet on his persen, and would crav-
enly conceal It In the house. He would
have been even more surprised to
know that Dan had lived in canstant
hope of meeting Cranston on the
ridges, showing him what It contained,
and fighting him for It, hands to
hands, And even yet, perhaps the day
would come when Cranston wonld
know at last that Snowbird’'s words,
after the fighr of long ago, were true.

The twilight was falling over the
snow, s0 Snowbird and Dan turned te
the toll of bullding a sled,

The snow was steel-gray In the
moonlight when the little party made
thelr start down the long trail, Thelr
preparations, simple and crude as they
were, had taken hours of ceaseless
labor on the part of the three. The
ax, its edge dulled by the flame and
its bandle burned away, had been
cooled In the snow, and with one
sound arm, Lennox had driven the hot
nafls that Snowbird gathered from
the ashesa of one of the ontbulldings,
The embers of the house itself »tlll
glowed red In the darkness,

Dan had eut the green !lmbs of the
treea and planed them with his ax.
The sled had been completed, handles
attached for pushing It, and a plece of
fence wire fastened with nalls as a
repe to pull It. The warm mackinaws
of both of them as well ns the one
brfanket that Lennox had saved from
the fire were wrapped about the old

Dan smiled at her gently, and his
great shoulder leaned agalinst the
traces,

They moved through a dead world.
The ever-present manlifestations of
wild Iife that had been such a delight
to Dam In the summer and fall were
quite lacking now. The snow was
trackless. Once they thought they
saw a snowshoe rabbit, a strange
shadow on the snow, but he was too
far away for Snewbird to risk a pis-
tol shot, The peund or two of flesh
would be sorely needed before the
Journey was over, but the pistol car-
tridges might be needed gtill mora
she didn’t let her mind rest on certain
possibilitles wherein they might be
needed. Such thoughts stole the cour-
age from the spirit, and courage was
essential beyond all things else to
bring them through.

As the dawn came out, they all
stood still and listened to the wolf
pack, singing on the ridge somewhere
behind them.

It was a large pack. They couldn't
make out findividual volces—nelther
the mere shrill cry of the females, the
yapping of the cubr, or tha low, clear
G-below-middle-C note of the males.

“If they should cross our tracke—"
Lennox smggested,

“No use worrying about that now-—
not until we come to it," Dan told
him,

fhe morning broke, the =an rose
brignt In a clear sky. DPut still they
trudged on. In spite of the fact that
the sled was heavy and broke through
the snow crust as they tugged at It,
they had made geod time since thelr
departure. But now every step was
a pronounced effort. It was the dread-
ful beginning of fatigue that only
food and warmth and rest counld
rectify.

“We'll rest now,” Dan told them at
ten o'clock, “The sun Is warm enongh
80 that we won't need much of a fipe,
And we'll try to get five hours' sleep.”

“Too long, If we're golng to make It
out,” Lennox objected,

“That leaves a workday of nineteen
hours,” Dan persisted. ‘Not any too
. - "
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e fou t-

-
nd where the snow had dri

ed dgainst a great, dead log, leaving |

the white covering only a foot In
depth on the lee slde. He began to
scrape the snow away, then hacked at
the log with his ax untll he had pro-
cured a plece of comparatively dry
wood from its center. They all stood
breathléss while he lighted the [ittle
pile of kindling and heaped it with
green wood—the only wood procur-
able. But it didn't burn freelp. It
smoked fitfally, threatening to dle out,
and emitting very little heat.

But they didn't partleularly ecare.
The sun was warm above, as always
in the mountaln winters of southern
Oregon, Snowbird and Dan cleared
spaces beside the fire and slept. Len-
nox, who had rested on the journey,
lay on his sled and with his uninjured
arm trted to hack enough wood from
the saplings that Dan had cut to keep
the fire burning.

At three they got up, still tired and
aching In their bones from exposwre,
Twenty-four hours had passed since
they had tasted food, and thelr unre-
plenished systems complalned. 'I‘hgru
is no better engine In the wide world
than the human body, It will stand
more neglect and abuse than the finest
steel motors ever made by the hands
of craftsmen. A man may fast many
days If he lles quletly In one place
an? keeps warm. But fasting Is a
dendly proposition whils pulling
sledges over the snow,

Dan was less hopeful now, His face
told what his words did not. The
lines efeft deeper about his lips amd
eyes; and Enowhird's heart ached
when Be tried to encourage her with
A smile, It was a wan, etrange smlle
that cemldn’t quite hide the first sick-
ness of despalr,

The shadows qulekly lengthened—
slmply leaping over the snow from the
fast-faMng snn. The twlilight deep-
ened, the snow turned gray, and then,

frentiersman’s wasted body—Dan and
» - i - + 1
Smpowbird hoping to keep warm by the ’
|
|

exercise of propelling the sled. Ex-
cept for the dull ax and the half-
empty pistol, thelr only equ!pment

was a single charred pot for melting
gnew that Dan had recovered from
the ashes of the kitchen,

The theee had worked ninost In
sllence. Words didn’t help now. They |
wasted no sorely seeded breath. But |
they did have one minute to talk when |
they got to the top of the little ridge |
that had overlooked the house. |
“We'll travel mosily at night,” Dan |
teld them. “We can see In the snow, |
and by taking our rest In the daytime,
when the sun I= bright and warm, we
ean save our strength, We won't have
to keep such blg fires then—and at
night our exertion will keep us as
warm as we can hope for. Getting up
al! night to ent green wood with this |
dull ax In the snow would break us to

pleces very for remember that

we haven't any food. 1 know how to

sOon,

build a fire even In the snow—es-
pecially If | can And the dead, dry
heart of a rotten log=but 1t 1=n’t any

fun to keep It golng with green wood
We don’t want to kave to spend any
more of our strength stripping off wet
hark and hacking at saplings than we |
can help: and that means we'd better
do our resting in the heatl of the day.
After all, It's a Aght sgalnst starva
tlon more then anything else™

“Just think,” the girl told them, re |
proaching herself, “if 1 had shot
straight at that wolf today, we could
have gone back and got his body, N
might have carried us through”

Neither of the others as much as
looked surprised at these amaszing re.
grets over the lost, unsavory fesh of
a wolf. They were up agniost reall
ties, and they didot mince worda

| difficulties too many and real to bhe

was entirely clear,

In a vagune way, the joumey began to
partake of a quallty of mnreality, It |
was not that the eold and the snow

The man looked back at the girl,
mmliling luto her eyes.

curiously prononnced.
because she was of
body and soul, answered Dan's smile,

And the girl,

the truth,
ear conld have any delusions about
the pack song now. It was that old-
est of wllderness songs, the hunting-
cry—that frenzied song of blood-lust
that the wolf pack utters when It Is
ranning on the trall of game, It had
found the track of living flesh at last,

“There's no use stopplng, or trylng
to climb a tree,” Dan told them sim-
ply. “In the first place, Lennox can't
do it. In the second, we've got to take
a chance—for cold and hunger can get
up a tree where the wolf pack can't.”
He spoke wholly without emetion
Once more I'e tightened the traces of
the sled.

“I've heard that sometimes the pack
will chase a man for days without at-
tacking,” Lennox told them. *“It all
depends on how long they'we gone
withont fooa. Keep on and try to for-

1%
\ |
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“Maybe We Can Keep Them Bluffed.”

get 'em. Maybe we can keep 'em
bluffed.”
But as the hours passed, {t became

pack. It was only a matter of turning

of one of the creatures. Thelr usual
fear of men, always thelr first emo-
tion, had ¢iven way wholly to a hunt-
ing cunniny ; an effort to procure thelr
game without too great risk of their
own llves, In the desperation of thelr
hunger they could not remember such
things as the fear of men. They
epread out farther, and at last Dan
looked up to find one of the gray
beasts walting, llke a shadow himself,

whipped out her plstol.

*Don't darel”
owt to her. He didu't speak loudly; yet
the words came so sharp and com-
manding, 8o llke pistol fire [tself, that
they penetrated Into her consclousnese
and ehoked back the nervous reflexes
that In an Instant might have lost
them eme of their three preclons shells,
She canght herself with a sob. Dun
shouted at the wolf, and It melted into
the shadows.

“You won't do It agaln, Snowhird?”
he asked her very humbly, Dut s
meaning was clear. He was not as
akilled with a pistol as she; but If her
nerves were hreaking, the gun must
be tnkem from her hands. The three
shells must be maved to the moment of
utmost need,

“No,” she told him, looking stralgh!
Into his eyes, *1 won't do It again.”

and their hunger were not entirely
renl, or that the wililerness was no |

longer paked to their syes, It was just

thatgiheir whole effort seemed Ilkp'
some dreadful, unburdened journey In |
a dream—na stumbling advanee under

true,

The Arst sign was the far-off cry |
of the wolf pack. It was very faint,
simply a stir In the eardrums, yet It
That clear, cold
mountain alr was a perfect telephone
gystem, conveying a message distinet-
ly, mo matter how faintly, There
were no tall bulldings or cities to dis. }
turh the ether waves. And all three
of them knew at the same Instant It
was not exactly the cry they had
heard bhefore

They have told just why,
aven If they had wished te talk about
K In some dim way, It had lost the

eouldn't

strange quality of despabr It bad held
before It was ns If the pack were
 rmnning with renewed lfe, that each
wolf was calling to another with =
dreadful sort of exubation. It was an
excited cry, too—mnot the long, sad
song they had learned to ilsten for. h
gsounded Immedintely bhehind them.
They couldn’t help but listen. Na

human enrs could have shnt ow the
sound. But nene of them pretended
that they had heard. And this was the
worst sigu of all. Each one of the
three was hoping against hope In his
very heart; and at the same time, hop- |
ing that the others did not understand, |

For a long (ime, as the darkness

| & half smlle,

He belleved Lier. He knew that st
spoke the truth. He met her eypes wit
Then, wholly

Inst trump

withoul
warning, Fate played It
Apain the wilderness remin
of i1ts might, nnd thelr brave
were almost bhroken by the otter
morselessness of the blow., The gh
went on her face with n crack of waod

] then
-|_..|.'

Her snow shoe had been eracked by
her fal of the day before, when ru
ning to the fire, and whether she
struck sore other obstruction In the
| snow, or whether the cracked

had simply glven way under her
welght, mattered not even enough for
them to Investigate. As [n all great
disasters, only the result remalned
The result In this cuse wns that her
snoawshoe, without which she eonld not
walk at all In the snow, was lrrepars
bky broken.

“Fate has stacked the cords agalnst
w." Lennox told them, sfter the first
moment's horror frowm the broker
Enowshoe

But no one answered him I'he girl,
white-faced, kept ber whie eyes on
Dan. He seemed to be peering Into the
shadows beside the trall, as If he were
watching for the gray forins that now
and then glided frown tree to tree. In
reality, be was not 1ooklog for wolves
He was gnzing down Into his own soal,

measuring his own spirii o the tria.
that lay before him.
- —— - T — "

Continued Next Week

Glve a look at the prices of can-

despened about them, the forests were Ned peaches, pears, salmon and ber-
still. ierbaps, Dan thought, he had ries at the Burge Groeery-—a cut of |

been mistaken after ail. fils shoulders 25 per cent,

stralghtened. mmmm,

agnin,

=  the work for you,

12-2311 |
Let a Headlight Classitied Ad do

Leunox lay as |
If asleep, the lines of his dark face

the mountalns, |

Then they knew that all of them knew
Not even an Inexperienced |

[

L]
at 1:30 p. m
{ | hall,

Increasing!y difficult to forget the wolf |

the head and peering for an lnstant |
Into the shadows to catch a glimpse |

In the shadow of a tree not ene hun- |
dred feet from the sled. Snowbird |

Dan’s volce cracked

THE
SUNSET
CAFE

INVITES YOU TO TRY THEIR
SERVICE,

EXCELLENT MEALS
35 CENTS AND UP

Chili Con Carne
Chinese Noodles

WE MAKE OUR OWN PAS-
TRY AND OUR PIES ARE
FAMOUS—IF YOU DON'T BE.

LIEVE !T, ASK YOUR A
BORS AND nm;D%I.GH

Lodge Directory
]\-&';—;:r h;m Lodge No.
93, Knights of Pyihias

Regular meeting Mon-
day evening at T:46
sharp. By order of
the Chancellor Com-
mander,

John C. Carroll, C, C.

W. R.C
Corinith Rellef Corpa, No. 64 Dept.
| of Oregon, meets on first and third
Friday evenings of esach month., at
8 p. m,, in the W, 0. W. hall. Visitors
| welcome
Minnie Johnson, President
[ Ellzabeth Conover, Secy.

| Corinth Post, No. 35, Dept. of Oregon

! Meets on second and fourth
month
in W. 0. W.
Yisitors welcome,

Saturdays of each

H, W, Spear, Com'dr.
Samuel Downs, Adjt,

| Johnson Chapter No. 24
R A M

| Stated convocations every
| first and third Fridays.

Visitors welcome
1. E. Keldson, Seec.

Tillamook
Lodge

No. 1260
(L. 0. 0. M.

| Meets

| every

| Friday

| at

| K, of P,
| Hall.

8. A. Brodhead, Sec.

| Tillamook Lodge No. 57, AF. & AM.

Special Communication Wed-
nesday Jan, 19th at 8:00
p. m. F. C, degree to be
vonferred,

Harvey Eblnger, Sec'y,

Tuesday eve, 7:30 p. m.

Rebekak, Wednesday evenng
Camp 2-4, Thursday

|
| G
|

Help Furnished Free

To Employers of Labor
By the

PIONEER
EMPLOYMENT CO.

I'he Oldest Office in Oregon
Headquarters for

Far Dairy, Mill, Logging

elp of all kind

i ¢ Bd

me— -
DR, |. G. TURNER
Eve Specialist
I f la k
I jewelry
2
\

{ .
BARRICK & HALL
ATTORNEYS AT LAW

lumook, Oregon
/
f ~
DR. O. L. HOHLFELD
VETERINARIAN
I: 1 4 ‘1:»' -ll.l' :l\
Tillamook, Oregon
. l
f .
Dr. J. E. ¢ wrer Dr. A, C. Crank
Drs. Shearer and Crank
MEDICINE & SURGERY
National Bullding
Tillamook, Oregon
\ J
(—' ™
R. T. BOALS M. D.
Surgeon and Physician
1. 0. 0. F. Bullding
TRAMOOK, ORBOON 1

—




