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"Good evening, Cranston," he said 
pleasantly.

Cranston was also upon his feet the 
lame Instant. Ills Instincts were en­
tirely true. He knew If he leaped for 
bis ride, Dan would be upon his back 
la an Instant, and he would have no 
chance to use It. The rifle was now 
out of the running, as they were at 
about equal distances from It, and 
neither would have time to swing or 
aim It.

Dan’s sudden appiyyanee had been 
to utterly unlooked for, that for a mo­
ment Cranston could And no answer. 
Ills eyes moved to the rifle, then to 
his belt where hung Ills hunting knife, 
that still lay on the pallet. "Good 
evening, Fnlllng," he rei lled. trying 
his hurdest to fnll Into that strange 
spirit of nonchnlance with which 
bruve men have so often met tlielr ad­
versaries, and which Dan had now. 
"I'm surprised to see you here. What 
do you want?”

Dan’s voice when ne replied was no 
more warm than the snow banks that 
reinforced the lean to. “ I want your 
rifle—also your snow shoes and your 
supplies of food. And I think I'll take 
your blankets, too."

“And I suppose you mean to fight 
for them?”  Cranston asked. Ills lips 
draw up In a smile, but there was no 
•mile In the tone of his words.

"You’re right," Dan told him, and 
he stepped nearer. “Not only for 
that, Cranston. We’re face to face at 
last—hands to hands. I ’ve got a knife 
In my pocket, but I'm not even going 
to bring It out. It's hands to hands— 
you and I—until everything's square 
between us."

“Perhaps you've forgotten that day 
on the ridge?” Cranston asked. “You 
haven't any woman to suve you tills 
time.”

“ I remember the day, and that’s part 
of the debt. The thing you did yester­
day Is part of It, too. It's all- to be set­
tled at last, Cranston, and I don’t be­
lieve I could spare you If you went to 
■your knees before me. You've got a 
'Clearing out by the Ore—big as a prize 
ring. We’ll go out there—side by side. 
And bands to hands we’ll settle all 
these debts we have between us—with 
no rules of fighting and no mercy in 
the end I"

They measured each other with their 
eyes. Once more Cranston's gaze stole 
to his rifle, but lunging out, Dan 
kicked It three feet farther Into the 
shadows of the lean-to. Dan saw the 
dark face drawn with passion, the 
hands clenching, the shoulder muscles 
growing Into hard knots. And Cran­
ston looked and knew that merciless 
vengeance— that age old sin and 
C’hrlstless creed by which he lived— 
had followed him down and was 
clutching him at last.

He saw It In the position of the stal­
wart form before him, the clear level 
eyes that the moon light made bright 
as steel, the hurd lines, the slim, pow-

“Good Evening, Crsnaton."

erful hand* He could read tt in the 
rones of the voice— tones that he him­
self could not Imitate or pretend. The 
hour had come for the settling of old 
fiebt*.

He tried to curse his adversary as a 
weakling and a degenerate, but the ob­
scene word« he sought for would not 
come to Ms lips. Here was hts fate, 
and because the darkness always fades 
before the light, and the courage of 
wickedness »lway* orenks before the 
risiicge of . I j k - >tsuess. Cranston ws* 
g:'ruid !o look if In V e ' - “w The fear

of defeat, of deatb, of heaven knows 
what remorselessness with which this 
grave giant would administer Justice 
was upon him, and his heart seemed 
to freeze In his breast. Cravenly he 
leaped for Ills knife on the blankets 
below him.

Dnn was upon him before he ever 
reached I t  He sprang as a cougar 
spings, Incredibly fast and with shat­
tering power. Both went down, and 
for a long time they writhed and strug­
gled In each other’s arms. The pine 
boughs rustled strangely.

The dark, gaunt hand reached In 
vain for the knife. Some resistless 
power seemed to be holding his wrist 
and wus bending Its bone as an Indian 
bends a bow. I'uln lashed ‘p'otigh him. 
And then this dark-hearted man. who 
had never known the meaning of mer­
cy, opened Ills lips to scream that this 
terrible enemy he merciful to him.

But the words wouldn’t come. A 
ghastly weight Imd come at his throat, 
and Ills tortured lungs sobbed for 
breath. Then, for a long time, there 
was a curious pounmng. lashing sound 
In the evergreen boughs. It seemed 
merciless and endless.

But Dan got up at last. In a strange, 
heavy silence, and swiftly went to 
work. lie  took the rifle and filled It 
with cartridges from Cranston's belt. 
Then he put the remaining two boxes 
of shells Into his shirt pocket. The 
supplies of food—the sack of nutri­
tious Jerked venison like dried bark, 
the little package of cheese, the boxes 
of hard tack and one of the small 
sacks of prepared flour—he tied, with 
■ single kettle. Into his heavy blan­
kets and flung them with the rifle upon 
his hack. Finally he took the pair of 
snow shoes from the floor. He worked 
coldly, swiftly, all the time munching 
nt a piece of Jerked venison. When he 
had finished he walked to the door of 
the lean-to.

It seemed to Dan that Cranston whis­
pered faintly, from his unconscious­
ness, as he passed ; but the victor did 
not turn to look. The snow shoes 
crunched sway Into the darkness. On 
the hill behind a hnlf dozen wolves— 
stragglers from the pack—frisked and 
leaped about In a curious way. A 
»»range smell had reached them on the 
wind, and when the loud, fearful steps 
were out of hearing. It might pay them 
to creep down, one by one. and Investi­
gate Its cause.

The gray circle about the Are was 
growing Impatient. Snowbird waited to 
the last Instant before she admitted 
this fact. But It Is possible only so 
long to deny the truth of s thing that 
all the senses verify, and that moment 
for her was past.

She noticed that when she went to 
her hands and knees, laboriously to 
cut a piece of the drier wood from the 
raln-soalced. rotted snag that was her 
principal supply of fuel, every wolf 
would leap forward, only to draw hack 
when she stood straight again. She 
worked desperately to keep the fire 
burning bright. She dared not neglect 

I it for a moment. Except for the single 
J pistol ball that she could afford to ex­

pend on the wolves—of the three she 
had— tlie Are was her last defense.

But It was a losing fight. The raln- 
I soaked wood smoked without flame, 

the comparatively dry core with which 
| Dnn had started the fire had burned 

down, and the green wood, hacked with 
; such heart-breaking difficulty from the 
j saplings that Dan had cut, needed the 
j most tireless attention to burn at all.

Her nervous vitality was flowing 
j from her In a frightful stream. Too 
| Mug she had toiled without food In 
i the constant presence of danger, and 
; she was very near Indeed to utter ex- 
i hanstlon. But at the same time she 

knew she must not faint. That was 
one thing she could not do— to fall un­
conscious liefore the last of her three 
cartridges was expended in the right 
way.

Again she went forth to the sapling, 
and this time It seemed to her that If 
she simply tossed the ax through the 
air. she could fell one of the gray 
crowd. But when she stooped to pick 
It up— she dldo’t finish the thought. 
She turned to coax the Are. And then 
she leaned sobbing over the sled.

“What g the u ser she cried. “He 
won’t come back. What’s the use of 
fighting any m orer 

“There's always use of fighting." her 
father told her. He seemed to speak 
with difficulty, and his face looked 
Strange and white. The cold and the 
exposure were having their effect on 
his weakened system, and unconscious­
ness was a near shadow Indeed. “But. 
dearest—If I could only make you do j 
what I want you to—"

“What?”
“You’re able to climb a tree, and If 

you'd fake these coats, you wouldn’t 
freeze by morning. I f  you'd only have 
the strength--"

“ And see you torn to pieces!"
T m  old. dear—and very tired—an# 

I’d crawl away Into the shadows, where 
you couldn’t see. There’s no use tnioo

tug words, Snowbird. You're a hrav*
girl—alwavs have been since * little 
thing, as God Is my Judge--and you 
know we must face the truth. Bettes 
one of us die than both. And I prom­
ise— I'll never feel tflkir fangs. And 1 
won’t take your pistol with uie either."

Her thought flashed to the clusp 
hunting knife that he carried In his 
pocket. But her eyes lighted, and she 
bent and kissed him. And the wolves 
leaped forwurd even at this.

“ We'll stay It out," she told him. 
“ We’ll light IVto the last—Just as Dan 
would want us to do. Besides—ft 
would only mean the same fate for 
me. In a little while. I couldn’t cling 
up there forever—and I bin won't come 
back.”• • • • e e e e

She was wholly unable to gain on 
the Are. Only by dint of the most 
heart-breaking toll was she able to se­
cure any dry fuel for It at all. Every 
length o f wood she cut had to be 
scraped of bark, and half the time the 
fire was only a sickly column of whit# 
smoke. It became Increasingly diffi­
cult to swing the ax. The trail was 
almost at Its end.

The after-midnight hours drew one 
by one across the face of the wilder­
ness. and she thought that tlie deep­
ening cold presaged dawn. Her fin­
gers were numb.

Once more she went to one of the 
saplings, hut she stumbled and almost 
went to. her face at the first blow. It 
was the Instant that her gray watch­
ers had been waiting for. The wolf 
that stood nearest leaped—a gray 
streak out of the shadow—and every 
wolf In the pack shot forward with a 
yell. It was n short, expectant cry; 
but It chopped off short. Kor with a 
half-sob, and seemingly without men­
tal process, she aimed her pistol and 
fired.

A fast-lenplng wolf Is one of the 
most difficult pistol targets that can h« 
Imagined. It bordered on the mlracu-

Some Resistless Power Seemed to 
Holding His Wrist.

lous that she did not miss him alto­
gether. Her nerves were torn, their 
control over her muscles largely gone. 
Yet the bullet coursed down through 
the lungs, Inflicting a mortal wound.

The wolf had leaped for her throat; 
but he fell short. She staggered from 
a blow, and she heard a curious sound 
in the region of her hip. But slit 
didn't know that the fangs had gone 
home in her soft flesh. Tbs wolf 
rolled on the ground; and If her plsiol 
had possessed the shocking power of 
a rifle, he would have never got up 
again. As it was, he shrieked once, 
then sped off In the darkness to die. 
Five or six of the nenrest wolves, 
catching the smell of his blood, hayed 
and sped afler him.

But the remainder of the great pack 
—fully 15 of the gray, gaunt creature- 
—came stealing across the snow to* 
ward her. White fangs had gone 
home; and a new madness was in the 
air.

Straining Into the silence, a perfect­
ly straight line between Cranston's 
camp and Snowbird's. Dan Falling 
came mushing across the snow. His 
sense of direction had never bees 
obliged to stand such a test as this 
before. Snowbird’s Are was a single 
dot on a vast plateau; yet he had gone 
straight toward It.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Device Overcomes Sleeplessness.
No one need suffer from sleepless­

ness any longer. A device ha* been 
Invented which. It Is claimed, will 
send the worst case of insomnia to 
the land of nod In a few minute*. 
The machine, which in appearance is 
rather complicated, consists of a num­
ber of discs which, when the stnrtlng 
handle Is moved, rotate In opposite , 
directions. All that the sufferer he* 
to do Is to keep hi* eyes on the discs 
a* they turn, until after a short spell , 
of watching he gradually sinks Into i 
a sound sleep.

Hadn’t Wasted Any Time.
A young couple nished Into a mar- j 

riage license bureau recently and an- j 
nonneed to the clerk that they wished 1 
to he married at once. Dan Cupid’* I 
executive officer surveyed the couple 
from under grizzled brow* and said 
severely: “ I'm afraid this Is a run- 1
away match." “ Well, your bones" | 
returned the prospective groom, "1 > 
can't exactly say we ran, but WS 
walked pretty fast."

THE • 
KITCHEN 

^ CABINET_
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Were I to pray tor a taste which 
would stand by me under every va­
riety ot circumsluncee and be a solace 
ot happiness and cheerfulness to me 
during life and a shield against Its 
ills, however things might go amiss 
and the world l|own upon me. It 
would be a taste for reading.—Anthoay 
Donovan.

HOT WEATHER GOOD THINGS

A good supply of bottled sirups. 
Juices and ginger ale will he a source 

of comfort and refresh­
ment to the housewife 
ami guest during the hot 
weather.

Cherry Punch.—Boll to­
gether for five minutes 
two cupfuls of sugar anfl 
four cupfuls of water; 
add one cupful of lemon 
juice, three cupfuls each 
of orange Juice mid cher­
ry juice. Chill and serte

Grape Nectar.— Boil together one 
cupful of sugar anti one quart of wa­
ter; after cooking ten minutes add 
when cool the juice of three lemons, 
two oranges, one can of pineapple and 
a pint of grape juice. Let stand three 
hours then add one thinly-sliced or­
ange. Serve with Ice.

Ginger Ale.— Remove the skins from 
six lurge lemons and slice them into 
an earthen bowl. Add to them six 
ounces of bruised, fresh ginger root, 
six cupfuls of sir’llr and four gallons 
of boiling water. When lukewarm 
add one-fourth o.' n yeast cuke dis­
solved in a little water. Cover the 
bowl with a thin cloth and let stand 
a day. Bottle and keep In a cool 
place.

Ptar Fritters.—Cut ripe pears,
peeled ami eorefl into thick slices; dtp 
Into a fritter batter and fry in deep 
fat. Serve rolled In sugar and with 
n sauce made from stewing Hie peel­
ings and cores with a pear or two in 
sufficient wnter to cover. Strain, 
sweeten, thicken with flour; add but­
ter; cook until smooth and thick. The 
fritter batter Is prepared with one 
cupful of flour, tlie yolks of two eggs, 
one-half cupful of cold water, two ta- 
blespoonfuls of sugar and a tahle- 
spoonful of olive oil or any good salad 
oil. Beat to a smooth paste; add the 
■tiff-beaten whites and a pinch of salt.

A pair of baking sheets made to fit 
the oven with the edges turned up nnd 
reinforced by a piece of heavy wire 
are the handiest of baking pans. A 
whole roll of cookies nin.v he rolled 
yut and linked with one heating of the 
oven.

Stranger, ir thou hast learned a truth
which needs

No school of long experience that the 
world

Is full of guilt and misery, and hast 
seen

Enough of all Its sorrows, crimes and 
cares

To tire thee of It, enter this wild wood
And view the haunts of nature.

with ice.

PRESERVES AND CONSERVES.

The season for putting up the good 
tilings from garden and field Is at 

ban  d, and the 
weather, though 
hot, will not bln 
der the thrifty 
housewife In her 
preparation f o r  
the winter nnd a 
full fruit closet. 

Fruit Conserve 
—Take one pound of raisins, two 
pounds of tart cherries, the Juice and 
rind of three oranges and four cupfuls 
of sugar. Chop the fruit, add the su­
gar and cook 20 minutes. Seal In 
sinull airtight Jars.

Preserved Pears.— Take six pounds 
of pared, cored and halved pears; add 
four pounds of sugar and two cupfuls 
of water, the Juice of two lemons, the 
rind of one cut in strips and one ounce 
of ginger root. Drop the pears into 
cold water ns soon as pared to keep 
them front discoloring. Boll together 
the sugar, lemon and ginger for half 
an hour. Drop the iiears, a few nt n 
time, lnt< the sirup and cook 15 ir.ln 
utes. Drop Into sterilized Jars nnd 
pour over tl'c thick sirup when all are [ 
cooked. Sea? at once.

Spiced Apple Jelly.—Take one peck 
of inrt apple*, one-half cupful of 
mixed spices. Tut tlie spices In a hag 
and cook the rpplcs In equal parts of 
vlnegnr nnd vnter to cover, adding | 
tlie spice*. When the apples are soft 
drain In a Jelly hag. Boll the Juice 
with equal quantities or a little less of 
heated sugar. When Jellied pour Into , 
glasses and cover with paraffin when
cool.

Roe* Pudding.— Poor one pint of 
raspberry Juice Into a saucepan with 
*ie cupful of sugar, add one-half rnp- 
fttl of com starch, mixed with a little 
cold wnter. to the boiling fruit Jtilre; 
when partly canted add a tea spoon fill 
of rose extract and one half tensp<inn 
fill of almond extract. Fold In th» 
stiffly beaten while* of two eggs. f»|p 
a melon mold Into rold water and 
•prlnkle with chopped almond*. FIP 
the mold ami sprinkle with almond* 
"erve with whlpjed cream heaped 
around the unnmld.fd cream.

v r td L

The Muse of Dancing.
The Muse Terpsichore we tfc* 

Inrentro«?* and perron me of rU  art 
of d a ncing  a* arceHsory to the *ir»£ 
tng or recitation of ljrn ol p **tr; 
hhe le KeriHrnlly r v p r w n t p * l w ith  ft\  
yre and plectrum, crowncii uiti ¡*,M. 
•re end in a m rthful etdtod«.

WHY DRUGGISTS RECOMMEND 
SWAMP-ROOT

For many years druggists have watched 
with much interest the remarkable record 
maintained by Dr. Kilmer’s Swamp-Root, 

| the great kidney, liver and bladder medi- 
cine.

It it a physician’s prescription.
Swamp-Root is a strengthening medi­

cine. It helps the kidneys, liver and blad­
der do the work nature intended they 

' should do.
Swamp-Root ha3 stood the test of years. 

It ia sold by all druggists on its merit 
and it should help you. No other kidney 
medicine has so many friends.

Be sure to get Swamp-Root and start 
treatment at once.

However, if you wish first to test this 
great preparation send ten cents to Dr. 
Kilmer & Co.. Binghamton, N. Y., for a 

! sample bottle. When writing be sure and 
i mention this paper.

Got Them, Anyway.
The eccentricities of scientists nre 

like those of artists, says Dr. Charles 
I F. Baldwin of the United States pub- 
! lie health service. There is, for In- 
] stance, the classic example of Dr. File 

MetchnikolT of the Pasteur institute, 
who became famous for the discovery 
of the so-called bacillus of long life, 
the mlcrol>e which makes buttermilk 
sour. The doctor was, quite natural­
ly. very particular about grapes and 
he wus so careful that he wushed each 
grape separately in his water glass. 
Then he drank the water In which he 
had washed them.—Philadelphia Led­
ger.

A Lady of Distinction
Is recognized by the delicate fascinat­
ing Influence of the perfume she uses. 
A hath with Cuticura Soap and hot 
water to thoroughly cleanse the pores, 
followed by a dusting with Cuticura 
Talcum powder usually means a clear, 
sweet, healthy skin.

TELL ’EM TO SEE > 
ME, SAYS TOWNS

Every Time I Sit Down to a Jiuey 
Steak Now I Give Thanks t* i 

Tanlac, He Declares.

“Every time I sit down to *  J 
steak oow I give thanks to 1* 
for taking me off that milk ami a 
diet I had to live on for a year,"

I Joseph R. Towns, the well-know« 
popular proprietor of the 
Meat Market, of Marshall. Mid*.

“ I had stomach trouble of 
' worst sort and was going dowa 
so fast I thought I would have to 
up my business. I wns so oer 
and worried I dreaded to see ■ 
eome, as It meant little for me 
then In the morning I was so 
out I dreaded to go to my market 

“The money 1 spent for Tnnlar sae. 
the best Investment I ever made. • 
never dmimed a medicine <xiuld dk 
the work it did for me. Three h.R ln 
was all l needed to make me as » mb* 
as a dollar. I never felt I letter *• 
more like working In my life Ilia« I  dr 
right now. I eat anything I want, «•» 
stomach Is In good shape and I an 
brimful of energy. I sleep all «*0C 
without turning over and get aw Is 
the morning as happy as a boy.

“Not only has Tanlac made me tad 
fit and fine, but I have also g a t «*  
twenty-five pounds In weight. If aid- 
body wants to know more ¡.boat 
I think o f Tanlac let tlie«. coi 
me and I will be glad to tell 
It certainly hasn't an equal."

Tanlne Is sold hy leading di 
every wtiere.—Advertisement.

NOTHING NOVEL ABOUT THAT
Old Joe Had Tried “ Electricity”  and 

Found It Was No Cure for 
Rheumatism.

Old Joe Carter had suffered from 
rheumatism until, he declared, he lmd 
“no patience with It," but he was al­
ways enger to hear of possible reme­
dies, und when his sister In Mobile 
wrote that she knew of n cure that 
had been tried with great success, nnd 
would tell nil ubout It on her next 
visit, old Joe wus all excitement.

“Now, Mury I" he cxcluinied to his 
sister, eagerly, a few minutes after 
she hud reached the house, “yotl-all 
tell me 'bout dat cure for rheumatism I 
1 was so anxious I could hardly wait 
to’ yo’ to git heah 1”

"Well, Joe," began the sister, “R's 
electricity nnd—”

Before she could continue Old Joe 
Interrupted.

“ De Idea, Mary, of yo’ coinin’ hcall 
suggestin’ dat to me! Don't you-all 
remember dat only Inst summer I wns 

j strucked by lightning, nnd It didn't 
I do me no good?” — Philadelphia 
I Ledger.

NO LOSS IN TH A T V ENTUBE.

Inquisitive Lillian.
Lillian, four years old, has attended 

i Sunday school and heard some things 
she does not understand.

Lillian said: "Mother, what Is the 
soul?”

Mother replied: “Child, tlie soul Is 
j  the mind, the part of you that thinks ”

There was silence for a little bit 
■ and then Lillian said: “Mother, how 

will Got get wings fastened on to tlie 
mind?"

Mother did not answer. After n short 
| silence Lillian said: “Mother, Is God 
( and central the same?”

By this time father had begun to 
take notice und answered: "Not In
our town.”

The Set.
“Yes, I am telling you she Is a 

Jewel.”  “All. Set in her ways, all?”— 
Cartoons Magazine.

The sword swallower should tnekle 
a saw occasionally; it would be more 
toothsome.

Darky Got More Out of Garden 
Ever the Owner Was Lucky 

Enough to Get.

Not long ago a couple of 
who hnd long before beei 
In a southern state rather unexp 
ly met in Philadelphia. Of 
they talked of old times In the I  
and one of them remarked:

“How ’bout dat truck garden.
When I left you had jest taken It i 
Did It pay?”

"Well,” said Joe, “I didn’t liavei 
Ing to complain ’bout."

“1 always hud a mighty pore op 
’bout dat truck garden,” contii 
the other darky. "You remember l  
told you before you got it that yo« 
would never get your money back."

“But I did get my money back." ■*- 
turned the other. ”1 muds more « * -  
ter that garden than the owner evw 
did.” •

"Y’ou don’t say so?"
“I shore does," continued the ofke*. 

“I got the rent out of It, und that-* 
what the owner never got!”— I’hik 
phlu Lodger.

i
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Daddy’s Usual Time.
Mother was entertaining a 

frientls, and her young hopeful 
planted in the center.

"Whom do you like best?" 
one friend.

"Mother,”  wus the reply.
“ Who next?” asked another.
“My little sister.”
“Who next?”
"Uncle Jack.”
Father asked: “And when

come in?”  "At two In the marnh»’* 
was the reply.

Applied Psychology.
"Did you call a plumber?” asked 

Mrs. (iadspur, ‘Ho mend that leaking 
pipe?”

“ Yes,”  replied Mr. Otitlspur, 
he’ll probably lake his time about | 
ting here.”

“Why tlo you think so?"
"I tried to muster my eutollo« i 

talk In nn ordinary tone of voir**.
I ’m afraid I fronted the Imp re** 
that I wonted him to hurry."—I 
niIngham Age Herald.

Mental butterflying at 2 a. m. 
A  great indoor sport for 

thoughtless people

One of t he surest ways 
to become physically in­
capable of doing your best 
work is to get only snat­
ches of sleep— broken by 
disturbing dreams.

I f  your sleep is being 
disturbed by drinking 
tea or coffee, you may be 
sowing the seeds o f a 
nervous breakdown.

Do not wait until your 
nerves are affected by the 
drugs, thein and caffeine, 
in tea or coffee. Protect 
your strength, vitalityand 
endurance.

Have sound, restful 
sleep, and wake refreshed 
and fit for any task.

Postum, the delicious 
cereal beverage, with its 
golden-brown richness 
and coffee-like taste, will

let Nature restore your 
coffee-irritated nerves, 
and bring you sound, re­
freshing sleep.

Postum is wholesome 
and acts in a normal way. 
It possesses the advan­
tages of a hot drink, with­
out the ill effects of tea 
or coffee.

Drink Postum for a 
week or two. See what 
a difference it will make 
in you!

“ There’s a Reason."

Postut.1 comes in two 
form«: Instant Postum (in tins) 
mad* instantly In th« cup by 
the addition of boiling watar. 
Poatutn Caraal (in packages of 
largar bulk, for those who pre­
fer to make the drink while the 
meal ia being prepared) mode 
by boiling for 20 minutes.

At all grocer*.


