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“1 7 OUR gzun is empty, Bea-
trice ” he told her quietly.
He hkeard her sob, and he
smiled a iittle, reassuringly. ‘Never
mind—and pray for a good voyage,”
he advised. “We're going through.”

The craft and its occupants were
vut of sight by the time Jeffery Neil-
son reached the river bank with his
rifle.

He made his way fast as he could
toward the claim. Sensing the old
man’s distress, Ray straightened from
his work at the sighs of him.

The face before him was drawn and

white; but there was no time for
questions. Hsard hands seized his
arm.

“Ray, do veu know of a canoe any-

where—up or down this river?

“No! There isn't one that you
could even dream about shooting
those rapids in T=11 me what’s the
matter. Has Beatrice—"'

“Beatrice has gone down, that's
all.”

“You don't mean—she’s run away?”

“Don't be a fool. The prospector
I told you about—Darhy—was the old
man's partner. He's paying us back.
Ray, I wish to God 1-had died before
I ever saw this day!”

A GREAT GAUNT FORM RAISED
UP FROM THE PILE OF DUFFLE

IN THE CANOE

|

Ray stared blankly. “Then he fnund‘i
cut—about the murder?” he gasped. |
letter.” |

“Yes. Here's his

Ray read the Iletter -carefully,
crumpling it at last in savage wmth.i

“He can't do much

if the claim's|
recorded in our names!” |
“He can make us plenty of trnuh‘.?.;

If you want the girl, Ray on't Inse;

a minute Put your things together|
as fast as you can.”

They crossed the divide, thus reach-
ing the headwaters of Poor Man's

Creek; then took the trail down toward |
the settlements. But the two claim-|
jumpers had not yet learned all lh-’;
day’s ill news. Half way to the mouth
of the stream they met Chan Hemin-
way on his way back to the claim
At the first sight of him they could
hardly believe their eves. It was not
to be credited that he had made the
trip to Bradleyburgz and back in the|
few days he had been absent.

Cuticura Heals
Itching Burning
Eczema On Head

“When I was about two years of
ege I broke out with eczema. First
it started in small spots
and then ran together un-
til my head was covered
withsoreeruptions. There
were also a few spots on

~A. my face. It caused grest

V;{ disfigurement and loss of

sleep. The itching and

burning were something awful, caus-
ing me to be very cross.

*My parents decided to try Cuti-
cura Soap and Ointment. After the
first treatment there was immediate
relief, and before they had finished
one cake of Cuticura Soap and one
box of Cuticura Ointment I was com-
pletely healed.” (Signed) George
4 1 Bolle, DuPo, Illinois.

Caticura Soap, Ointment and Tal-
cum are all you need for every-day
toilet and nursery purposes.

Sample Each Prea by Mall Address: “Cuticura Lab-
oratories, Dept. H, den 45, Msss.” Sold every-
where. Soap 25¢c. Ointment 25 and 50e. Talcum 2e.
8§ Cuti Soap sh ithout mug.

MRS. HINCKLEY
NERVOUS WRECK

Tells How She Was Restored to
Perfect Health by Lydia E.Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound

Memphis, Tenn,—“ Twoyearsago I
was completely run-down and my
nerves were a
wreck. I could not
sweep a room
without resting. I
could not do my
work except a lit-
tle at a time, and
the doctor’s medi-
cine did not help
me. One day some
one'threw your lit-
tle book on to m¥
porch, and in it

- read several testi-
monials of women who had been like
myself. I went tilght'out and' got me
a bottle of Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compound, and before I had
taken the whole of that bottle I knew
it was helping me. Itooksixbottles,
and then in about three months I took
two more. Now I am in perfect
health. I do 2ll of myown work and
could do more. I can truly say that I
know Lydia E. Pinkham’s Ve eta,ble
Compound gave me my health.”—
Mrs. O. J. HinckLEY, 3816 Union
Ave., Memphis, Tenn.

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Private Text-
Bnoi upon ‘- Ailments Peculiar to
Women >’ will be sent you free upon
request. Write to The Lydia E. Pink-
ham Medicine Co., L: Mass. This
book contains V: ormation.

| a line of frontiersmen—the forest peo

| it 1s to make the best of any bad sit
| uation."
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“What in the devil you coming back
for?”” Ray shouted, when Chan's

identity became certain.

‘““Because the claim’s recorded, that's
why. Before old Hiram died he wrote
a letter to an official in Bradleyburg
and in it was a description of the
claim. Whatever formalities was
necessary was cut out because the
old man had been too sick to make
the trip—the recorder got special per-
mission from Victoria.

“You see what that means,
you?"” he asked Neilson.

“It means we've lost!”

The eyes before him narrowed and

don't

gleamed. ‘‘So that's what it means
to you! Well, I don't look at it just |
that way. It means to me that we've
got to take these supplies and these
pack horses and start out and find
Ben Darby.”
“Of course,
Beatrice—"
“Rescuing Beatrice isn't all of it
now, by a long shot. Didn’'t old Hiram |
leave a will, giving this claim to hls!
brother Ezra? And hasn't this Ben!
got a letter from Ezra leaving the!
claim to him?” !
“You mean we've got to find him?"
“We've got to; that's all.”
Nellson breathed heavily.
plain enough.”

we've got to rescue

“It's all

.o

Beatrice Neilson was a mountain
girl, with the strong thews of Jael,
yet she hid her face as the canoe
shot into the crests of the rapids. |

The wolf crouched on the heap of |
supplies, fearful to the depths of his |
wild heart of this mighty stream, yet l
still putting his faith in his master |
in the stern. i

A sudden movement on the part of |
Beatrice, in the low of the eanoe,
caught Ben's eye. She had leaned
forward and was reaching among the |
supplies. She lifted into her hands |
a paper parcel, the same she had
brought from her cabin early that
morning. i

His heart leaped; why he did not
know. “What is i{t?"” he asked.

“Ben—I called you that vesterda;
and there’s no use going back to last
names now—I've made an important
decision.”

“I hope it's a happy one,” he ven-
tured.

“It's as happy as it can be, under
the circumstances. Ben, I came of

ple—and if the woods teach one thing

As
wrapping the
brought.
him.

It was just a box of home-made
candy that she had brought for their
day’s picnic. But it was a peace offer- |
ing not to be despised.

she talked she was slowly un
little parcel she had
Presently she held it out to

CHAPTER XI
The Forest Stronghold

When the swirling *waters carried |
the canoe down into the gorge of the
Yuga both Ben and Beatrice were
instinetively awed and stilled Ever
the walls of the gorge grew more |
steep, until the sunlight was cut off
and they rode as if in twilight

In mid-afternoon Ben began
think of making his night's camp
In one of the more quiet stretches
water he saw the place—a small |

to |

of

cove and a green, treeclad bank, |
with the gorge rising behind Han- |
aling his canoe with greatest care he |
slanted toward it. A moment later |
he had caught the brush at the!
water, and was drawing the

canoe |

up onto the bank. H
“We're through for Gw day,” he
said happily, as he helped Beatrice |

out of the boat. “T'll confess I'm |
ready to rest.”
“Here's where you sleep tonight,

Beatrice,” he informed her.
As twilight lowered they sat down |
to their simple meal, tea, sweetened
with sugar, and vegetafes and meat
happily mingled in a stew.
Beatrice fell into

troubled slaep,
but wakened when the first ribbon of
light stretched along the eastern
horizon. She =sat up, laying the/|

Elankets back with infinite care. This |
was her chance: Ben still lay asleep. |

Just to steal down to the water's |
€dze, push off the canoe, and trust |
her luck to the doubtful mercy of the
river.

She could discern the black sha-
dow of the canoe. She stepped nearer. |

But at that instant a subdued note
of warning froze her in her tracks.

A great, gaunt form ralsed up
from the pile of dufMle in the canoe:
and his fangs showed ivory white in |
the wan light. Tt was Fenrf, amlf
he guarded the canoe. He crouched, |
ready te spring if she drew near. ‘

The girl sobbed cnce, then stole
tack to her Ulankets.
After breakfast they took to the

river, yieldinz themselves once more
to the whims of thes current.

Shortly before the noon hour Ben's
quick eve saw a break in the heavy
brushwood that lined the bank and
quickly paddled toward it. In a mo-
ment more he pushed the canoe into
the mud of the creek bank.

They crossed a low ridge, following
down another of the thousand creeks
that —rater thie northern lands. In a
moment it Jed them to a long, narrow
laite, blue as a sapphire in its frame
of dusk spruce

And all at once Beatrice, walking
in front, drew up with a gasp.

She stood at the edge of a little
glade, perhaps thirty yards across,
laylng at the base of the cliff. The
creek flowed through it, the grass was
green and rich, beloved by the ant-
lered herds that came to graze, the
ta]l spruce shaded it on thres sides.
But it was not these things that
caught the girl’'s eyve. Just at the
edge of a glade a dark hole yawned
in the face of the cliff.

“It's home,” the man said simply.

CHAPTER XII

A Strange Comradeship

Ben and Beatrice went togethe:
back to the canoe, and in two trips
they carried the supplies to the cave.

Tired from the hard tramp, ye tsus-
tained by a vague excitement neither
of them could name or trace, they be-
gan to prepare for the night.

The silence dropped about them,
settling slowly; and all except the larg-
est heap of red coals burned down to
gray ashes.

The brush cracked and rustled just
beyond the glowing coels.

DOINGS OF THE DUFFS—

Family Troubles and No Fish

’—B.\' ALLMAN
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DIDN’T WANT
You TO GO
FISHING P

,
EVERY TIME

) GO ANY PLACE
AND DON'T

TAKE HER -

YOU TWO DIDN'T W BUT SHES)

ALWAYS
ARGUING WiTH

HAVE A QUARREL.
DID You ?

| KNOW “THAT, .
BUT PLAGUE TAKE
IT, SHE NEVER 18
WRONG !

) KNOW BAT You
SHOVLDNT LOOSE
YOUR TEMPER,JUST
EXPLAIN TO HER
WHERE SHE
I'S WRONG

HE GOT ON LOSWIN

WHEN “THE OFFICE. COMES IN
CONTACT WITH THE SHOP.
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THEM DAYS IS GONE FOREVER—
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NEA SERVICE 2
THE POLITICAL ARGUMENT THAT WAS BROKEN LP
IN BAXTERS STORE,WHEN THE STOVE PIPE RELL,
SUDDENLY TURNED JNTo A DOMESTIC, AFFAIR
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Some huge wilderness creature was
venturing toward them, at the edge
of the little glade

“What is it?”

The man's
gloom.

“I don’'t know.

Beatrice whispered.

eyes strained Into the

It may be just a

moose, or maybe a caribou. But it may

be—""

His eye fell to the crouching form

of Fenris.

Ben leaped to reach his gun.

-

““At him Fenris!” he shouted. The
wolf leaped forward like a thrown
spear—almost too fast for the eye to

follow.

Thereafter there was only a great
confusion, event piled upon event with
incredible rapidity. A grizzly lunged

Into sight with Incredible storm of
sound.
Jmmediately the wolf sprang,

ready to wage this unequal battle to
the death. Byt his brave fight was

-
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posed him. Ben dropped the empty | Car Staris to Church

tragically hopeless. .
rifle and seized the axe that leaned |Bv United Press

Yet by the law The stock snapped to his
of his wild heart he could not turn | shoulders; and his keen, glittering
and flee. His master had given his l eyes sought the sights. against a long of spruce beside thei AIUNCIE, Ind., June 16.—A traction
orders, and he must obey them to| His finger pressed back steadily | fire.  freight car tried to go to church yes-
the end. - | ugainst the trigger. The slightest | Just in time Ben sprang aside, out | terday, splitting a switch, crossing

The bear paused one instant; then ’ flinching, the smallest motion might | of the reach of those terrible fore- [a sidewalk and starting up the long

weapon.

lunged forth again. | yet throw off his aim. The rifle | arms; and his axe swung mightily | steps to the First Presbyterian
But the breath in which the wolf | spoke with a roar. In the alr. [ s = .

3 | he =Ty motorman ed to .
had stayed the charge had given Ben| The grizzly was in his death- Ben’s powers increased, rather than | ey St : e N
his chance. With a swift motion of | agony, nothing more; yet in that|lessened. Ever he swung his terrible | Safety as the car crashed into the...

his arm he had projected the single

final convulsion he could rip into
rifle shell into the chamber of the

sherds the powerful form that op-

stone wall. Both the car and church =
were damaged.

axe with greater power,
Continued in Our Next Issue)




