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CHAPTER VII.
Mesttmansd |
was not afradd of & second
Even esution was

ot
ot
l eateh Jean red handed and

n Mes mad deatre ta

ehoka & eonfasslon of sev.

arad things from bie ligs. 1f Jean had

onddenly riman out of the snow he

would not have used his phetol une

Jese foroed to do so.  He wanted to

be band to hand with the treacherous

Balfbread. and his breath cams in
panting eagerness as he mn.

Buddenly he atopped short. Ha had
wtruck the trall. Here Crolasst had
stood, fifty yards from his window,
when bo fired. The snow was beaten
down, and from the spot his retreat-
ing footsteps Ind toward the forest.
Like a dog Philip followed the trall,
The firet timber was thinned by the
axe, and the moon lighted up the
white spaces ahead of him. He was
balf across the darker wall of the
spruce when his heart guve a sudden
Jump. He bad heard the anarl of a
dog, tha Insh of & whip, & man's low
voloa cursing the beast he Wwan
striking.

The sounds cawme from the dense
gover of the spruce, and told bim that
Jean was not looking for immediate
pursuit. He slipped In amoog the
shadows quietly, and a few sleps
brought him o a amaller open apace
where a few trees bad been cut. In
this little clearing a sllm dark fAgure
of & man was stralghtening out the
ugl«l traces of a sledge team.

Hlip could not see bis fuce, but he
knew that it was Jean, It was Jean's
figure, Joan's movement, his low,
slarp volos as he spoke to the dogs,
Man and huskies weres not twenty
sl from him. With a tense breath
Philip replaced his pistol In ita hol-
ster. He did not want to kill, and he
possessed @ proper respect for tho
bair trigger mechanism of his auto-
matic. In the fight he anticipated
with Jean the weapon would be safer
in Its holater than in his hand. Jean
was at present uynarmed, except for
his hunting knife, Hia rifle lsaned
agalnat a tree, and In another mo-
ment Phillp was between the gun and

the half-breed

One of the sled dogm bhetrayed
him. At its low and snarling warning
the half-breed whirled about with the
alertness of a lynx, and he was half
ready when Philip launched himuself
at his throat. They went down frea
of the dogs, the forest man undor.
One of Philip's hands had reached hin
enemy's throat, but with a swift
movement of his arm the half-breed
wrenched It off and slipped out from
under his assailant with the agility
of an ssl. Both were on thelr fest In
an instant, facing each other in the
tiny moonlit arena a dozen feet from
the sllent and watchfnl dogs,

Even now Philip eould not sea the
half-breed’'s features because of a
hood drawn closely about his face,
The “breed” had made no effort to
Araw a weapon, and Philip flung

himeelf upon him agailn, Thus in
open  battle his greater physieal
slrength and advantage of nAfty

undn in welpht would have won

r Phillp. Rut the forsst man's
fighting s Alled with the eluslve
ermine's trickery and the lithe guick-
ness of the big, fur-padded cat of tha
trap-linea.

The hnlf-hreed mads no effort to
evado Phillp's assault, He met the
shoek of attack fairly, and went down
with him. But this time his back
was to the watchful semieclrele of
dogs, nnd with a sharp, plercing com-
mand he pitochad back among them,
dragging Philip with him. "Too lats
Philip realized what the ery meant,
He tried to fling himaell out of reach
nf the threatening fangs, nnd froed
one hand to reach for his pistol.

This savad him from the dogs, but
gave the half-breed his opportunity,
Again ho wna on his feet, tho butt
nf his dog-whip tn his hand. As the
moonlight ghnted on the barrel of
tha automatic, he brought the whip
down with a crash on Philip’s head
—-and then ayain and again, and
Phillp pitched backward into the
anow,

He wns not wholly wunconsolous,
He knew that ns soon oas he had
fallen the half-bresd had turned
agnin to the dogs. He could hear him
as ha straightened out the traces,
Tn a subconscious sort of way. Phillp
wondorad why he did not take ad-
vantago of his opport unlhy and finish
what he had falled to do with tho
bullet through the window. Philip
heard him run back for his gun, and
trind to l-l.m[glu to his knees,

Instead of the shot he half expected
there came the low “Hoosh—hooah—
marche!® of the forest man's voice,
Doge and sledge moved. He fought
himaelf up and swaved on his kneas,
ataring after the retreating shndowa.
He saw his automatio in the anow and
orawled to it, It waa another minute
before he could stand on hin feet, and
then he was dizzy. Ho staggered
to n trea and for a abacs loaned

nat 1t

was some minutes befors he wes
steady enough to walk, and by that
time he knew that it would bo futile
tb pursiis the half-hread and his swift-
od dogs, weakened and half dressed
as ho was, Slowly ha returned to
Adare House, cuninr himasif for nr.rt
having used hispistol to compel Jean's
surrender. He acknowledged that he
®ad been a fool and that he had de-
served what he go Tha hall was
atill ampty when he fo-entored i, His
adventure had roused no one, and with
. & fedling of rellef he went to his room,
#f the walls had fallan about his
. eesww e could not have received &
. er shock than when he entered

the door.
in & chair ¢lose to the tabls,
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at hm onimiy as he sniered,

was Jean Jargques Croleset |
CHAPTER Vi,

NABLE o bellovs that what

he mw was potl an lllesion,

Phillp stood and stared at

d the halfhireod. No word fell

from hilg lipa. He di4 aot

move. And Jean met his eyonw ealmily,

withou! betruying a tremor of eacite.

memnt or of fear. In another moment

PRilip’s hand went 10 bis pistol. As

he haif drew B his oonfused brain saw

olhar things whish made him gasp

with new wonder,

Crolsset showed no slgna of the
fght tu the forest which hed vecurred
ol more than ten miautes bLefore,
He wus woaring a pair of laced Hud-
son's Hay boota, In the struggie In
the anow Philips hand had onoce
Aripped s ciiny's foot, and he kuvw
that he bad worn moccasine And
Jeun wus not winded, lle was breath -
lng eanily, And now Fhilp saw that
bebind the caltuness in his eyes thors
was a4 tense anxious  Inquiry.
Blowly the truth broke upon bim. It
eould not have been Jean with whom
be had fought in the edge of the for-
ast!  He ndvanced a step or two to-
ward the halforeed, his hand atill
resting unoertalnly on his pistol. Not
until then did Jean speak, and there
was o Le in his volos;

“The Virgin be praised, you are not
hadly burt, M'sleur? he exelaimed,
rising. ““There (s a little blood on yuur
face, IHd the glass cut you?™

“No," sald Fhillp. 1 overtook him
In the edge of Lhe forest”

Not for an instant had his eyss lofy
Croluset. Now he saw him sturt, Mis
dark face took on

a strange pallor,

He leaned forward and his breath
camas in a quick gasp.
“The result?™ he demanded. *“Did

you kill him?™

“He sscaped.™

The tense lines on Crolsset’s fac.
relaxed. Philip turned and bolted the
door,

“You are giad that the
tried to kill me escaped ¥ hou::rn:ho

The promptosss wud gulet decinive.-
ness Jean's answer amazed him,

“Yes, M'sleur, I am. But the shot
was not for you. It was Intended for
the master of Adare House. When 1
heard the shot to-night I did not know
what it meant. A little later 1 came
to your room and found the broken
window and the bullet mark in the
wall. This s M'steur Adare's old
room, and the bullet was intended for
him. And now, M'aieur Phillp, why
41110 you say m“k: am responsible for

e attempt to Kill you, or th .
e you, the mus

“You have convicted yourmelf,” de-
elared Phtllp, his eyes ablaze., “A mo-
ment ago you said you were glad the
ussassin escaped!™

"I mm M'sleur,” replisd Jean In the
Bame quist volee. “Why 1| am glad 1
will leave to your Imagination, U'nless
1 wulll bhad faith in you and was sure
of your great love for our Jossphine,
1 would have lied to you. You were
told that you would mest with
mtrange things at Adare House, You
gave your oath that you would make
no effort 1o discover the secret which
i» gunrded hers, And this early, the
firat night, you thremtes me at the
and of & pistol.”

Like fire Jean's eyes were burning
now. Ho grippsd the edgos of the
table with his thin fingurs and his
volco cumoe with a bissing fury.

“Hy the great God In Heaven,
M'sieur, ure you accusing me of turn-
lng traitor to the Master and to her,
to our Josephine, whom I have
watohed and guarded and prayed for
since the dany she firet opened her
eyss to the world? Do you adouse meo
of that—I, Juun Jaoques Crolasst, who
would die a thousand doaths by tor-
ture that she might be freed from her
own suffering?™

He leaned over the table as If about
t0 spring. And then, slowly, hils
fingors relaxed, tha fire died out of
his eyes; and he sank back in his
chair. In the face of the half-brecd's
outburat Philip had remalped speech-
lean. Now he apoke!

“Call it threatoning, If you like. I
do not intend to break my word given
to Josephine. 1 demand no answer to
questions whioh may concern her, for
thint I8 my promise, But between you
and ma there are certaln things which
mwust be explained, 1 conoede that I
wns mistaken in belleving that It was
you with whom I fought in the forest.
Put 1t was you who looked through
my window earller in the night, with
n pistol In your bhand. You would
bave kiiled me If I had not turned.”

Clenulne surprise shot Into Jean's
face.

“I hawe not heen near your window,
M'siour. Untll 1 returned with M'sleur
Adars I was waltlng up the river
severnl miles from here. Bince then I
havea not left the houss. Josephine
and her father can tell you this If
you need proof."”

“Your words are impossiblsl" ex-
elaimad Philip. “1 could not have

beon mintaken. It was yon."
Wil you hellcva Josephine,
M'slour?  She will tell you that 1

could not have been at the window,"

“If It was not you=—whao was It

It must have bheen the man who
shot ot vou,” replied Jean

“And you know who that man |w,
and vat refusa to tell me in arder that
he may have another opportunity of
finishing what ha falled to do to-
nliehit. Thoe most T can do s to Inform
John Adare'

“Youu will not do that' said Jean
confidently tenin ha showad ey-
eltemmnt. "o you know what it
wonild mean?’ he demonded.

*Proubla for you." waoluntasred
Philp,

“And rnin for Josephine and every
soul in tho Mouss of Adare!’ addeq
Crolssot switMtly, “As soon as Adare
could lace his moconming he wonld
take up that trall ot there, e would
ooma to the end of 1t, and then—mon
Disal—4n that hour the world would
smash about bhis sars'"’

“Bither you are mad or T am®™
paspod Philip, starine Into tha half.
bread’'s tenaa faoe. *T dont think you
are Iying, Jean. But you must be
mad. And 1 am mad for Ustening to
ymi. You ineist on giving this mur-
derer another chance. You as much
an sgy that by giving him a seoond
opportunity to kMl John Adare ym
are proving your loyalty to Josaphine
and her father. Can that ba anything
but madness?™

An almost gendle smils fHokersd
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e e s
‘In apite of all
1 Wil recmive more
wli e worid could give
For | will bave kpown you, and
my salvalion  Those
words have bean ringhog (o omy heart
slgbt and day Thay

And | yndersiand them | understand
Haan't somie one anid that it
bettor 8 have loved and ol Ihan
never tg have loved at all? Yes, it I»
a thowsand times lwiter The love
that e lost is ofien the love thal s
waeetaed abd puresi, and leads you
neareet Heaven Buch s Jean's lowe
for bis lost wife. Buch must be your
ove for mea. ARd when yuu are gone
my life w b;‘:: with the
hulr.- no can deatroy.
I did mot know thesa things -untll
inst night. 1 414 pot know what It
meant to love as Jean must love |
do now, And 1t will be my salva-
ten up in thess big forests, jJust as
you have sald that It will be yours

youn Wil g™

Ha had listensd to her lika one
srickan by a sudden grief. He un-
Aeratood her, aven bLefors ahe had fin-
fahad, and ha volea came In & sud-
den broken ery of protest and of paln

“Then you mean that afier this—

will stlll send me awny? Alfter
f:.‘: night? It s impossibie!  You
have told me, and it makes no differ-
noe, exospl o make me love you
more. Becoine my wife. We can be
married seoretly and no ons will aver
know. My God, you cannot drive me
away now, Josephine! It s not jus-
tles, If you love me—It s & crime!™

In the flercensss of his ap he
did mot poties how hia wo ware
driving the color from her face. BStil
abe anawered him calmly, In her
voles A llm? tendernoss, Ntrong
In her talth in him she put her hands
to his sboulders and looked ianto bis
eynn.

“Have you forgotten?’ she asked
gently. “Have you forgotien all that

ou promissd and all that 1 told you?
"bon bas baen no changs since than
—no chanke that frees me here
can be no changs, 1 love you, Fhillp,
s thet not mers than you expected?
If one can give one's soul away I
give mine to you. It ks yours for all
stornity. s l¢ not envughl Wil
you throw that away—becauss—my
body—is not fres?"

Her voles broke In a dry sob; but
she still looked into his eves, walllog
for him to answer—for the soul of
bim to true. And he knew what
must bs. His bands lay clenched be-
tween them. Jean sesmed to rise up
befors him at the grave sides
and from bis lips he foroed the words:

“Then there is something more—

baby ™
R enr” aie roplied, and her
hands from his shoulders. * In

of whioch | warnad you—sotme-
::?-}; wl:'leh you could not know {f
tved & thopsand L
Ha caught her o him now, so closs
that his breath awept her face

over Jean's lips. He looked at Phillp
aa If marvelling that the other could
not understand,

“Within an hour it will be Jean
Jacques Croisset who will take up the
trail,” he replled softly, and without
boastfulness, "It s I, and not the
mastar of Adare House, who will come
to the end of that trall. And there
will be no other shot after thit, and
no one will ever Know—but you and
ms."

“You mean that you will follow
and kil him—and that John Adare
must never know that an attompt
has bean made on his life?"

“He must never know, M'sleur. And
what happens in the forest at the
end of the trall the treas will never
tall."

“And the reason for this secrecy
you will not confide In me?"

“1 dure not, M'sieur.”

Phillp leaned wcross the table.

“Perhaps you will, Jean, when you

nights,
woodsy graves, she saya, have
kncwn her to bring an Indian baby a
hundred miles, and somo of thess I
have asen dis in her arms, while she
crooned to them a song of Heaven.
And five times as many IMtle ones
sho has saved, M'siour. That Is why
oven the winds in the trestops whis-
per her name, L'Ange' Does it not
sfem 1o you that even the moon ahines
brighter here upon these |little
mounds and the croasea?”
“Yes,” breathed Philip reverently.
Jean pointed to a larger mound, the
one guardian mound of them all, ris-
ing a little above the others, its cross
lifted watchfully above the other
crosses: and he sa¥, as if the apirits
themselves were listening to him:
“M'sleur, there Is my wife, my
Towaka. She died threa years ago,
but she Is with me always, and even
now hbcr beloved volee i» singlog In
now the s no longer anvthing be- WY heart, telling me that it s not
fw«ﬁ RN Be ang mer! he said, black and cold where she and the
“Po-nlght she told me evervthing. I little anes are waiting, lmt‘ that '-11 In
have soen the baby. Her secret she 'Eht &nd beautiful, Msleur’—his
has given 1o me freel nd 1t has Volce dropped to a whisper—‘“ocould 1
made no difference. 1 love her. To- #6ll my hersafter with her for the
morrow 1 shall ask hor to end all Price of another woman's love on
this make-helieve, and my heart tells earth?
me that she will. We can be mar- FPhilip tried to speak; and strangely
ried necretly. No one will sver know * After 4 moment he succesded In say-
His face wns filled with the flush Ing:
of hope. Ona of his hands caumht Jean, an hour ago I thought I was
Jean's In the old grip of friendship & man. [ see how far short of that 1
—of confidence. Jean did not reply, have fallen, Forgive me, and lst me
But his facs betrayed what he did not ba your brother. 8Such a love as
apeak. Onca or twice befors Philip yours 4s my love for Jossphine. And
had seen the same look of ankulsh to-morrow'’'—
in his eves, tha tightening of the “Despair will open up and swallow
Hnes around the cornars of His mouth, vou to the depths of your soul,” inter-
Hlowly tho half-breed rose from the ruptled Jean gemntly. *“Heturn to youp
tuble and turned a 1ittle from Phillp, room, M'sleur, Eleap. Fight for the
In &4 moment Phillp was at his side. love that will be yours In heaven, as
“Jaan'!"' he eriad moftly, “you love T live for my lowaka's. For that iovo
Josephine!* will ba yours, up there. Josephine
No sign of passion was In Jean'® has loved but one man, and that s
face as he met the other's eyea you, I have watched and T have seen,
“How do you mean, M'aleur? he Bug o this world she can never be
asked quistly, *“As a father and & more to you than she is now, for what
brother, or ps A man?™* she told you to-night is tho least of
“A man,” sald Thillp the t(rrﬂh{t thing that s sating away

1
Jean mm:m! T w;\r n nln;ﬂn’ ﬂf'i“:t:ﬂmp t.rrl il on  earth, Giood  nlght, l.':m:hl.arullfln:l.-‘n'wrtlwl:arm?rl:cl:..uw. -8 ﬁ:?{?-phn. rfl‘nlwllmﬂi:r::aud‘hmlh::
understanding, ne suddenly thers Af'sleur.” Th 1 d shuck - ' " .
had burst upon Mim a Ngbt which e~ Stralght out into the moonMABL yiantly. . O Aot ChUcKled SXc aEan. v asbed her close in his
had not seen bhefore. Jean walked, head ersot, in the fuce  ‘“I'hore goes our little Red R!AINE Rently AWay from alm
“I love hor as the flowers love tha of the forest. And Fhilip stood look- FHoud!™ he rumfpled, “Bhe boat us X

minshine, an the woodl vinlets love the
ralng he sald, tonching Phillp’s arm,
“And that, M'sieur, 1a not what you
understand as the love of a man.
Thers is one other whom I love In
another way, whose volca 18  the
sweetast muasic in tha world, whoaa
hoart beats with mine, whose soul
loads me day and night through the
forests, and who whispers to me of
our gwent love In my dreams—Iawakn,

Ing after him over the littls garden of
crossaa until he had disappearsd.

CHAPTER IX.

OTIN ADARE did not fall in
hisa promise to rouse Phillp
enrly in the day When
Philltp jumped out of bed In
reaponsas to Adare's heavy

by canoe,
are

wost,"”

BUrprise,

They must be lnmlylm the was not later than 7 o'clock and the

room was atlll dark.

As he and Adare sat amoking aftar
broakfast, the talk turned to winter
sports, Adare spoke up grimly:

“Winter brings close to our doors
the onoe unpleasant feature of this
country,” he said, turning to light a
“Thirty-five milos to
the north and west of us there s
call *‘Muchemunlito
It's & Froee

second clgar.

what the Indians
Nok'—the Devil's Nest.
Trader's house. A man down In Mon-
treal by the name of Lang owns a
wtring of them, and hig agent over at
the Devil's Neat 18 a scoundrel of the
His name is
There are a score of half- breeds and
whites In lis crowd, and not one of
them with an honest hair in his head,
It's the one oriminal rendezvous I
know of In adl this North sountry,
“Had Indians who have lost credit
at the Hudson's Bay Company's
Thoreau's.
reeds who huve broken the laws are
A dozen 1 ™ are
murdered sach winler for thelr furs,
and the assassine are among Tho-
of these duys there
elean-up, Mean-
pleuAANt COmMPAnYy.
Thers s o deep swamp betwoeen our
house and Thoreau's, so that during
the open water spasons L mMeans we
are g hundred mies awny from them
When wintor comes we
thirty-five milea, us the
slodge-dogs run. 1 don't like It You
can anow-shoe the distance in a faw

firat water,

o to

harbarsd there,

resu’s men. On
Is golng to be &
while, they are

only

hours,*

“] know of such a place far to the
Philip.
Hudson's Bay Company and Hevalilon
Frerea have threataned to put it out
of buainess, but It still remuine. Per-
hapa that is owned by Lan
He bhad joined Adare at the window.
The next moment both men were
staring at the samo object in & mutual
Into the while snow »

replind

Whitea and

betwan the house and the foreat

aftor all, Philip.

tha dogs!"

I*hfip's heart was haating wildly.
apportunity
Joseplinge alone could not have come
He fearsd that
might betray him as be laid & bhand
on Adare's arm.,

“If you will axeusn me T will join
her,” he sald. 1 know It dosan’'t seam
just right to tear off in this way, but

A betier
to Mm.

Hbo Is golng aftar

for

Thoreau.

Paie-

“HBoth  the

g, too.”

ore
had walked swiftly the slim, red-olad
figure of Josephine, her face turuned

peeing

his volce

his booming laugbs.
“Go, my Iad.

ning away llka that, John
wouldn’t bs walting this long."
Phillp turned an

him foraver,
had told him to prepars himself.
CHAPTER X.

took Josephine,

startled, when he called her name

the big room.”

and grief were gons.

uf pathos that tem
he came to hier and ook her
"My Josephine!" he erled softly.

lowed, Philip,"

us,
must understand.

to the paok, Wil "
Th you come?

tha snow, seated

my wite! Come, M'sleur; 1 will take knock at the door, he judged that it _you ot tioned Philtp to sit b ™ .:nd mo-
ymi to her*' “Lat us talk here,” she sal

“It is late—too Inte, voleed Phillp than ahe askd ':'mu. 'l:::luutll;?
wonderingly.

Hut as he spoke he followed Jean,
The half-hreed seomed to have risen
olil of Nils wurld Gow. Oul lale the
night Phillp followed him, bare-
headed, with the moonlight streaming
down from above: and he stopped
only when Jean stopped, closo to a
Mttle plot where a dosen wooden
oromies ross above a dozen anow.
coversd mounds.

Jean stopped, and his hand fell on
Philip's srm.

“These are Josepiine's,” he sald
softly, with a sweep of hie other
hand. “Hhe calls It her Garden of
Little Flowers, They are ohfldren,
M'siour. Some are bahbies. When a
little one dios—4f # !s not too far
away—ahe brings ® to La Jardin—her
gorden, ao that it may not aleep alone
under the lonsly spruce, with the
wolves howling over #t on wintes
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turned It up to his,
clasped his arms. But
offort to pull down the hands th

own.

“And you, Josephine, you love me?™

L

seat at her side

—

Adare intarrupted him with one of

I upnderstand. If It
was Mirlam instead of Mignoone ruo-

lert the room,
every pulse In his body throbbing
with an excitement roused by the
knowledge that the bour had come
when Josephing would give herself to
or doom him to that
hopelesaness for which Jean Crolssst

R {1 or four hundred yards
I in the forsst Phillp aver-
Hle had come up silantly in

the soft snow, and she turnad, & little

“You, Philip!” she exclailmed, the
color despening quickly in her chesks.
“1 thought you ware with father in

Bhe had never looked loveller to
bhim. From the top of her hoodod head
to the hem of her short skirt she was
dressed in & soft and riohly glowing
red. Her eyes shone gloriously this
morning, and about ber mouth there
was o tenderness and & sweetness
which had not been thare the night be-
fure. The linos that told of her strain
Bhe secmod ko
a differsnt Josephine now, confessing
in this Arst thelling moment of thelr ¥
meeting that she too had besn liviog
in the memory of whet had passsd be-
tween them a fow hours befors. And
yot In the gentle weloome of her smile

thers wis a mingling of sudnoss and
red Philip's Joy as

Hhe A4 pot move as he bent dawn.

‘I am glad you saw me—and fol-
ahe maild, her clear,
boautiful eyes meeting his. "It Is &
wonderful thing that has happensd to

And we must talk about it. We
I was on my way

aY bad gone but a few steps
when Jomephine paused closs to the
fillen trunk of & huge cedar. With
her mittened hands she brushed off

“¥ou left my rather bellaving in you

“Fully,” replied Philip, Ha tank hap
face between his two hands and
Her fingers
they mads no

at

held ber eyea looking stralght into his
“Ha belleves in us,” he repeated,
Ho aaw the tremulous forming of &

word on her lips, but ahe did not
wpenk., A decper glow came lnto her

Gently h
wtuui mdm;ho“mmr-n“m m
from her face and draw him to the
“"Yes, Philip,'' ahe said then, In a

volcs so low and calm that It roused
& new sanse of fear in him. “There

“Jonoph it it ‘waa the baby alons
you wnrxld ve yourself to me? You
would be my wife?"

“You

“Then you have not killed my
hope!" he cried.

His enthusinam, the h and
surensga of him as he » before
bher, sent the flush back into her own
facs. Bhe rowe and reacbed to one uf
Lils outstretched hunds with her own.

“You must hope for nothing mure
than I have given you,' she sald. “A
month from to-day you will Inv‘n
Adare House and will never return.”

“A mopth!" He breathed the words
as If In & dream.

“Yes, & month from to.day. You
will go off on & snowshos journey.
You will never retwrn, and they will
thipk that you have disd in the deep
snows. You have promised me this
And you will not fall me?" "

“What I have ‘:‘nmmd I will do,
be repliod, and his volos was now A=
calm as her own "Mgl for this ene
month—you are mine!

““P'a love as I have given you lova,
yea'™

For & moment he folded har in his
arms; and then he drew back her
hood mo that he might |lay a hand on
her shining halr, and his syes weore
filled with a wonderful Illlumination
an he looked into her upturned face.

A month 1s & long tme, my Jose-
phdne,” he whispered. “And after
that month there are other months—
years and yoars of them, and Ihrnuﬁ
years, If ft must be, my w
live,. Yoy ocannot destroy Iit, and
pomo day, somewhers, you will send
ward te me. Wil you promise o do
that™
“If such & thing becomes possible,
..

“Then I am satisfled,” be sald. I
am golng to fight for you, Josephine.
No man aver 2 M&r ™ 'on
I am to Aght you.
know w thhnw tll.n‘.h l:l““:
soparatos  us. oan o
nothi terriblo eanou to frighten
me. am going teo t, mentally
and phystoally, day and night—until
you are my own. [ cannot lose you
now., That will ba what God never
meant to be, 1 shall keep all my
promises to yon. You have glven me
u month, and much can happen in that
time. If at the end of the month 1
have falled—1 will Hut you will
not send me away, 1 shall win!"™

Bo sure was he, so fllled with Lhe
canviction of his final triumph, so like
a god to her in this moment of his
greatest  etrength, that Josephine
drew alowly awoy from him, her
hreath coming quickly, her eyea fillod
with the starlike pride and glory of
the Woman who has found & Maater,

For a moment they stood facing
each other dn the white atillness of
the forest, and in that moment there
cama to them the low and mourning
wail of & dog beyond. And theg the
full volce of the pack burst thrbugh
the wilderness, a musioc that woas wild
and savase, and yet throneh whinh
thers ran a strangs and plairntive note
for Josephina

“They have caught us In the wind"
ﬂ'l.J holding out her hand to him.

“"ams, Philtp, 1 want you to love my
Deas

‘.'-
CHAPTER XI.

FTHAR a little the teall
through the thick apruce
grew narrow and dark, and
Josephine went ahead of

Philip.

The woloe of the paock came to them
stronger each moment, yet for a space
it was unheard by him. His mind—
all tha gensse he posssssed—Liravelied
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down In that other world to whioh %

e Purther than the Nihesome red
il Bgure ahesd of L. The
strands of her brad ot
partly undone. eavering hee
Mipe In & sh'tamering vell of
wunied 10 touweh (thal e
with his handa e was Gled
ihe desmire to aop ber and bald
closs in Ne arme. And yot b
that this was & Lhing e

i
111

wel de. For hlun she had
& thing merely physical, The
ing of her hair, her lipa. hee

were ne longer the fret

love with him. And “-1
phine Biurw these things rose
eus Aush in her face apnd the

laht in mzt
Buddeniy ran & littie ahend
Mm and then Ml:.l-

r

later he stood st
were peeting tnto what looked
vat, dimly lighted and carpeted
‘or the of & hundred fest
diametar the spruce had been
L.

The place was fAlled with
shapes and with glsaming syes
wears half fire Iin the gloom
ware isanhad the forty Berce
wolfish beasts of the pack. The
had ceaned thelr loud clamor
wight of Josephine and sound of her
valce, as she oried out
them, thers ran through the
..t;'“ & whining and a clinking
chalns, and with that &

Jaws that seut a momentary
up Philip's barck.

Josephine took him by the hand
now. With him she ran in
them, calling out their namea,
ing with them, caressing the shaggy
heads that waere thrust against her—
until 1 seemad to Philip that every
beast In the pit was siraining at the

rend them into pleces. And yst,
this thought, the nervousness that he
could mot fight out of himsell, rose
the wonder of it all

Philip had seen o husky snap off &
man's hand at a slogle lunge, he
knew it was a oreature of the whi
and tha alub, with the hatred of men
inborn In it from the wailf, he
looked on now fillad him with a sort

i

ot

2

of awe—aund & fear for J ine. EHe
mve a warning ery and drew
his pistol when ahe dropped on her
mnoes wnd flung her arms asout she
s ¥y head of a hu'p beast that
could have torn the life from her In
an Instant. She looked up

I.uhu;:. lmisn-m fangs
tain, t O, ll-llm
;-ppml- closs to her

nce, ‘
“Don‘t be afraid, Philip!” she

Fae
1

oried,
“They are my pets—all of tham. This
is Captain, who leads my aledge team.
Isn't be floant 1"

“Good 1" breathed Phillp, look.
ing about him. “I know sometbing
of sledge doge, Josephine. Thess are
not from mongrel breeds. There are
no ho 0o malemutes, of the
”3:'1'“ breeds hers. are
* .

She rose and stood beside Iim,
panting, triumphant, glorious.

"“Yon—they've all the strain of
woll,” she sald, tis why I love
them, Philip. They are of the forests.
And I have made them love mel™

A yellow beast, with small, dan-
Kerous ayes, was leaping at

the end of s chain ocloss to

you
there?" he sxclaimed, catching her by

the arm.

“Thut is Hero"” she sald. "Ones
his name was Soldier, Three years
ago o man from Thoreau's Flace of-
fored me an losult in the woods, and
Soldler almost killed WMim. Hes would
have killed him If I had not
him off. From that day I oaled
Hero. He ls & quarter-strain

She went to the husky, and
low nt leaped up againet
Bie woltieh masnsis ousind'S

ia wo! muez
Under the cedars Philip's face
white as the snow oul Im
Dot i avough e fondiy
A

“You are mld for me,
she asked, with a little laug!
ure at his anxiety. “You
for you mumst love them—d
I have brought them all
puppyhood., And they wou
me--just as you would fi
Philip. Onece I was lost
Father turned the dogs
they found me—milea and m
When you hear the wonderful
1 have to tell about them you
love them. They will not harm
They will harm nothing that I
touched. [ have taught them
I am golng to unleash them now.
toosin s coming al the trail
their froeen fiah."” -

Befors she had moved, Phillp
straight up to the yellow
that she had told him wes & gquarien

wolf,
“Hero,"” hs & softly. *“Fere™—
hands. The
husky's eyes burned a desper mg
drew
fangs,
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poke

He hald out his
for an Instant his upper |
back, baring hia mlotw-l'lh..
and the hair along his neck and back
wtood up llke & brush. Then, inch by
inch, his muezle drew nearer to Phile
Ip's steady hands, and a low whine
ross in his throat. His crest
his ears shot forward & |ittle,
;’mgp'u hund rested on the

siad.

“That 1a proof” he lnughed, tuwn.
Ing to Josephine. “If he had snapped
off my hand I would say that yoy
wern wrong.'

Hhas passed quickly from one dog
to anvther now, with Philip closs at
her slde, and from the ecollar of sach
dog sho snapped the chain. Aftes
#heo had froed a dosen, Philp
to help her. A fow of the m
soarled at him. Yet Iin thelr e
saw the smouldering men w
that wanted only a word
to turn them into a horde of tearing
demuns

Jual twn Jusepliion cames and svood
At Philip’s side, and put hor handa te
his shoulders

“They have all seon with
now,” ahe cried after that. *
have seen me touch you. Neot one
them will spap at you after this*™

The dogs swapt on ahaad of them o
n great woave as they left the
shelter. Out in the clear light
drew u deep breath, He had neves
meenn anything like this pack. They
crowded ahoulder to shoulder, dody te
hody, in the open trall. Most of them
were the tawny dun und gray and
yollow of the woll.

There wore a
blacks, and a few pure whites,
nope that wore the mnngﬂ spota
the soft-footed and softer-th

dogs from the south,

(To Ba Contipuedl) . -




