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This is the tale of three men and a leg
acy not mentioned In the law books Also

It Is another episode out of the big eternal
story of the lure of woman To be sure
the woman does not walk in this scene

but nevertheless she Is to be felt moving

through the skirting shadows of the tale
lika a Greek fate let us say Her

mother was a Mandan Sioux and her
father was French

Now when Mike Fallon came to Fort
Aux Cedres the scent of the spring was
In the air and the woman was at Fort
Aux Cedres The latter fact would eas
ily have been enough but the two to
gether worked magic in the visionary
Celtic soul of Fallon He forthwith
tile woman as she decidedly was not To

him she was the incarnation of the vast
summerscented prairie night infinitely
soothing though charged with latent
lightnings alluring inscrutable crown

ed with and many stars
You do not see her so and perhaps you

are right But then you were not at
Fort Aux Cedres In that particular
springtime

Now MIke Fallon was a very good anl
malWsboned deepchested lusty and
the woman saw this as very
does Also Mike Fallon was the best
rifle shot In the Northwest country and
this did not displease the woman Per
haps the intimacy that followed was not
quite according to the rules of the game
as we see it perhaps because the woman
was quite natural and the man well
men are pretty much the same

Things went very well for Fallon until
the Dane came that was Lief Jensen
Tall rawboned taciturn patient was
Jensen His hair suggested carded flax
and his eyes were of the color of its
flower

The woman SOB changed
her mind She was the night according-
to Falkw and Jensen was the day ac
cording to the woman and between them
there was a dawning for Jensen

Now it happened with the appearance
of the Dane that was no longer
the best rile shot ia the country Jensen
was one of them He could bore a
squirrels eye at fifty yards quite as of-

ten as Fallon So the two fell to doing
shooting stunts with a show of good
natured rivalry which was not that at
all but a struggle for the mastery The
old herd laws have dwindled to mere in-

stincts in those latter days yet the best
KS can them stirring under our

starched shirt fronts now and then
But when they bad made the supreme

test each shooting a tto cup of whisky
from the others bead at sixty yards
they shook heads and divided the honors
between them

However Jensen kept the woman
After that it was Jensen and Fallen

and very good friends they seemed to be
trough Fallon could fed a wee drop of
Vd blood rankling through his system

You aiat holding nothing again me
are you Mike goodnatured Jeasea
would often say eavee if yo r are
would add generously I aint nosed
down here

Shut vow front gate pardaer Fal
lon would answer laughing I guess I
aint a man to get a bellyache over facts
Sure g was a bit hard on me but facts
have a way of being herd

Which was all very pbDosophical indeed
but not quite human For as he spoke

the words Palkm could taste that one
wee drop of bad blood and it was bitter

This was Palkm sober
Now if you happen to have a devil

lurking somewhere in tile dark places of
your soul get tolerably drunk and it wBl
tome forth and look you ia the eyes

The summer pawed aad the whiter
crept down across the great Northern
expanses It touched tin turbulent Mis-
souri and turned it into a white ribbon
It piled the snow about the stockades of
Fort Aux Cedres and cast upon it the
spell of a tedious silence

Nothing is more dtstraettg to men of
action than inactive silence Therefore
going on the principle that a noise ia the
head is better than no aofee at all

and Fallon and their mutual friend
Jean Deroin a little French freetrapper
with schemes in his heed managed now
and then to get tolerably drunk over
their cards Once they got very drunk
and that was the first time Fallon and
Jensen quarreled It was alt about the
woman and what they said is hardly
fit for history

But little Jean managed to separate
them until the bad liquor died out Then
he shamed them a bit aad flattered them
more deftly touching upon that common
weakness of all big bigness
and talked his freetrapping schemes un
til the big men shook hands and laughed
about it all and came very near getting
drunk again as a mark of reconciliation

But the one wee drop of bad blood in
Fallons system had become two drops
nevertheless

The winter wore oa toward spring and
the drunken quarrel seemed to have been
forgotten for the three played peacefully-
at cards made plans for a spring expe
dition into the Black mils fur country
and the woman was not mentioned Oc-
casionally Fallon and Jensen would meet
in little friendly bouts at marksmanship
bat neither proposed the feat of shooting
tin cups from each others heads When
you mistrust a man you dont invite him
to shoot things off the top of your headyou know

By by the long winter frayed out
and the grass thrust Itself up among the
ragged edges Strange fogs passed
across the face of the suit Big shadows
went walling through the mists And
there was a crying of the lone flyers
wonk woak fleeteg from the coming
mystery Out ia the fogcloaked days
and the frizzling nights grew up the dull
booming of the feedrift in the river
The blue basins of the rain thawed out
and washed the last trace of winter from
the hills And then one day lo a

chirped from a bastions top And
it was April

That is time when the Itch for going
is into the quietest feet the time when

ore wishes to be precisely where one is-
i So Httle Jean and the Dane and
F r n freemen accountable to

bn whim the great inscrutable god
ie wandering foot set out upon the

I Kills trait late the Northwest
m the three driving their pack mules

i them And the two wee drops of
Mood in Fallen veins seemed to
dwindled to none at alL
If you ever loved a woman you

v sure to remember It when you
A campfir in the dusk of earlv
with the seeAt of growing things
7 nostrils and the sound of rust

i loaves and drowsy bugs and croon
winds in your ears And it was

vith
had reached the Cheyenne Rivet

ia the everting and camped for the night
il when the three had eaten it hap

I ned that Jean sang ft little laughing
crying French love song all about the
Pies of a woman called Lisette When
lie bad naished a pack mule lifted a
doleful voice in the subsequent silence
and mourned

Then a ghost walked for Fallon He
smoked very hard for many minutes
blowing rings or meditation into the
cainpfirea glow At length he spoke and
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his voice was strange and choky because
smoke drifted into his face

perhaps Talk about your liquors fel
lers Thats the place to get your liq-

uor at a womans eyes just as the sun
goes down But its a long and costly
jag you and costly And then

theres the bitter taste you
bitter taste

And then for some reason he lifted
his eyes scrutinizing the face of Tan

I

getlong
knowthe

¬

he could ot see the tall Dane standing
quietly there with the tin cup on his head
Through a writhing bloodred haze he
saw the form of the woman Infinitely al
luring dark inscrutable as the night
crowned with many and scented
with the spring

The illusion passed agd he was staring
through the sights upon the tall patient
figure of the Dane

His face suddenly became contorted

stars

pale and the bloodred splotch of dawn
grew up Then he went into camp

Fallon snored heavily In the tent
Noiselessly the Frenchman collected the
powder horns and hung them about his
shoulder He filled a grub sack and
strapped It on his back Then he exam
ined Fallons rifle and found it empty
Taking the Danes rifle he went out to
the mules and their lariats Hs
would not need them He would travel
light

He returned to camp and wakened the
heavy sleeper with a shout Fallon
yawned sat up and found himself blink
Ing down the muzzle of the Danes rifle
thrust In through the entrance

Get up and come oat of that
Fallon yawned sleepily regarding the

transformed face of Little Jean Sud-
denly h sleaped to his feet staring with
frightened eyes upon a face that was no
longer Jeans but that of an avenging
fury Instinctively he glanced about him
for his gun The ominous click click of

cut

¬

¬

The tall patient Dan
cup on hIs head

bravely for the treacherous blow with the tin
J

the the Dane nitluJkind trusting

across the embers gtow And Jw
goodnatared ahmiarteg Jensen

Next morning the three pushed on up
the Cheyenne Valley And little Jean
Deroin sang merrily and talked many
schemes but things bad changed a bit
The two wee drops of bed blood had be-
come Fallon knew it

He seemed little inclined to talk sad
was unnecessarily rough with the mules
Oae evening he smashed his pipe because
it wouldnt draw and when Little Jean
raised a lusty voice and sang about Li
sette FRlkm cursed him elaborately AH
the while be had that pinched squinting
look about the eyes that somehow makes
you think of the muzzle of a gun And
when the big patient tlrfekheadod Dane
offered clumsy kindnesses Fallen seowtod
and turned his beck

WIth things in they came
in midMay to the American Fur Com
panys post at the forks of the Cheyenne
Fallen proceeded to get very drunk tile
other two reasonably so And the two
big men fought Not about woman
however It seemed to be about who was
the best shot and who was the beet
man each casting aspersions upon the
others In language not to

carrying a bigger
cargo of liquor than the other came off
with a severe drubbing at the hands oC
the enraged Dane

It kept Little Jean busy for the better
part of three days to patch it up between
them into the semblance of friendship
But Jean was very earnest laying

full of schemes for the summer
so the big min shook hands listlessly
sullenly repeating the words Jean put
into their mouths And then the three
set out again trailing south and west
across the edge of the Bad Lands into the
Hills

But the mixup at the Forks hadnt
helped matters The three drops of bed
blood in Fallons had Increased
to ever so many In the sultry nights he
lay awake for hours thinking it aM over
until he shook with great shuddering
groans

Often on the trail Fallon hurled bitter
words at the Dane who sometimes lost
his patience and talked back until Little
Jean was at his wits end trying to

the peace And finally one even-
Ing at the edge of the Bad Lands where
the trapping country of the Hills began
Fallon called tlx Dane a towheaded
something or other and they would have
fought again but for Jean who lost his
temper and lashed them with an the

of his expressive tongue and
shamed them and coaxed them Then
they agreed to make it up for good

Said Fallon to the Dane Its me
thats pigheaded Irishman and youre
a gentleman Lief Lets shoot the tin
cups at sixty yards again It takes good
friends to do that trick eh Jensen

Jensen Quietly agreed and for a time

copper for the first shot
At the of the coin the Danes face

went pale and his Ups twitched Fallon
had won

Jensen leisurely paced oil the
yards and stopped with the side of his
face to Fallon When the Frenchman
came and placed the cup of whisky on
his head he said quietly Jean my rifle
and my powder pouch and all my Sxens
are yourn Im willing em to you Put
me where the coyotes cant get at me

But Jean laughed and said he reckoned
Fallon couldnt miss ij he tried

AH the while Fallon was leisurely load
ing his rifle When he bad rammed tl
down and capped the tube be raised the
gun to his shoulder sighted tentatively
for some time then lowered it and said

A little more to the right Lief there
Now hold mighty steady and dont you
spoil my whisky Ill be wanting a drink
directly

Again he raised the riSe to his shQtder
It seemed to him that a deed hush fEn
over all the awful stillness
through which a faint malicious whisper
ran His brain reeled and for a moment

ISM

I

threeand

tIe

be
tolerat

sy tem

es

a

1

Jean was happy So the two flipped a

worldan
l

I

WOII

this

ancestry

a-

head

pre-
serve

fall

¬

¬

an eager light flashed in his eye Mid be

TIle Daae torched forward sad fell upon
his face

Faaow gaa d steadily fcr a moment
upon Us fatten Then he-
onfetly SK down Ms gun aad blew tte
smoke front tile barrel With open mouth
and wide eyes Little Jean stared upon
the prostrate run

Jensen cried Fallon at length
youve rose and spilled my whisky
Jensen lay very still A dark red ooze

came from his temple and you could
have beard the spilled whisky trickling ia
the quiet about him

Blast your bide Jensen cried Fallon
again T say youre gone and spilled my
whisky r-

He walked carelessly over to where the
Dane lay and gonad upon hint inedUa-
ttvrty

My God FaMon gasped the French
man Hant g r to do it did you
Ten me you didnt go to do It Swear
that you didnt go to do it

Farina turned a quizzical face upon
the other GeWng a bellyache over
facts are you little man Whats the
use Hes dead aint he Its a fact
tat It A bit brutal mebbe but some
fates have a way of being brutal No I
dWat go to do it Never took a liner
bend ia xay life than I tools on that tin
cup No I I didnt go to do it

Swear it by the Holy Virgin urged
Jean

Palkm laughed nervously turned on his
heel and went off toward camp singing
with a strong Irish accent a snatch of a
rollicking voyagers ditty that happened
to come Jato his head

WIth i tea k feraes ti u
Blue exes ani hair

Tkrsc tIcs Ttiy fir
Aad yet there tat
t
Wkh a tea la tar and a ba Ia tel
Hair the f the sun

And when he reached camp he forth-

with set out to get very drunk But
out where shadows of the night deep-

ened Little Jean sobbed as he struggled
with the arid rocky soil trying to make-

a hole big enough for a friend and too
deep for the coyotes

in the middle of the night the Fr nch
man came into camp and Gallon
both drunk and jolly-

I say Jean bawled Fallon slapping
his companion on the back and reeling
luxuriously alt over the place that was
a clean shot wasnt it Dang me if it
wasnt Ho ho ho Have a drink eh
Right in the middle of the temple He
he he Right in the middle Haw haw
haw But didnt he make a long lean
Umber corpse though Eh Jean
est llaiberest-

But Jean lied from the place and spent
the night In tho dark pacing up and
down and thinking

What should be done What should be
Sow with FaHon this monstrous coward

this hideous liar this loathsome betray-
er of faith Shoot him down like a mad
wolf Ah but a rifle ball is kind and
carries sudden sleep with it

Up and Sown up and down In the dark-
ness paced little Jean thinking The

temperament of his fathers
was Ignited He was not now merely a
little He was the spirit o his race
Incarnate

What should be done with this monster
called Fallon him down like
a wild best Drive him naked Into the
arid Wife Was not this the legacy of the

this right of retribution Had he
net willed his rifle and his ammunition
to Jean For what For retribution He
would drive Fallon naked Into the barren
tills He would drive him eastward with
the gun of the Dane naked to the blister

ing sun of the desertIp and down and down paced Lit-
tle Jen thinking until the stars blinked
out and the face of the heavens went
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the gun lock under the thuwb of Jean
checked him

Shivering nervouoty he stumbled out
of the tent the span Wakeaed sud-
ueaiy from a drunken sleep te stars
erase a leveled sire barrel upon suck a
face be his courage gone Thom
Ming with a blank expression on his face
be stood awaiting the event

Strip off your
Fallon hat sot uadreseee With a

vague sent a of amazement at his own
set he obeyed and naked before his
master-

S n hc aog the rise leveled with
hand the Frenchman threw a steel and
mat to the other

Bun em up
LIke a man in a dream Falioa obeyed
Supporting the leveled gun with his

right arm Jean straightened his left and
pointed east across the Bad Lands Go
that way he said and keep going Im
behind you And if you keep on far
enough by and by youll get to the river

Fallon started At a distance of fifty
yards he hesitated turned about and
cast imploring eyes the Frenchman

Jeaa Jean he gasped youre not
going to youre not going to

His voice choked him and he shud-
dered for it was more than a face that
be saw above the leveled rifle barrel It
was his own hideouts deed become visible
It sickened him strangely In a panic
he turned and fled eastward into the
wilderness

He ran until sharp twinges of pain In
his chest forced him to slacken his pace
His feet were cut and bruised with the
Stray trail and ever and anon he looked
behind him with a spasmodic jerk of the
head lest somethfag swift nd pitiless
should creep upon him through the
stteaee of the dawn

Hour by hour as he proceeded now
walking now running the character of
the wilderness changed about him Vege
tatioa became scarcer and scarcest Here
and there a few stunted trees clung with
sprawling snakelike roots to the sickly
soil of the sinister
dwarfs struggling bitterly to the end
On the northern slopes the sallow bunch
grass thrustIts points Into the air Its
naked roots feeling about for food amid
the clay and shale Squat weed growths
struggled from the crevices of the rocks
and fought the sordid battle

Little by little the full consciousness of
his wounded feet and the blistering sun
upon his back crept upon Fallon and
the panic passed

He halted drew himself to his full
height and looked about him His pur
suer was not to be seen But everywhere
about him grotesque rock shapes hewn
into toe semblance of intelligence by the

of ages aimed their ashen fea-
tureless countenances upon him and
leered and scowled and grinned

And there in glare of noon a
burning sense of same and degradation
came upon Fallon As though he had
been startled by the sudden unmasking-
of a thousand eyes he crouched to hide
his nakedness

Catching stgrn of a scant blue shadow
that fell from an overshelving rock he
crept into its meager protection And
now the ego of this man used to mas
tery revolted Shaken with sudden anger
he clenched his fists and ground his teeth
He pad killed and he had meant to kill
And be was glad Glad Had not the
Dane deserved It Why did he cross Fal
lcns path like a sneaking thief Couldnt
he see bow things stood It was good
enough for lowdown towhead-
ed sneak with his mutton face

At that moment Fallon felt that he
could face a thousand rifles But slowly
grew up in his brain the picture of the
tall patient kind the trusting
Dane waiting bravely for the treacher-
ous blow with the tin cup on his head

Somehow he felt a lump in his throat
at the thought of the tin How often
had they drunk out of It
coffee whisky most everything that was
wet parched mouths had shared
front it together

Suddenly as he was there
came the sutteral s3arl the
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Ing of a rifle ball oHowed
by the boom and drawing echo of

a distant gun The powdered stone at his
feet leaped up n spray and struck him
In the face He glanced in the direction-
of the sound and eaw a splotch of gray
smoke drifting across the face of a cliff
at least 4SO yards away Instinctively
though vaguely he admired the skill of
the longrange shot Then the panic of
the morning seized him again None
fears a weapon so much as he who s the
master of It He leaped to his feet and
fled At the top of his speed down a dry
gulch guttered with the floods of

longforgotten The sun was
half way down the sky when Fallen
stopped and stared about him again His
feet were bleeding his back burned in
the blistering light and he was thirsty
Taunting feverish visions of an over-
flowing tin cup flashed through his brain
bringing with them a vague sense of
sorrow half remembered

He searched the waste about him for a
spot of green that should proclaim a
spring Gray cliffs ashen slopes mocked
him The idea of thirst filled his brain
He was no longer conscious of the blis
tering pains at his back the throbWg
of his lacerated feet He proceeded at a
halting trot expectantly scanning the
waste about him for a spring and ever
and anon stopped straining his ear-
drums in the desert silence for the faint
tinkle of a stream

The sun sweltered down the sky and a
lengthening blue strip of shade went be
fore the man The far summit of a peak
took flame and scintillated with the drop
ping sun Then suddenly a shadow like
a vast corecloth foil upon tho dead land
And it was evening

Fallon pushed on into the twilight of
the waste Suddenly he sew far up
against a gray slope a green splotch of
vegetation It was like a shout m silence

He stopped and stated doubting Ms
eyes Through the hush he heard the
thin tinkle of falling waters There was
a steep declivity to be climbed He made
for it with a cry of Joy

He had scrambled hah way up the rub
blestrewn slope when the report of a
rifle boomed down the gulch and set the
echoes leaping in the hills He felt the
Wind of the ball and the smitten surface
of the slope a foot above Ms load spewed
pebbles over him

Fatten forgot the water He relaxed
his grip on the rocks and rcSHag wee
and over to the base of the slope lied
eastward among the grotesque ills
grown ghastly with the deepening

seemed more thaa a man this noise-
less tireless pitiless invisible thing that
hunted him through the wilderness He
thought of his pursuer vaguely as one
might think of fate fat with the book

of death In its hand to deliver or
One may thirst aad live But to

die to be lute Jeasea to be like Season
Into the east lied Fallow uneoaoeiDus

of fatigue and thirst To him his sight
seemed rather a dream of speed than a
running

At length stumbling over a heap of
stones be fell headlong sprawling la the
pebbles Sitting up unsteadily he was
aware for the first time that the night
had fallen and a new terror seized him
The darkness was with Seasons
standing tall and Qtnet oh so quiet
with tin cups on their heads He dosed
his ejres and still the things were there
tail patient things that stood se quiet
so ttaenaurabiy quiet

He flung himself upon ate face and
pressed his naked arms about his head to
shut them out He swooned into the
sleep of fatigue Huge tin cups over-
flowing with cool waters and borne upon
the heads of funeretl figures passed
before him Sa endless

He awakened choking and burning with
thirst

The spring
He would go hack to the spring He

would dare aU the rises and all the
ghosts hi the world to keep him from It
Getting unsteadily to Ids be

He weat oa stumbling through the
black denies bin wheesteg breath ffttteg
the darkness with sibilant echoes Where
was the spring Which way had

He east his fevered eyes upward and
searched for a laadmaric ontlteed against

i the sky It was aU strange
i After agoloeg hours of wandering he
gave up and hurled sobbing chicurses at the stars Then he curled up
under a bowlder and swooned into a
dreamhauatgd world peopled with taU
eepbeariag figures uneodnrabty quiet

A dull roar grew up ta the dream world
and shattered tt The night lifted like a
smoke

Pause up card stared about Mm
A red blur dung shout the eastern sum
rafts and the at was chHL From a niche
fA a cliff to restward a Hue spkrtch of
smoke fioaioft upward ta the quiet air
Fallen stared at it searching about
in his dazed brain for Hs meaning
As bo stared a blue spurt of
smoke issued from the niche followed

rule ball that whisked past him ia a puff
of wind It was a voice of comumad to
be obeyed

He scrambled to its feet and nutped
eastward late the dawn a dawn
without a bird June withoat a
sprig of green

He proceeded with a listless dragging
stop It seemed to Mm that be had bm
Wring an age It was no longer pant
fear that drove Mm some irresistible
power pushed him from behind Into
the east into the oast it was a steed
idea

In the burning afternoon weakened
with the choke of thirst and the gnawing-
of hunger he lay down under a cliff that
cast no shade He was discouraged It
all seemed a hideous nightmare He
would lie very still and perhaps would
waken in camp with Juneau and Little
Jean snoring peacefully sad the pck
mules snorting and pawtag out M the
darkness He would very still aad
perhaps it would alt pass away

A voice from the ell above startled
him from the dizzy swoon of exhaustion

He lifted his fevered eyes and stared
upward He saw a face leering down
upon him Tt was the face of Little Jean

How do you like it sale the face
Jean Jean gasped Fallen Aint I

had enough You know Fm sorry and
rll do anything you say but this It
aint the day that hurts most Its the
night Jean for Gods sake dont make
me go through with it agahtr

Bellyache over facts eh Mike saM
the leering face a fact slut it
Sort of brutal but is fact aint it
Here Mike A bit thirsty aint your

A tin cup tumbled down Ihe e T and
fell within armreach of FaHon He
grasped at It greedily put it to Ms lips
then dropped it and greened hiding his
race in his arms

Oh its empty all right Jeered the
voice above Its empty Jensen spilled-
it you know Last drop of drink la all
tho world aad Jensen went and spilled-
it

Fallon got up groaning sad stumbled
east Somewhere thousands and thou-
sands of miles to the east there was a

very vague dreamlike river
rolling down thousands of mfffioas of tin
cups of water to the sea Henceforth the
force that impelled him was not ta the
rear It was ahead of Mm somewhere ia
the east pulling him like a loaastone

As he weat he heard dimly a Jeering
pitiless voice from behind that followed
him with a song no linger rollicking but
savage as a battle cry

As 1 went 9B ms
I there ride fair
One ma tall ad B M ski
Awl me ted Ida irk
With a tra fc kr aW a In to

qes aacl jeBor hair
Three rides fair

Vaguely vaguely Fallon remembered
that he had ago perhaps
But now there was ao past there was
only a vast untraversable future and
beyond that somewhere somehow an al
luring heaven of waters

Days passed and Little Jean followed
the trail of Fallon He found no further
occasion to urge the flight with a
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shot He marveled at the Wiling set
He refugee Anti little by little a

sense sorrow grew up In him The
fierce fires of his GallIc temperament had
burned themselves out and he could feel
the chill of regret creeping Into this soul

His nights were filled with dreams of a
naked man crouched In his own shadow
with a pleading agonized face turned
upward from a sunburned gulch Often
through his restless sleep he heard the
cry Jean Jean aint I had enough

And one morning he awakened with a
heartache such as he had never felt

He found that he could not eat
somehow the grub stuck in his throat
The day before be had lost ii6 trail and
until nightfall he had sought vainly for
it With hand at brow he stared Into
the dawnlit waste but saw no Fallon
A great flood of pity rushed into hts
soul and drowned the last smoldering
embers of his rage

It was enough He would find Fallon
that day and It all up to him For
after all a man Is only a man Had not
this man stood naked under a burning
sky crying to his God And who was
Jean Derotn that he should judge and
punish

Where was Fallon He would find Fal
lon He would put his arms about the
neck of Fallon and together they would
beg forgiveness of God

The mercurial temperament of his an
cestors now changed about and pitied
more than It had bated before

Up and down round and round in and
out and over the sunbaked gulches trot
ted Little Jean like a frustrated blood-

hound nosing for the trail
Fallon Fallen
blazing sun Jnto the sultry

silence be hurled the poignant searching
cry N

Falion Fallon Fallon
The ashen hills took up the shout and

seat a hundred melancholy voices crying
through the wilderness for Fallen

The darkness felt scarcely observed
the sight grew old and waned and In the
dawn Jean found himself upon desolate
plain strewn with volcanic rubble and
surrounded by the grotesque bills He
was thinking of the bitter words he hurl
ed at Fallen from the cliff and a lumpy
choky feeKag came Into his throat As
he proceeded he breathed humble

prayers into the silence of the dawn
One by one old campfire cencs came

beck and be could hear ag from a great
distance the ghostly voice of Fallon
growing up through the booming of the
Cheyennes flood A womans eyes just
as the sun goes down but its a long
and costly jag you long and costly
And then theres the bitter taste you
kaow the bitter taste

God the bitter taste
The trail
Jean stared hard upon ground
The character of the surface had

changed Ia the soft powder si disin-
tegrated stone he saw a blurred trait
such as wounded bear right make
dragging its hips Ia the dust

Proceeding at a Jog trot he followe-
dit It led directly eastward

Suddenly Jean stopped again There
before him la stone dust were the marks
of human hands aad dose healed them
the prints of huddled feet

At a glance he read the hieroglyphic
tale of bitterness the story of a pitiful
struggle against irresistible odds It sick
Mad Mm

WIth wild hope that he might yet be
ia tine he ran down the trail and up
the dry gulch crying Fallon Fallon
Falioa

At length the echoes died and sUit the
Mils were filled with clamor a weird
dteeoreaat clamor Up a forking gulch
ahead of Mra a cloud of crows lifted laz-
ily ia the snascarched air and soared
sad wheeled with a flapping of
wings

With a staging heart Ltttie Jean ran to
the spot from whence the crows had
rises

Breathlessly with wide horrorstricken
eyes he looked upon a thing that stared
with eyeless sockets at the sun

Shivering he fled from the place And
as be ran Little Jeaa heard not the
pounding of his heart nor the clattering
o his feet

la aU the below spaces of the world
there was ao sound for him but the caw-
ing chattering flapping of the crows
the funereal insistent utterance of the
brutal fact

HOW WIND PRODUCES WAVES-

Its Action Upon Desert Sand nod
Prairie Snow

Fan the Orfca Titeme
There are wind waves ia water sand

and snow The great sea waves are
t that part of a cyclone where the

direction of the wind coincides with the
direction of advance of the depression
Along this line of advance the waves in
their progress are accompanied by a
strong wind blowing across their ridges-
as long as the atmospheric depression-
is maintained So the waves are devel
oped until they become steep The aver
age height in feet is about half the ve-
locity of the wind in miles

A wind of fiftytwo miles an hour gives
waves of an average height of twentysix
feet although Individual waves will at
tain a height of forty feet The prevail-
ing wind in all longitudes is westerly so
wherever a westerly wind springs up It
finds a long westerly swell the effect of

previous wind still running and the
principal effect of the newly born wind
is to increase the steepness of the al
ready running long swell so as to form
majestic storm waves which sometimes
attain a length of L3 feet from crest to
crest The longest swells due to wind
are almost invisible during storms for
they are masked by the shorter and
steeper waves but they emerge into
view after or beyond the storm

The action or the wind to drift dry
sand In a procession of waves is seen in
the deserts As the sand waves cannot
travel by gravitation Ibelr movements
are entirely controlled by the wind and
they are therefore much simpler and
more regular in form than
ocean waves In their greatest heights-
of several hundflcd feet the former

more complex owing to the partial
consolidation of the lower layers of

pressure but they still bo the chat
acterestk wave features

la the Winnipeg prairies of
freshly fallen snow Is drifted by wind
Ia a procession of regular waves pro-
gressing with a visible and ghostlike mo-

tion They are similar to desert sand
waves but less than half as steep the
wave length being fifty times as great
as the height The flatness of the wind
formed snow waves affords a valuable
indication of the great distance to which
hills shelter from the wind

Radinni In Surgery
Xh Bittf Medical Jcwwt

Sir Frederick Treves coasldenrthat we
have practically reached the therapeutic
limitations of the Xrays the high fre-
quency current and the Fiasco light but
that in radium we still have unexplored
fields of usefulness

This writer believes without desiring-
to raise false hopes that radium will
cure every form of naef s whether It
is a port wine main a pigmented mole
or a hairy mole and rodent ulcer which
has not yielded to the light or
the Xrays and that too in two sittings-
of one hour each Wonders are also
accomplished in the early stages of epl-

thettema of the lip and tongue

Where the Flatting Was Good
Fram lawtsttd Lila

Why were you not at Sunday school
thIS morning Fred

Please sir I went fisfaln
And dont you know where little boys

fish on Sundays
Please sir most of theta goes to the

river cos theres more fish there
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Great Vocalist Knew Get

Big Salaries

Her Drawing Capacity Jnstlfled It
However and She Spent

Genre iliddletaa is the Bookman
Adelina Patti never suffered from the

financial timidity of a Jenny Lied Net
only was she a supreme vocalist
CoL Mapleson remarked BO one ever
approached her In the art of obtaining
from a manager the greatest possible
sum he could by any possibility contrive
to pay But the musical miracle was
the spoiled dating Vf her day and she
never felled to obtain exactly what she
wanted She was first engaged a Loadoa
in 1SS1 by Mapleson to sins four nights

on approval and In case of success to
obtain 40 a week This contract was
not fulfilled however for herd
pressed financially she had borrowed 5

from a rival manager and her receipt
proved practically a contract TIlls was
the beginning of a career so dazzling that
its successive steps are simply a series of
Increasing bank notes In 1832 she ob-

tained In London 209 guineas Bight
since she Insisted on having more than
Christine Nilsson who was receiving

200 She sang twice a week Tea years
later she was given 5008 a sight Her
famous contract to sing in America pro-

vided that the money should be paid her
2 oclock on the day she sag aloe a

drawingroom and sleeping car to be
built for her with conservatory

fernery c Further there was to be
to her credit MM for payment

of the last tea performancee Paitis
device She thus received about

twenty times what Mario and Geld got
Her private car incidentally coat S6fc-

00ft and contained a silver bath and gold
keys to the doors to say nothing of a
J2600 plane Patti only gave to the

her voice and her costumes Her
drawing capacity justified this Lucia
as an example was suns to aa average
of 14Wft Traviata drew more since
she sang more notes It was a frcquect
occurrence among the poorer music lov
ers to buy a club ticket and each take
turns at hearing her for twenty minutes
It one overstayed his time he paid for
the entire ticket Some matheraaticJaaa
computed by dividing number of autos
sung by the sum paid that in Seeara-
mide Patti received 42 cents for each
note This was found to be just 7 2lfl
cents a note more than Rossini got for
writing the whole opera

CASE OF THE CHILDREN

Practical Results of the National
Conference Held in Washington

flea the May Deacster
The most powerful influences of Ameri

can democracy have been set In motion
in the interest of the welfare of depend
ent or homeless children Wittta the
last few months everything that has been
advocated by the Delineator ia Us child
rescue campaign has received Saderseeaeat
from unquestionable sources The notable
White House conference was a widely
representative gathering including Jew
ish rabbis eminent Catholic divines cler-
gymen from nearly every Protestant de
nomination judges of juvenile and other
courts members of the State boards of
charities educators settlement workers
and superintendents of orphan asylums
and homeplacing organizations from
nearly every State In the Union from
Maine to California Their
conclusions were transmitted to Congress
by President Roosevelt in a vigorous spe-
cial message stating the keynote of the
conference these words life is
the highest and finest product of civiliza-
tion Children should not be deprived of
it except for urgent and compelling rea
sons Poverty alone should not disrupt
any home This is distinctively

More than this the President trans
mitted with his personal indorsement
the declarations of the conference to the
government of every State in the Union
requesting their cooperation

For months the daily press In all parts
of the country has given much space to
the wise constructive and progressive pro
gramme was agreed upon without
a dissenting vote

Surely this is marvelous progress and
the practical results are encouraging in
this or that Instance but much remains
to be accomplished The greatest problem
in the cause of the dependent or home
less child has been and still remains to
gain the Interest and intelligent action
of the good men and women who serve
as members of boards of managers and
trustees of institutions in which the na090
children are now confined Upon them
rests much of the responsibility of
ing whether many of the conclusions of
the conference shall be given practical
effect in the near

as it may seem although most
of the institutions for children are

under charters given by State
and in some cases even at public expense
yet the State is without authority to
require on account of the stewardship-
of those who are voluntarily serving as
officials of these Institutions How

this is For as stated in President
Roosevelts message the State has al
ways jealously guarded the interests
of the children inheriting property
by requiring the appointment of a
guardian under bond accountable
directly to the courts even though
there be a competent surviving parent
Yet the penniless orphan Is left to the
unsupervised control of people who may
either from ignorance or inefficiency be
unsuited properly to discharge their duty
Upon them rests tremendous responsi-
bility

Dr R R Reeder superintendent of the
New York Orphanage in speaking of
this problem aptly sets forth the situa
tion in these words

The i style irsKattat sast sal oogbt to xwa-
yay These JWB xaaay of tbea stat Ja tfc coax

try start sack a slug p s
Prtsiikats cxtfKtnce alit giro tbesa is Htdr to
mince any effect Ecreta of tats ate ESEjlr
tacked away ia quiet cssaers or feaccd arccad ia
the pest dties with Mgk nib was bet Kttte
of this vain world can eoter They are like the
saw sad babble ritiia quietly at aaehec cr stoffly-

rrrrfTiss fa their Taimir barber Badfetarbed by the
rash f Ute pasfios onteat WIll the iBBa n-
f these lEStitBaDJH sad theme stafis errs blew

that aad a canlereBce is befog heidt These people
are good and pieas ti r coascieatiowJr beBera that
UH are ache wok by kcoptB tte poor
c feB urayixaJ BP to cotioa and otaMsL

Are you connected with one of these
oldstyle institutions Do have any
influence with any members of boards oC

directors or trustees If so upon you
rests tho responsibility of doing all in
your power by personal effort to put in
practice the methods recommended by
the conference and indorsed by the Presi
dent

Supply Exhausted
Fftsa Ute Tile

Agnes I wish I could meet a bachelor
who knows how to make tee

arent there any
AgnesQl course not AH tie men who

know how to make love properly are
married as a result

Point Overruled
Prim the Chtego TiiUax

Youve been struck twice by light
rfagi I thought lightning never struck j
twice In the sane place

It doesnt so far as I know I was
In a different place when I was hit
second time
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