
' ;ith due appreciation of its precious-nes- s

carried it out to his sled. Re-
turning, he gathered his pots and
pans together, packed his grub-bo- x

and rolled up his bed. When the sled
was lashed and the complaining dogs
harnessed, he - returned into the
cabin for his mittens.

"Good-by-e, Tess," he said, stand-
ing at the open door.

She turned on him, struggling for
speech, but too frantic to word the
passion that burned in her.

"Good-by- e, Tess," he repeated
gently.

"Beast!" she managed to articu-
late.

She turned and tottered to the
bunk, flinging herself face down upon
it, sobbing: "You beasts J You
beaste!"

John Messner closed the door
softly behind him, and, as he started
the dogs, looked back at the cabin
with a great relief in his face. At
the1 bottom of the bank, beside the
water-hol- e, he halted the sled. He
worked the sack of gold out between
the lashings and carried it to the
water-hol- e. Already a new skin of
ice had formed. This he broke with
his fist. Untying the knotted mouth
with his teeth, he emptied the con-
tents of the sock into the water. The
river was shallow at that point, and
two feet beneath the surface he could
see the bottom dull yellow in the
fading light. At the sight of it, he
spat into the hole.

He started the dogs along the
Yukon trail. Whining spiritlessly,
they were reluctant to work. Cling-
ing to the gee-po- le with his right
hand and with his left rubbing
cheeks and nose, he stumbled over
the rope as the dogs swung on a
bend.

"Mush-6- n, you poor, sore-foot-

brutes!" he cried. "That's it, mush-on- !"

(The End.)
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More than 100,000 women pay
taxes in 'Michigan.
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A chap to whom I was introduced
at a private function, don't you
know, assumed astounding familiar-
ity with society leaders everywhere,
and when I chawnced to observe that
he seemed to be 'acquainted with all
the best people he struck a lofty atti-
tude and retorted:

"Yep, society is right where I live.
The blue book can't go to press with-
out my mug on the front cover. I'm
No. 2 in the 400, because we always
count in the president of the United
States. ' My date book is crammed
from now until the 1915 fair, with tea
fights, tango tussles, debutante
Tound-up- s, polo riots, receptions,
cider soirees and watermelon rind-fest- s.

Mrs. Astor and Mrs. Gould al-

ways throw a fit trying tp give me
the glad fin, and I wear1 out six banjo-fro- nt

suits during the social season."
My word!
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Horse hair automobile tires have

been patented by a French iii mentor.
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