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CHAPTER V (Continued.) ' came from it a strange thrilling cry — 
It was a strong pack, filled with old and he knew that here on the sledge 

and fearless hunters. Gray Wolf was he had found not enmity and death, 
the youngest, and Bhe kept close to but that from which he had been driv-
Kazan's shoulders. She could see noth- en away in the other world beyond the 
Ing of his red shot eyes and dripping ridge. 
Jaws, and would not have understood | In a flash he turned. He snapped 
if she had seen. But she could feel at Gray Wolf's flank, and she dropped 
and she was thrilled by the spirit of away with a startled yelp. It had all 
that strange and mysterious savagery happened in a moment, but the man 
That had made Kazan forget all things . v/as almost down. Kazan leaped un-
but hurt and death. <der his clubbed rifle and drove into 

The pack made no sound. There tb 'ace of what was left of the pack, 
was only the panting of breath and the His fangs cut like knives. If he had 
soft fall of many feet. They ran swift- fought like a demon against the dogs 
!y and close. And always Kazan was he fought like ten demons now, and 
a leap ahead, with Gray Wolf nosing the man — bleeding and ready to fall 
Ms shoudler. —staggered back to the sledge, marvel-

Never had he wanted to kill as he Jng at what was happening. For in 
felt the desire in him to kill now. For Gray Wolf there was now the instinct 
the flrst time he had no fear of man, of matehood. and seeing Kazan tear-
no few of the club, of the whip, or ing and fighting the pack she Joined 
of the thing that blazed forth fire and him In the struggle which she could 
death. He ran more swiftly, in order not understand. 
to overtake them and give them battle | when lt waB over) Kazan and Gray 
sooner. All of the pent up madness Woif were aione out on the plain. The 
of four years of slavery and abuse at pack had 8}unk away into the night, 
the hands of men broke loose In thin an(j same moon and stars that had 
red streams of fire In his veins, and givep t0 Kazan the flrst knowledge of 
when at last he saw a moving blotch hla birthright told him now that no 
far out on the plain ahead of him, the ]0nger WOuld those wild brothers of 
cry that came out of his throat was the piains respond to his call when he 
one that Gray Wolf did not under- howJed into the sky. under
stand. 

Three hundred yards beyond that, 
moving blotch was the thin line of 
timber, and Kazan and his followers ,w" ^ " 
bore down swiftly. Half way to the^s was % 
timber they were almost upon it, and ,Je saw-afire in t e edge ^ 

Ho was hurt. And Gray Wolf was 
hurt, but not so badly as Kazan. He 
was torn and bleeding. One of his 

a time 
forest. 

suddenly it stopped and became a |jrae"°ld"call was strong him He 
black and motionless shadow on the (w.aT}t€^ t0 kn had felt 
enow. From out of it there 1*1^ j gn5ta

ta
b^ 

that lightning tongue of flame that Ka- j « °io!!ld have gone —and 
ran had always dreaded, and he heard , the r dge. He! wouldI have gone ana 
the hissing song of the death bee over would have urged Gray Wolf tgo wUh 
his head. He did not mind it now. He j him 7- but the man was he . 
yelped sharply, and the wolves raced j whined, and Gray Wolf ™™8t

s *e* 
in until four of them were neck and,warm muzzle against kj®n®ck.^Som* 

wm, him I thing told them both that they were 
1 sSond flash - and the death b e e  outcasts, that the plains 1  

drove from breast to tail of a huge,and the stars were against tbem now 
gray fighter close to Gray Wolf. A , and they slunk Into the shelter and the 
third — a fourth — a fifth spurt of 
that lire from the black shadow, and 
Kazan himself felt a sudden swift pass
ing of a red hot thing along his shoul
der, where the man's last bullet shaved 
off the hair and stung his flesh. 

Three of the pack had gone down 
under the flre of the rifle, and half of 
the others were swinging to the right 
und the left. But Kazan drove straight 
Ahead. Faithfully Gray Wolf follow
ed him. 

The sledge dogs had been freed 
from their traces, and before he could 
reach the man, whom he saw with his wounds, where the fangs of the wolves 
rifle held like a club In his hands, K&- had reached to his fle^h, and he felt in 
7an was met by the fighting mass of his breast that old an<f terrible pain, of 
ihem. He fought like a fiend, and there which no one knew /the meaning bu^ 
was the strength and the fierceness of himself. He dragged in log after log, 
two mates in the i-'-ftd gnashing of piled them on the Arte until the names 
Gray Wolf's fangs. Two of the wolves leaped up to the crisping needles of 
rushed in. and Kazan heard the terrific the limbs above an# heaped a supply 
hack breaking thud of the rifle. To (close at hand for 
him it was the club. He wanted to. night 

gloom of the forest. 
Kazan could not go far. He could 

still smell the camp when he lay down. 
Gray Wolf snuggled closo to him. 
Gently she soothed with her soft 
tongue Kazan's bleeding wounds. And 
Kazan, lifting his head, whined softly 
to the stars. > . 

CHAPTER VI. U W 
Joan, j 

OR the edge of the cellar and spruce 
forest old Pierre Radteson built the 
flre. He was bleeding from a dozen 

/use later in the 

reach it. He wanted to reach the man 
who held it, and he freed himself from 
the^flghting mass of the dosrs and 
sprang to the sledge. For the first 
time he saw that ther was something 
human on the sledge, and in an instant 
he was upon it. He buried his jaws 
deep They sank in something soft 

From the sledge 
iptill wild eyed an* 

Joan watched him, 
fearful, still trem 

blin*. She was holding her baby close 
to her breast. Her long heavy hair 
smothered her shloulders and arms in 
a dark lustrous vfeil that glistened and 
rippled in the flrlellght when she mov
ed. Her young 1 face was scarcely a 

and hairy, and he opened them for an-, woman's tonight!, though she was a 
r.ther lunge. And then he heard the mother. She looked like a child, 
voice. It was her voice! Every I Old Pierre laiughed as he threw 
muscle in his body stood still. He be- j down the last arjtaful of fuel, and stood 
came suddenly like flesh turned to life- ] breathing hard. 
less stone. j "It was close;, ma cheri," he panted 

Her voice! The bear rug was thrown through his w'aite beard: "We were 
back and what had been hidden under nearer to death out there on the plain 
it he saw clearly now in the light of than we will, ever be again, I hope, 
the moon and the stars. In him in- But we are - comfortable now, and 
stlnct worked more swiftly than hu
man brain could have given'birth to 
leason. It was not she. But the 
voice was the same, and the white 
girlish face so close to his own blood-
reddened eyes bkld in it that same 
mystery that he Tjiad learned to love. 
.And he saw now that which she was 

warm. Eh? /You are no longer afraid? 
He sat dpwn beside his daughter, 

and gently /pulled back the soft fur 
that envelo/ped the bundle she held in 
her arms./ He could see one pink 
cheek of liaby Joan. The eyes of Joan, 
the mothar, were like stars. 

"It was'the baby who saved us," she 
clutching to her there whispere^. "The dogB were 

torn to pieces by the wolves, and I 
saw them leaping upon you, when one 
of them sprang to the sledge. At flrst 
I thought it was one of the dogs. But 
it was a wolf. He tore once at us, and 
the bearskin saved us. He was almost 
at my throat when baby cried, and 
then he stood there, his red eyes a 
foot from us, and I could have sworn 
again that he was a dog. In an instant 
he turned, and was fighting the wolves. 
I saw him leap upon one that was al
most at your throat." 

"He was a dog," said old Pierre, 
holding out his hands to the warmth. 
"They often wander away from the 
posts, and Join the wolves. I have had 
dogs do that. Ma cherl, a dog is a 
dog all his life. Kicks, abuse, even 

[the wolves can not change him — for 
long. He was one of the pack. He 

' came with them — to kill. But when 
he found us —" 

"He fought for us," breathed the 
girl. She gave him the bundle, and 
stood up, straight and tall and slim in 
the firelight. "He fought for us — 
and he was terribly hurt," she said. "I 
saw him drag himself away. Father, 
if he is out there — dying—" 1 

Pierre Radisson stood up. He cough
ed In a shuddering way, trying to 
stifle the sound under his beard. The 
fleck of crimson that came to his lips 
with the cough Joan did not see. She 
had seen nothing of it during the six 
days they had been traveling up from 
the edge of civilization. Because of 
that cough, and the stain that come 
with it, Pierre had made more than 
ordinary haste. i 

' "I have been thinking of that," he I 
said. "He was badly hurt, and I do 
not think he went far. Here take little 
Joan and sit close to the flre until 1; 

: come back." 
I The moon and the stars were hril-1 

! liant in the sky when he went in the 
1 plain. A short distance from the edge 
of the timberline he stood for a mo
ment upon the spot where the wolves 
had overtaken them an hour before. 

1 Not one of his four dogs had lived. 
The snow was red fcith their blood and 
their bodies lay stiff where they had 
fallen under the pack. Pierre shud
dered as he looked at them. If the 

j wolves had not turned their flrst mad 
attack upon the dogs, what would have 
become of himself* Joan and the baby? 
He turned away-, with another of those 
hollow coughs that brought the blood 
to his lips. 

A few yards to one side he found In 
the snow the trail of the strange dog 
that had come with the wolves, and 
had turned against'them In that mo
ment when all seemed lost. It was not 
a clean running trail. It was more of 
a furrow In the snow, and Pierre Rad
isson followed lt, expecting to flnd the 
dog dead at the end of lt 

In the sheltered spot to which he 
had dragged himself in the edge of the 
forest, Kazan lay for t long time after 
the flght, alert and watchful. He felt 
no very great pain. But he had lost 
the power to stand upon his legs. His 
flanks seemed paralyzed. Gray Wolf 
crouched close at his side, sniffing the 
air. They could smell the camp, and 
Kazan could detect the two things that 
were there — man and woman. He 
knew that the girl was there, where he 
could see the glow of the firelight 
through the spruce and the cedars. He 
wanted to go to her. He wanted to 

;drag himself close in to the flre, and 
take Gray Wolf wtlh him, and listen to 
her voice, and feel the touch of her 
hand. But the man was there, and to 
him man had always meant the club, 

• the whip, pain, death. 
I Gray Wolf crouched close to his 
,side, and whined softly as she urged 
, Kazan to flee deeper with her Into the 
foreet. At last she understood that he 1 

could not move, and she ran nervous-1 
ly out Into the plain, and back again,! 
until her footprints were thick in the i 
trail she made. The Instincts of mate-
hood were strong in her. It was she 
who flrst saw Pierre Radisson coming 
over their trail, and she ran swiftly 
bacl: to Kazan and gave the warning, 

i Then Kazan caught the scent, and 
he saw the shadowy figure coming' 

1 through the starlight. He tried to 
drag himself back, but he could move j 
only by inches. The man came rap-

jIdly nearer. Kazan caught the glisten-' 
of the rifle in his hand. He heard his 

: hollow cough, and the tread of his feet | 
I in the snow. Gray Wolf crouched 
I shoulder to shoulder with him, trem-
i bling and showing her teeth. When ; 
i Pierre had approached within fifty' 
! feet of them she slunk back into the 
(deeper shadows of the spruce. j 

Kazan's fangs were bared menacing
ly when Pierre stopepd and looked 

] down at him. With an effort he drag-
I ged himself to his feet, but fell back 
into the snow again. The man lean
ed his rifle against a sapling and bent 

•  C H I L D R E N ' S  E V E N I N G  S T O R Y  

A VISIT TO BILLIE BUSHTAIU 
You remember how Lulu and Jimmie 

had to be punished for disobeying 
their papa and mamma, and going too 
near the waterfall, I suppose? They 
couldn't go in swimming for three 
days Well, the three days were very 
nearly up; that is there was just ono 
day left, so Lulu said: 

"Come on Jimmie, we will go for a 
walk in the woods. Don't you want to 
come, too, Alice?" 

Now, of course, Alice could go In the 
water if she wanted to, for she was 
not punished, as she had not gone near 
the waterfall, but instead of going 
swimming alone, she stayed with her 
brother and sister, and I call that very 
kind of her. So when Lulu asked her 
to take a walk in the woods, Alice an
swered : 

"Of course, I will go with you. Who 
knows, perhaps we may have an ad
venture !" For you see Alice was very 
romantic. That is, she always hoped 
something would happen that never 
had happened before, and she was al
ways hoping a fairy prince would come 
along, and rescue her from some dan
ger. But, up to this time, nothing like 
this had ever occurred, though those 
duck children are going to have a 
small adventure pretty soon, I think. 

"All right," spoke Jimmie, "let's take 
a walk, and see what happens." So 
they walked on through the woods, 
which were very fine that day, and 
they felt the nice, warm, brown earth 
on their yellow feet and lt was almost 
as good as going in the water. Pretty 
soon, just after they had passed under 
a buttonball tree, the ducklings heard 
a noise, and who should run out from 
under a bush but little Sister Sallie. 
You remember her, I hope; Sister Sal-
lie, who was named after Lolly-pop-
Lally, and who lived with Johnnie and 
Billie Bushytail. 

"Why, Sister Sallie!" cried Lulu 
Wibblewobble, "where are you going 
this bright, beautiful sunshiny day?" 

"I'm going for the doctor," answered 
Sister Sallie. 

"Are you sick?" inquired Jimmie. 
"You don't look so." 

"No, it's Billie Bushytail," said the 
little girl squirrel. "He is quite 111, and 
I am going for Dr. Possum. Billie has 
r fever and headache, and he snuffles 
something terrible. His papa and 
mamma are quite worried about him. 
Isn't it terrible to be sick?" 

"I don't know," answered Jimmie, 
"for I was never sick." 

"I was once," remarked Alice, "and 
it is not nice, I do assure you. Sup
pose we go call on Billie Bushytail. 
Maybe we could cheer him up." 

"I think that would be lovely," spoke 
Sister Sallie. "You go see him, while 
I hurry for the doctor." 

So the three Wibblewobble children 
walked on through the* pleasant woods, 
until they came to the place where the 
Bushytail family had moved. Their 
home was now in a hollow stump, close 
to the ground, and there was a fallen 
tree leading up to it, just like a plank 
oVer the brook, so the ducks could 
easily walk up it. They went right to 
the front door, and Jimmie knocked 
with his strong, yellow bill. Mrs. 
Bushytail opened the door, and when 
she saw the little ducklings, she 3aid: 

"Oh, my dears! Do not come too 
near, for we don't know what disease 
Billie may have. I woudl not want you 
to catch it." 

"Oh, we are not afraid," spoke Jim
mie. "But will not come too near. We 
were out walking in the woods, and we 
met little Sister Sallie. We came to 
call on Billie, and cheer him up." 

"That is very kind. - of you," said 
Mamma Bushytail. "The poor little 

ever him fearlessly. With a fierce 
growl Kazan snapped at his extended 
hands. To his surprise the man did 
not pick up a stick or a club. He held 
out his hand again — cautiously — 
and spoke in a voice new to Kazan. 
The dog snapped again, and growled. 

The man persisted, talking to him 
all the time, and once his mittened 
hand touched Kazan's head, and escap
ed before the jaws could reach it. 
Again and again the man reached out 
his hand and three times Kazan felt 
the touch of it, and there was neither 
threat nor hurt in it. At last Pierre 
turned away and went back over the 
trail. 

When he was out of sight and hear
ing, Kazan whined, and the crest 
along his spine flattened. He looked 

•  •  •  •  * * * * *  

fellow is quite miserable. I put his feet 
in hot mustard water, and gave him 
some Jamaica ginger, and he is now in 
bed. I fear he has the epizootic, 
which is a very dreadful disease." 

"Oh, I hope not!" exclaimed Alice, 
kindly. "Perhaps he only has the pip, 
which is not nearly so bad." 

"Perhaps," answered Mamma Bushy
tail. "I have sent Johnnie for some 
quinine, and that may help Billie." 

"May we see him?" asked Lulu. 
"Perhaps we can cheer him up." 

"To be sure, you may see him," re
plied Billie's mamma; so she opened 
the door a little wider In order that 
the ducklings might look In the hol
low stumpbouse, for of course they 
could not enter, as it was too small. 
They saw Billie, all wrapped up In 
blankets, in bed, and he looked quite 
ill. But he seemed happy In spite of 
that, for the hot mustard footbath had 
helped him some. He smiled when he 
saw Jimmie and Lulu and Alice. Then 
Jimmie gave Mrs. Bushytail some nice 
acorns he had picked up in the woods 
and had carried under his wing. 

"They are for Billie," said Jimmie. 
Next Lulu gave the sick squirrel boy 
some nice, sweet grass she had gath
ered on the edge of the pond, and 
Alice had some lovely sugared sweet 
flag root, which is very good In case 
of sickness. Then Billie felt much 
better, and after a while Jimmie said: 
"Let's sing a funny little song for Bil
lie." 

So Jimmie. Alice and Lulu sang this 
little verse to cheer up poor, sick Bil
lie, and, if you can get a good singer 
to sing it for you, it doesn't sound at 
all bad, I assure you: 

Don't mind if you have to take stuff 
from a spoon. 

'Tis better than having to climb to 
the moon. 

You might make a stumble or else 
have a tumble, 

And then you would fall pretty soon. 
We came, little Billie, to make you 

feel better. 
At flrst we were going to write you 

a letter; 
But we had no ink, dear, so that's 

why we came here. 
We're dry now, but we'll soon be 

wetter. 
Then Billie laughed right out loud, 

he felt so much better, and he ate 
some acorns and the sweet-flag root, 
nibbling it with his sharp teeth. Then 
a scratching sound was heard on th« 
stump and who should come up it but 
Sister Sallie, with Dr. Possum. 

The doctor said "He!" and he said 
"Hum!" and he said "Ahem!" Then 
hel felt Billie's pulse and made him 
put out his tongue. Then Dr. Possum 
exclaimed: "Why, this little squirrel 
Isn't sick at all! No, sir! Not at all. 
My goodness me; no» Indeed! Why, 
the very idea! Sick? I guess not!" 

But-Mrs. Bushytail said her little 
boy had been very ill and Dr. Possum 
answered: 

"Well, If he was sick, these little 
ducks have cured him. They are just 
as good at doctoring as I am; yes, in
deed; and a thermometer or two be
sides. There is no need for me." 

"It was the funny little song that 
cured me," said Billie. Then he got 
out of bed and began frisking around; 
the doctor went home, and the little 
squirrel was all well. After a while 
Jimmie, Lulu and Alice had to leave, 
and they went home, feeling very hap
py for the good they had done to Billie 
Bushytail, for it always makes you feel 
happy to help some one. Now, if you 
promise not to whisper in school next 
week you shall hear tomorrow night 
how Jimmie tried to become a flying 
machine. 

wistfully toward the glow of the fire. 
The man had not hurt him, and the 
three-quarters of him that was dog 

. wanted to follow. 

EDNA a 
KENT * 
FORBES 

Beautifying One's Eyes 

Gray Wolf came back and stood with 
stiffly planted forefeet at his side. She 
had never been this near to man be
fore, except when the pack had over-

j taken the sledge out on the plain. She 
j could not understand. Every instinct 
I that was In her warned her that he 
was the most dangerous of all things, 

jmorc to be feared than the strongest 
i beaets, the storms, the floods, cold and 
starvation. And yet this man had not 
harmed her mate. She sniffed at Ka
zan's back and head, where the mit
tened hand had touched. Then she 

'trotted back into the darkness again, 
tor beyond the edge of the forest she 

IN CHILDHOOD, the eyes are 
round, and charming in their 
straight ahead gaze. But as the 

mind grows, the eyes elongate to an 
oval—if not, it is a sign that the 
mind has not developed. On the 
contrary, If the eye lengthens too 
much, it marks the growth of a sus
picious, crafty nature. 

A wide, clear eye, with the least 
droop at the corners, is the ideal 
of present-day standards in beauty. 
They say the Empress Eugenie had 
the most perfect pair of languorous 
droopy eyes, of any famous beauty. 
And this droop may be cultivated 
easily, by frequently drawing out 
the corners of the eyes, with the 
least downward motion, letting the 
pull come from the upper lid. This 
will increase the size of the eye just 
the faintest bit, and will counteract 
the bead-like look that spoils most 
round-eyed people. 

Aside from this, nothing should be 
done to the eye, to beautify it, ex
cept to improve the eyelash and 
brow, if these do not measure up to 
standard. Light blue to the black
est of black eyes will be improved 
and apparently enlarged, if the 
lashes are long and sweeping. Be
sides, long lashes shade the eye it
self, protecting It from dust and from 
the glare of the sun. And they soft
en the expression, giving a dreamy 
charm that nothing can equal. 

There are any number of reliable 
creams which byx their nature will 
feed and nourish scanty brows and 
lashes, and make them grow long 
and thick. These are to be applied 
with a soft camel's hair brush at 
night, touching the roots of the 
hairs, without getting near the brim 
of the eyeball itself. A recipe for 
the beBt known of these will be sent 
upon receipt of a self-addressed, 
stamped envelope. 

Even more Important, though. Is 
the cultivation of a bright, animated 
expression, to lend depth and life to 
the eye's appearance. 

Questions and Answers 
Can you give me a remedy for 

superfluous flesh f I think it would 
do me all the good in the world if 
/ were thinner.—8. 

Reply—Diet, fresh air and plenty 
of exercise are the star remedies for 
fat. Follow this rule rigidly, and you 
must inevitably grow thinner. If 
the amount of exercise you take con-

Lashes and brows need to be 
nourished too 

Buroes more tissue than you built 
by food—decreasing the food supply 
will decrease the production of tis
sue—and If yoa get plenty of open 
*ir to produce flesh-destroying car
bon, you cannot help but lose fat. 

• * • • 
Can you give me a recipe for a 

good shampoo in these columns f— 
Grade. 

Reply—No, but I will if you will 
mail me a self-addressed, stamped 
envelope. 

L I T T L E  B E N N Y ' S  N O T E  B O O K  *  
BT LBS PAPS • 

My cuzzin Artie and me was playing 
serkis today in the frunt hall, Artie 
beeing the elefant and me beolny the 
animil trainer, and I made him do awl 
sawts of tricks inclooding sum even a 
reel elefunt coodent proberly do, in 
cloodlng spinning erround awn his tale 
and singing Its a Lawng Way to Tipi.)i-
rary wile he was standing awn his 
frunt legs, and aftir we got tired think
ing up noo triks I sed, Lets go up in 
the setting room and show pop and ma. 

Awl rite, sed the elefunt. And we 
went upstares and I stuck my hed in 
the setting room doar, saying, Pop, do 
you wunt to see a trained elefunt. 

Sure, bring him alawng, ha, ha, sed 
pop. 

Ma, do you wunt to see a trained 
elefunt, I sed. 

O, well if it amuses yure farthlr, 
sed ma. 

. Jumbo, come in, I sed. And Artie 
calm wawklng in awn his hands and 
feat, swinging his hed frum wun side 
to the uthir like a elefunt wawking, 

and pop startid to laff, saying, Ha, ha, 
verry good, Eddy, ha, ha. 

Jumbo, stand awn wun hine leg and 
say Mamma, I sed. 

Which the elefunt did, and then l 
made him stick his foot up to his nooze 
and wiggil it and skratch for flees and 
uthlr things you dont jenrelly see ele-
funts doing, and then I sed, Now lift 
me up awn yure trunk. And I quick 
sat down awn his hed wen he wasent 
ixpeckting it and his bed went down 
and hit the floar a fearse krack and the 
elefunt got mad and startid to hit his 
trainer and a pritty exsiteing flte was 
going awn by the time pop jumped up 
and pulled us apart, saying, Hay, hay, 
I dident say I wuntid to stay and see 
the conBert aftir the main show, heer, 
heers 3 sents for the elefunt If M 
promises to let by gones be by goneS. 

Wich Artie promised and pop gave 
him the 3 sents and me and Artie went 
out and had a argewment about 
weathir letting by gones be by gones 
ment giving me wun of the 3 sents. 

once more saw moving life. 
The man was returning, and with 

him was the girl. Her voice was soft 
and sweet, and there was about her the 
breath and sweetness of woman. The 
man stood prepared, but not threaten
ing. 

"Be careful, Joan," he warned. 
She dropped on her knees in the 

snow, just out of reach. 
"Come, boy — come!" she said 

gently. She held out her hand. Ka
zan's muscles twitched. He moved an 
inch — two inches toward her. There 
was the old light in her eyes and face 
now. the love and gentleness he had 
known once before, when another wo

man with shining hair and eyes had 
come Into his life. "Come!" she whis
pered as she saw him move, and she 
bent a little, reached a little farther 
with her hand, and at last touched hi3 
head. 

Pierre knelt beside her. He was 
proffering something, and Kazan smell-
ed meat. But it was the girl's hand 
that made him tremble and Bhlver, and 
when she drew back, urging him to fol
low her, he dragged himself painfully 
a foot or two through the snow. Not 
until then did the girl see his mangled 
leg. In an instant she had forgotten 
all caution, and was down close at his 
side. / 

<To be continued.) 


