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PETEY DINK — HE ALMOST MADE A FATAL MISTAKE THAT TIME

BY C. A. VOIGHT
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Out of the Blizzard.
_ It was dawn when the baby snug-
gled close to Joan's warm breast and
awakened her with its cry of hunger.!
She opened her eyes, brushed back
‘he thick hair from her face, and
sould see where the shadowy form of
her father was lying at the other side
of the tent. He was very quiet, and |
gsheswas pler >d that he was still;
slee She knew that the day be-
forg_he had been very near to ex-.
haustion, and so for half an hour,
longer she lay quiet, cooing softly to
the baby Joan. Then she arose
cautiously, tucked the baby in the
warm blankets and furs, put on her
heavier garments, and went outside. .

By this time it was broad day, and
gshe breathed a sigh of relief when!
she saw that the storm had passed. It,
was bitterly. cold. It seemed to her|
that she had never known it to be so
cold in all her life. The fire was |
completely out. Kazan was huddled
in a round ball, his nose tucked under
his-body. He raised his head, shiver- |
ing, as Joan came out. With her
heay#ty moccasined foot
tered the ashes and :
where the fire had been. There was,
not a spark left. In returning to the
tent she stopped for a moment be-
side Kazan, and patted his shaggy
head.

“Poor Wolf!” she said. “I wish I
had given you one of the bearskins!"|

She threw back the tent-flap and/
entered. For the first she saw her
father's face in the light — and out-
sidg, Kazan heard the terrible moan-
{ng cry that broke from her lips. No
one could have looked at Pierre
Radisson's face once — and not have
understood.

After that one agonizing cry, Joan
flung herself upon her father's breast,
sobbing so softly that even Kazan's
sharp ears heard no sound. She re-
mained there in her grief until every
vital _energy of womanhood and
motherhood in her girlish body was|
roused to action by the waliling cry;
of :baby Joan. Then she sprang to,
her feet and ran out through the tent:
opéning. Kazan tugged at the end of
hig chain to meet her, but she saw
nothing of him now. The terror of |
the wilderness is greater than that
of death, and in an instant it had
fallen upon Joan. It was not because
of fear for herself. It was the baby.
The wailing cries from the tent
pierced her like knife-thrusts.

And then. all at once, there came
to her what old Plerre had said the
night before — his words about the,
river, the air-holes, the home forty
miles away. “You couldn’t lose your-
self, Joan.” He had guessed what
might happen.

She bundled the baby deep in the
furs and returned to the fire-bed. Her
one thought now was that they must,
have fire. She made a little pile of:
birch-bark, covered it with half-!|
burned bits of wood, and went into|
the tent for the matches. Pierre
Radisson carried them in a water-
proof box in the pocket of his bear-
skin coat. She sobbed as she kneeled
beside him again, and obtained the!
box. As the fire flared up she addedl
other bits of wood, and then some of |
the larger pieces that Pierre had
dragged into camp. The fire gave her
courage. Forty miles — and the riverl
led to their home! She must make;
that, with the baby and Wolf. For
the first time she turned to him, and
spoke his name as she put her hand|
on his head. After that she gave him/|
a chunk of meat which she thawed
out over the fire, and melted the
gnow for tea. She was not hungry,
but she recalled how her father had
made her eat four or five times a
day, so she forced herself to make a
preakfast - of & biscuit, a shred of.

1, one of her hands was bleeding.

| choking

meat and as much hot tea as she
could drink.

The terrible hour she dreaded fol-
lowed that. She wrapped blankets!
closely about her father’s body, and
tled them with babiche cord. After
that she piled all the furs and blankets
that remained on the sledge close to
the fire, and snuggled baby Joan deep
down in them. Pulling down the tent
was a task. The ropes were stiff and
frozen, and when she had finished,
She

piled the tent on _the sledge, and

then, half covering “her face, turned,
and looked back. .., .,

Pierre Radisson lay on his balsam;
bed, with nothing over him now but}
the gray sky and the spruce-tops.|
Kazan stood stiff-legged and sniffed
the air. His spine bristled when;
Joan went back slowly and kneeled
beside the blanked-wrapped object.
When she returned to him her face
was white and tense, and now there
was a strange and terrible look in
her eves as che stared out across the
barren. She put him in the traces,
and fastened about her slender waist
the strap that Pierre had used. Thus
they struck out = for:'rthe- rtver,

Joan scat-! floundering knee-deep in the treshly | oind.
charred sticks'fallen and drifted snow. Half-way Joan ' .+ wind. He muzzled Joan again.!

stumbled in a drift and fell, her loose
hair flying in a shimmering veil over
the snow. With a mighty pull Kazan
was at her side, and his cold muzzle
touched her face as she drew herself
to her feet. For a
took his shaggy -head between her
two hands.

moment Joan, i, an excited bark.

lake, and here the wind struck her
in the face with such force that her
weight was taken from the strap,
and Kazan dragged the sledge alone.
A few inches of snow impeded her as
much as a foot had done before. Little
by little she dropped back. Kazan
forged to her side, every ounce of his
magnificent strength in the traces.
By the time they were on the river
channel again, Joan was at the back
of the sledge, following in the trail
made by Kazan. She was powerless
to help him. She felt more and
more the leaden weight of her legs.
There was but one hope — and that
was the forest. If they did not reach
it soon, within half an hour, she
would be able to go no farther. Over
and over again she moaned a prayer
for her baby as she struggled on. She
fell in the snow-drifts. Kazan and the
sledge became only a dark blotch to

her. And then, all at once, she saw
that they were leaving her. They
were not more than twenty feet

ahead of her—but the blotch ssemed
to be a vast distance ‘away. Every
bit -of life and strength in her body
was now bent upon reaching the
sledge — and baby Joan.

It seemed an interminable time be-
fore she gained. With the sledge
only six feet ahead of her she strug-
gled for what seemed to her to be
an hour before she could reach out
and touch it. With a moan she flung
herself forward, and fell upon it. She,

storm. - She no longer felt discom-
fort. With her face in the furs under
which baby Joan was buried, there]
came to her with swiftness and joy
a vision of warmth and home. And

followed by deep night. !
Kazan stopped in the trail. He’
came back then and sat down upon|

her to move and speak. But she was
very still. He thrust his nose into,

throat,” and suddenly he raised his.
head and sniffed in ‘the face:'of the
Something came to him with

but she did not stir. Then he went!
forward, and stood in his traces,!
ready for the pull, and looked back|
at her. Still she did not move or!
speak, and Kazan’'s whine gave place!

Tte strange thing in the wind came
to him stronger for a moment. He|

“Wolf!” she moaned. “Oh, Wolf!”

She went on, her breath coming
pantingly now, even from her brief
exertion. The snow was not so deep
on the ice of the river. But a wind
was rising. It came from the north
and east, straight in her face, and
Joan bowed her head as she pulled
with Kazan. Half a mile down the
river she stopped, and no longer
conld she repress the hopelessness
that rose to her lips in a sobbing
cry. Forty miles! She
clutched at her breast, and stood
breathing like one who had been
beaten, her back to the wind.
baby was quiet. Joan went back and
peered down under the furs, and what
she saw there spurred her on again
almost fiercely. Twice she stumbled
to her knees in the drifts during the
next quarter of a mile.

After that there was a stretch of
wind-swept ice, and Kazan pulled the
sledge alone. Joan walked at his
gide. There was a pain in her chest.
A thousand needles seemed pricking
her face, and
bered the thermometer. She exposed
it for a time on the top of the tent.

When she looked at it a few minutes|

later it was thirty degrees helow
zero. Forty miles!
had told her that she could make it
— and could not lose herself! But
she did not know that even her
father would have been afraid to face
the north that day,
perature at thirty below, and a moan-
ing wind bringing the first warning
of a blizzard.

The timber was far behind her
now. Ahead there was nothing but
the pitiless barren, and the timber
beyond that was hidden by the gray
gloom of the day. If there had been
trees, Joan's heart would not have
choked so with terror. But there was
nothing — nothing but that gray
ghostly gloom, with the rim of the
sky touching the earth a mile away.

The snow grew heavy under her
feet. Always she was watching for
those treacherous, frost-coated traps
in the ice her father had spoken of.
But she found now that all the ice
and snow looked alike to her, and
that there was a growing pain back
of her eves. It was the intense cold.

The river widened into a small

The i

guddenly she remem-.

And her father'

with the tem- |

began to pull. The sledge runners had l
frozen to the snow, and it took every |
{ounce of hls strength to free them.|
! T'wice diring the’ next five'minutes hel
| stopped and sniffed the air. The third
ltlmo that he halted, in a drift of snow
he “eturned to Joan's side again, and,
whined to awaken her. Then he tug-|
'ged again at the end of his traces. and;
ifoot by foot he dragged the sledge
|through the drift. Beyond the drift!
'there was a stretch of clear ice, and
.here Kazan rested. During the lull in
,the wind the scent came to him strong- |
er than before. !
At the end of the clear ice was a
inarrow break in the shore, where a
icreek ran into the main stream. If|
Joan had been consclous she would
;have urged him straight ahead. But
{Kazan turned into the break and for
:ten minutes he struggled through the
snow without a rest, whining more and |
{more frequently, until at last the|
‘whice broke into a joyous bark. Ahead
'of him, close to the creek, was a small
!cabln. Smoke was rising out of the
chimney. It was the scent of smoke
that had come to him {n the wind. A
hard level slope reached to the cabin
door. and with the last strength that
was in him Kazan dragged his burden
up that. Then he settled himself back
beside Joan, lifted his shaggy head to
‘tne dark sky and howled.

| A moment later the door opened. A
.man came out. Kazan's reddened,
snow shot eyes followed him watch-
i fully as he ran to the sledge. He heard
his startled
jover Joan,

! there came from out of the mass of
furs on the sledge the wailing, half-
rsmothered voice of baby Joan.

! A deep sigh of relief heaved up from
' Kagan’'s chest, He was exhausted. His
'strength was gone. His feet were torn

and bleeding. But the voice of baby

‘Joan filled him with a strange happi-
Iueas. and he lay down in his traces,
iwhile the man carried Joan and the
‘baby into the life and warmth of the
! cabin. .

| A few minutes later the man reap-
ipeared, He was not old, like Pierre
,Radisson. He came close to Kazan,
‘and looked down at him,

i “My God,” he said. "“And you did
,that — alone!”

exclamation as he bent;
In another lull of the wind | home here from Story county where he

him from the traces, and led him to-
ward the cabin door. Kazan hesitated
but once — almost on the threshold.
He turned his head, swift and alert.
From out of the moaning and wailing
of the storm it seemed to him that for
a moment he had heard the voice of
Gray Wolf. i
y Then the cabin door closed behind

im.

Back in a shadowy corner of the
cabin he lay. while the man prepared
somthing over a hot stove for Joan. It
was a long time before Joan rose from
the cot on which the man had placed
her, After that Kazan heard her sob-
bing: and then the man made her eat,
and for a time they talked. Then the
stranger hung up a big blanket in
tront of the bunk, and sat down close
to the stove. Quietly Kazan slipped
along the wall and crept under the
bunk For a long time he could hear.
the sobbing breath of the girl. Then
all was still.

The next morning he slipped out
through the door when the man open-
ed it, and sped swiftly into the forest.
Half a mile away he found the trail of
Gray Wolf, and called to her. From
the frozen river came her reply and he
went to her.

Vainly Gray Wolf tried to lure him
back into their old haunts —away
from: the cabin and the scent of man.
Late that mcrning the man harnessed
his dogs, and from the fringe of the
forest Kazan saw him tuck Joan and

| 1io Yonger heard ‘the wailng of the ¢pe pahy among the furs on the sledge

as old Plerre had done. All that day

the ‘ollowed in the trail of the team,'gational church at Cliffland. Her life

with Gray Wolf slinking behind him.:
Theyv traveled until dark; and then,!

under the stars and the moon that had |

then the vision faded away, and Wa$ g,))5yed the storm, the man still urg- young daughter Gladys,

ed on his team. It was deep In the
night when they came to another!
cabin, and the man beat upon the.

his haunches beside her, waiting forj o™ 4 jioht the opening of the door. ' trying to save

the joyous welcome of a man's voice, !
Joan’s sobbing ery — Kazan heard

her loose halr. A whine rose Ih b8 theso from the shadows in which he pealth faile? constantly. She delight;
was hiddep, and then slipped back to
|out of Gladys' hymn

Gray Woll.

In the days and weeks that followed :
Joan's home coming the lure of the,
cabin and of the woman’'s hand held
Kazan. As he had tolerated Pierre, |
so now he tolerated the younger man'
who lived with Joan and the baby. He
knew that the man was very dear to
Joan, and that the baby was very dear,
to him, as it was to the girl. It was

'not until the third day that Joan suc- October

ceeded in coaxing him into the cabin
— and that was the day on which the
man returned with the dead and froz-|
en body of Pierre. It was Joan's hus-

'band who first found the name on the | brothe

collar he wore, and they began call-
ing him Kazan. ~
Half a mile away, at the summit of
a hugze mass of rock which the Indians
called the Sun Rock, he and Gray Wolf
had found a home; and from hete they
went down to their haunts on the plain
and often the girl's voice reached up!
to them, calling “Kazan! Kazan! Ka.|
zan!” i
Through all the long winter Kazan!
hovered thus between the lure of Joan
and the cabin — and Gray Wolf.
Then came Spring — and the Great
Change, e
(To be continued.)
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Mr. and Mrs. P. L. Davis left the
first of the week for an exténded visit
in Haviland, Kans., to be the guest of
his brother Rev. A. W. Davis.”

Ed Newman of Saratoga, Wyo.,
reached Keosauqua a few days ago for
a visit at the home of his brother-In-
lawy M. H. Dedart and family. Mr.
Newman came to Omaha with stock,
then on to his old home.

Mrs. Georgia Sherman returned on
Thursday from Des Moines where she
has been the past two months with
her sister Mrs. W. D. Wilson.

Os Jennison has returned to

T

s KEOSAUQUA.

his

has been employed the past summer
with the county road grader hands.

Mrs., M. H. DeHart entertained the
Ruthean society at her home on Wed-
nesday afternoon of this week.

Mrs. Carrie Bell and aunt Mrs. Am-
brose vligited the first of the week in
Douds at the C. R. McCrary home.

Mrs. F. Ziegler and mother Mrs,
Anderson are visiting relatives near
Cedar Rapids.

Miss Belle Stottsberry is visiting her
gister Mrs. James Miles and family in
Des Molines.

Mrs. J. M. Overman and Mrs. J. C.
Strickling are visiting relatives in St.
Louis.

Mrs. Frank Stine of Birmingham is
here for a visit with her daughter Mrs.
Wil Cooksey and family.
this

' member, the first Christian church of

' made by kabry and Blondel
| seilles, show

In Memoriam !

Mrs. William Miller.

Anna Walford was born' in Ohlo
October, 30, 1857. She came to Iowa
with her parents when she was one
vear old and has resided in Wapello
county ever since. Those were the
days of the pioneers and she was of
that pioneer stock who have made our
beautiful state what it is and to whom
the present generation owes so much.
It was the Cliffland neighborhood
which attracted these eastern folks
from Ohio and here she spent most of
her life under the shadow of those
mighty cliffs that are evidence of
God’s mightly handiwork in the crea-
tion of the world. About ten years ago:
the family moved to Ottumwa.

She was married to George w.
Clodfelter who left her a widow in
1877 with two small babies John
Clodfelter and Clara Teesdale of
Cedar Rapids, both of whom survive
their mother.

LY

She was married again to Willlam
Miller on December, 23. 1883, to which !
union were born seven children of
whom only three survive her, twoi
sons, Bert and Clay of Ottumwa and ;
Mrs. Nelly Bailey, Denver Colo. As a
girl - of - sixteen she ~found . Jesus
Christ as her savior and United with
the M. E. church later transferring
her membership to the litttle congre-

was spent for her home and children.
When some three or four years ago &
dread disease laid hold of the fair
she spared
not herself night or day with constant
care and tender watching for the
three long years of Gladys’ sickness,
the precious lift,

Sinee then the heart of thie nobhle
woman seemed to ‘he broken and her

ed to read Gladys’ -bible and to read
book and attend

the church of which she had been a

this city.
On Saturday October 2 she passed

away to be with Jesus. At the time
she was 58 vears, eleven months and
two days old. She was laid to rest on
that last resting place of sO many
pioneers, Garricon Rock cemetery on
5. the funeral services being
conducted by Rev. C. A, Montanus.
She is survived by her husband
Willlam Miller, three sons, two daugh-
ters and five grandchildren and two
rs Jacoh of Moorehead, Ia., and
Daniel of Logan. — Contributed.

SAYS NEW PLANET
IS REALLY OLD ONE

Paris, Oct. 19.—Profeasor Bigoudan,
in a communication to the academy of
sciences, announced that calculationg
at ‘Mar-
that the new planet
whose discovery was announced by
Professor Sola of the Barcelona ob-
servatory, is really “93 ambrosi,”
which has been lost sight of for thirty-
six years.

Professor Sola of Barcelona, Spain,
announced -that he had discovered on
September 15, a new planet in the
constellation of Pisces.

WAR CONTRACTS ARE
DISTRIBUTED IN U. S.

New York, Oct. 19.—The distribu-
tion of a $57,000,000 Russian war con-
tract for munitions and supplies re-
cently awarded in this country was
announced today. The Bradley Con-
struction company was awarded the
munition contract, which totals about
$50,000,000 and includes 1,000,000,000
rifle cartridges. Its contract provides
also for a new one-man machine gun
which is carried on a soldier's back
It is an American invention. A con-
tract for five million yards of cloth
for overcoats was awarded to the
American Woolen company.

SAFETY FIRST IS
KEYNOTE OF MEET

Philadelphia, Pa., Oct. 19.—Safety
first, not as a matter of dollars and
cents, but as an effort to save human
life and limb, is the keynote of the
fourth annual congress of the Nation-
al Safety council, which opened here
today. The sessions will close Thurs-

J. C. Calhoun is in Kansas city

| He bent down fearlessly, unfastened

week on business,

day night.

A Slender Wrist

Y THE wrist and ankle, say the
beauty specialists who study
the outward and visible sym-

bols of beauty in relation to the cul-
ture of the person, can the character
and reflnement of the owner be told.

i

Glycerine makes the skin soft
and white

A thick wrist almost always accom-
panies a thick ankle, and neither
goes with what is usually called
.'lady."

To be sure, a lot of this is pure
fiction; a lady can be a lady if her
ankles measured twelve inches
tound, but most of them want slim
ankles for all that. And slim wrists

too, though these days fashion cov:
ers the wrist with cuffs, and expos:s
the ankle and much of the curve of
the leg. But it is the wrist we will
consider this time.

To be perfectly lovely, the wrist
should curve gracefully from tho
hand, and the bone be practically un-
seen. Massage is about the best way
to develop the daintily curved line,
both if the wrist is too thin, or too
large. A bleach——lemon juice will
do—should be used occasionally, to
make the hairs of the arms invi--
ible, while if the skin is rough cr
red, or {imperfect. in any way,
glycerine should be rubkted in eve: s
day or two.

If the wrists are bony, olive o'l
will build them out to right propo:-
tions sand soften and refine the skin
as well. If they are too fleshy, a
vigorous massage with the palm of
the hand will tend to reduce ths
soft fat, and bring the wrist down
into proper proportion.

For winter weather, the wrists
should be better protected than fash-
fon seems to allow. This is a mat.
ter of health as well as beauty. Not
that one need wear knitted wristlets
or such abominations—one need
merely use glycerine before zoing out.

Questiions and Answers

Have had a red splotch on the en
of my nose for several months. Cun
you tell me what to use o remove
it 7—Maybelle.

Reply—I would advise a strict
diet to purify your blood. These
spots usually mean some sort of dis-
order, due to upset digestion and
impure blood. ’

. * . *

Wil you send me the recipes for
flesh-building cream and the bust de-
veloper?—Mrs. T.

Reply—These will be sent on re
ceipt of a self-addressed, stamped en-
velope. So many requests come in
that they cannot be answered, unless
those who write send me addressed |
and stamped envelopes for reply, '

‘.
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Grandpup caim erround for supplr
last nite, and he had a littel thing with

him and he showed it to pop, saying,

Look at heer, Willyum, heers a sticker

awl rite, the point is to see if you can
get the 3 littel balls in the 3 littel
holes.

The puzzil has yet to be invented
that can stump
pop. And he took the littel thing, say-
ing, Now jest keep yure eye on yure
Unkel Dudley. Children permitted to
keep both eyes awn him.

And he startid to jiggil the littel
box, making it rattil, and aftir, a wile
he stopped smiling to himself and slid

away down in his chare and kepp awn |

trying to get the 3 littel balls in the
3 littel holes, saying, Well what the
dash blank dimmitty.

Its a sticker awl rite, hee, hee, sed
grandpop.

Its nuthing of the kind, its perfeck-
ly simpil, give me time, thats awl, sed
pop, as the amature magacian sed wen
he faled to find a rabbit in his bruthirs
high fat, Give me time.

An he kepp awn ratteling it and af-
tir a wile ma called up to us to come

Willyum Potts, sed i
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down in a moment, as soon as [ do
grandpop, You 2 go down a wile, Ill be
|Jown in a moment, as ssoon as I do
this thing, nevvir shell it be sed in the
histery books that a dinkey littel puz-
zil got the best of the grate Willyum
Potts.

And me and grandpop, went down,
{ grandpop saying, its a sticker, thares
no doubt about that. And aftir we had
bin eeting suppir a wile, ma went out
in the hall and called up to pop,
Farthir, do you wunt evvrything to
get cold.

The blooming blazes with evvry-
thing, sed pop. And we cood heer the
puzzil ratteling awl! the way down
stares, and aftir a wile grandpop went
out in the hall and called up, Willyum,
1 dont hardly bleeve youll be abel to
do it, wun of the holes is kind of stop»
ped up, and the ball cant stay in it

Wel wy the dinkitty slim slam Wis-
tersheer sauce dident you 'say so, sed
pop. And we herd sumthing go Bang
awn the seeting room floar, beeing the
puzzil brakeing, and pop ecaim down
and ate his suppir looking mad as eny-
‘t,bing. and evvry time he looked at
;grandpop he looked maddir.

|
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Jake Bride of near Bloomfield, visi
ed over Sunday at the Bert Kepple
home in Kirkville and other old friends
in the vicinity.

Mrs. Susan Plummer of Eddyville,
is visiting relatives in Kirkville and
vicinity.

W. J. Brown attended
Warner public sale.
Mrs. Jacob Ross

seriously ill

Ernest Van Cleve and several of the
farmers sare filling their silos.

Mrs. Myrtle Chick is visiting a few

the John

of Kirkville, is

days at the home of her mother, Mrs.
M. E. Allison.

Mr. and Mrs. Jasper Allison of
Kirkville are visiting in White City.

TO KEEP ARMIES APART.

Milan, Oct. 19. — The correspondent
of the Secolo at Bucharest telegraphs
that the Serbians are attempting to
occupy Widin to prevent the Germans
from establishing communication with
the Bulgarians by the Lom-Palanka
route.. The Serblan army is seeking
to envelope the Bulgarian troops oper
lating in the dircction of the Timok
lrlver.




