S

BYNOPSIS.

Phillp Cayley, accused of a crime of
which he is not gullty, resigns from the
rmy In ﬁlﬁrm and his affection for
his grhmi. eyt. Perry Hunter, turns to
hatred. Cayley seeks solitude, where he
a flying machine. While soaring

over
curfously shaped stick he had seen In the
assassin’s hand. Mounting again, he dis-
covers & yacht anchored in the bay. -
sranding near the steamer, he meets a
girl on an ice floa. He learns that the
ﬁrl'l name is Jeanne Fielding and that
e yacht has come north to seek signs
of har father, Captain Flelding, an arctic
explorer. A party from the yachl is ma-
king search ashors, After Cayley departs
Jeanne Ands that he had dropped a cu-
rlously-shaped stick. Captain Flanck and
the gurviving erew of his wrecked whaler
ars in hidlag on the coast. A glant ruf-
flan named coe, had murdered Fileld
ing and his two companions, after the ex-
plorer had revealed the location of an
enormeus ledge of pure gold. Roscos then
command of the pnnt'. It develops

the ruffian had committed the mur-
witnessad by Cayley. Roacoe plans
capture m‘vuht and escape with a
big load of gold. Jeanne tells Fanshaw,
owner of the yacht, about the visit of the
¥-man and shows him the siick left hy

{i-y. Fanshaw declares that it is an
o _throwing-stick, used to. shoot
dgarts. Tom Fanshaw returns from the

hing party with & sprainad ankle,
erry Hunter Is found murdersd and
yley is anccused of the crime but Jeanne
zlmu him innocent. A relief party goes
find the searchers. Tom professes his
love for Jeanne. She rows ashore and
enters an ned hut, and there finds
her father's diary, which discloses the ex-
Ter's susplelon of Roscoe. The ruf-
retlurns to the hut and sees Jeanne,

CHAPTER VIIl—Continued.

At tne sound of it, he drew himself
ap, towering, before her, and, so, be-
came visible to her—a monstrous,
blurred, uncertain shape.

And she cried out; this time In ter
ror. Then, before he could spring
upon her and kill her with his hands,
as his brutish instinet of rage urged
him to do, he started back suddenly,
and himeelf. eried out!

For a faint circle of light, waving,
wandering, unearthy, was shining
straight down upon both of them
through the fog—out of the sky itself.

Looking up, he saw overbead a
single, great luminous eye, and in the
reflsction of its owm light upon the
fce, very faintly, the fabric of out-
stretohed wings.

Then from up thers, overhead, he
. “T'm

tottering to absolute destruction.
could get back to his boat
the oars umder his bands
‘again—once he found himself pulling
toward the yacht, no matter how
deaperate the odds awaiting him there
might be against him, he would, he
felt, be himself once more.

2

He had not passed his boat, he knew;
dbut he finally realized that he had
massed the place where he had brought

he Arctie regions, he picks up a |
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CHAPTER IX.
Waiting for Dawn,

Cayley wheeled so that he headed
up into the wind and dropped, facing
the girl and with his back to her re
treating assaflant. He had to drop ak
most vertically in order to avoid be-
ing blown out into the sea after he
struck the ice. Even as it was, he
went slithering dowg the glassy slope
toward the water, and only managed
to check his impetus by throwing him-
sell flat on his face and clutching at a
hummock which chanced to offer him
a precarious hold. He had come down
“all adrift” as sailors say, and his
monstrous wings, powerless for flight
but instinet with flapping perversity,
cost bim a momentary struggle while
he was getting them bundled into con-
trollable shape,

But, thanks as much to luck as to
skill, he presently found himself upon
bhis feet uninjured. He at once set
out, making what haste he could,
across the ice toward where he had
last seen the girl, shouting up the
gale to her at the same time, to know
if she were safe. He heard no an-

ly, only a pace or two away. His first
act than, even before speaking, was to
take out his pocket electrie bull's-eye
and turn it full upon her.

“It's just to make sure you're not
hurt—that I really got down here in
time,” he apologized. “T wish I might
bave saved you the terrer, but it
wasn't until you cried out that I
knew—"

“I'm not hurt,” ghe assured him.
“I'm a Witle daszed, that's all.—No,
not with fright, with wonder. 1 hard-
Iy had time to be frightened. But I
thought you'd gome this morning, that
you had abangoned us just as you said
you would. nd yet, when 1 cried
out just mow, for help, it was you that
I called to. And them you
came out of the sky, Just as | was
sure you would. For | was certain,
with the same certainty one has In
dreams, Now, that it's over, 1 find
myself wondering again if you are
real. I'm not hurt at all.”

Before he.could find anything to say
in answer, they heard another shot,
muffled in the fog, from the direction
of the Aurora, and In prompt reply to
it, another volley.

“Wasn't there firing before?™ she
asked. "Can any one be attacking the
yacht? There is 0o one there but
Tom, you know, and he's disabled.—
Can't we—can’t I, get out there any
way?! The boat I came ashore in Is
right here.”

Witheut making her any answer, he
carried the unwieldly bundle his wings
made into the hut and left it there,
then returned to her and offered her
his haod.

“We'll go down and look for your
boat,” he said.

Along the water's edge they
searched, aided by the little beam from
his bull's-eye, the sound of intermit
tent firing from the yacht urging haste
all the while. But it did not take long
to force the conviction upon them that
the boat was gone. Blown adrift,

#the boat ashore.

most Hkely, was Cayley's explanation.

Then From Up There Overhead Me Heard a Volce.

swer, but presently made her out, dim- [

He felt ber trembling. Whether
with cold or dread, he did not koow,
but be took her arm and steadied her
with the pressure of his own.

“Come back to the hut" be sald
“The situation isn't as bad as you
think. TI'll tell you when we get to
shelter where we can talk.”

8he turned obediently, and breasted
the ey slope with him. Neither spoke
again until they were safe in the lee
of the hut. Then he sald:

‘1 don't think Fanshaw Is alone
there on the yacht. The relief party
and the first party from the Aurora
got together some time this afternocon
and started back toward the shore.
They should be aboard the yacht by
now, though when the fog fell It put
an end to my activities. The Walrus
people have undoubtedly attacked
them, but they shouldn’t have any
trouble in beating them off. They out-
number them and they are better
armed; in fact, sc far as 1 know, the
Whalrus people aren't armed at all
They knew—your people 1 mean—
that the yacht was likely to be attack-
ed. I told them so myself, and then
their pretended gulde confessed.”

“How did you know about the Wal-
rus?” she asked curiously.

“The Portuguese was one of them;
he bad guided your first party down
into a little valley of perpetual fog,
under orders to ahandon them there.
When he saw me sailing about over-
head«—through the fog, you know—he
broke down and confessed and then—
well, he made a clean breast of It. He
knew nothing of the details of his
leader’s plans; but the mere fact that
he had been delegated to guide the
party into a place from which it was
to be expected they could never get
out, was conclusive as to his inten-
tions at least.”

He had spoken rather disconnected-
Iy, his sentences punctured by the
sounds of firing from the yacht. By
the time he finished they were almost
continuous.

“Why does it sound so much fainter
than i did?™ she asked. “It's mot
nearly #o loud as that first volley we
heard.”

“It's a trick of the fog, very likely,”
he saild. “Fog Is a frightfully treach-
erous thing. It decelves men's ears as
well as their eyes., There's no juds-
Ing distance through it.  When you
cried out just mow, I couldn't tell
whether you were 50 feet below me or
500 feet. 1 was up above it, you see,
and I hado't any way of telling bow
deep it was.—There! Do you hear?”
he went on. “The firing has stopped
altogether. Your people are almost
certainly safe.”

“Will you let me go ingide this hut,”
he asked, “and see If it s habitable?
If it is, you'd better go in and let me
make you as comfortable as I can. I
don't think you need have any [ears
about the Walrus people. And worry-
ing wouldn't do any good any way.
There's nothing we can do but wait
for daylight. Nothing can happen any-
where until then.”

He had, very distinctly, in mind
what oiight happen then if the Walrus
people were repulsed from the yacht
Unless they were ell destroyed in the
attack, they would undoubtedly make
trouble as soon as morning revealed
the fact that they had two hostages
in their hands. But he could fight
them off better from the doorway of
the hut than from anywhere else. And
there was no need of troubling the
r'rl with that consideration, not for
the present, at least .

“It's all right in there,” she sald.
“] spent 1 don't kmow how many
hqurs there reading before you came.
But the candle has burned out.”

The open door behind them gave ac-
cess Into a tiny shed, protruding from
the corner of the hut and serving, evi-
dently, as a vestibule for it. The In-
ner door, a heavier and stronger af-
fair, opening at right angles to it,
gave access to the interior of the hut.
Cayely switched on his bull's-eye
and cast a brief glance about the
room. There were two or three rude,
fiimsy-looking doors which undoubted-
Iy opened into small, cabin-like bed-
rooms; but the principal part of the
hut was taken up by the room In
which they found themselves

Cayley set his little bulleye on &
shelf where they could make the most
of it thin peneil of lght. He then
turned his attention to the door, and
after & litile struggle suecceeded In
getting it shut, and, what was more,
securely bolted, by means of a heavy
wooden bar which dropped Into an
fron crotch. If they were attacked
with the first of the daylight, this
place would afford them securlty until
the people from the Aurora could
come Jgo their rescue. His revolver
was a Colt, 45, and his belt was full of
cartridges. With that weapon, he re-
membered that he had once been con-
sidered the best shot in the army.

The girl, when he turned to look at
her, was seated on the edge of a bunk
at the other side of the hut. Her pal-
lor, the traces of tears he could see
in her eyes, the pathetic droop to her
lips, all emphasized the thing her
voice had told him already, namely,
that some emotional ecrisis, which
she had been through in those recent
hours, had left her quite exhausted.

Without & word, he turned to his
bundle which he had deposited in a
corner of the room, and fished out
from It his sheep-skin sleeping-bag. It
was not until he approached her, with
it mcross his arm, that his eye fell
upon the rosewood box apd the mo
roceo-bound book which lay beside it

Her eye followed his. “Théy're fa-
ther's papers,” she saild. “1 found the
box In here. That's why I stayed. 1
had come ashore—" <

“Wait a minute,” he interrupted. He
took up the book with a gentleness
elmost reverent, laid it In the lttle
chest and set it down on the floor be-
side the bunk. ;

The quality of the act brought the
too ready tears to her eyes, but he did

| not lock up at her to surprise them '
“Now,” he sald, “T'm going to |

there.
take off these boots of yours, which
are wet, but which will serve excel
lently, nevertheless, for & pillow, and
You are to take off that heavy coat
and get inside this bag. Have you ever
slept In ome?"

He was. already tugging at one of
the boots, and her protest went umn-
beeded—it waz only a half-hearted
protest after all

When he had taken off the boots,
she submitted, without demur, to his
unfastening the frogs on her heavy
sealskin coat and slipping it off her
shoulders.

When finally, with some assistance
from him, she nestled down Inside the
great fleece-lined bag, whem he had
rolled her small boots into a bundle
and made a pillow of them for her
head, as he had sald he would, she
exclaimed, half-rebelliously, at the
comfort of it all.

“It is so deliciously warm and soft,”
she sald. “1 dido’t know you were
just being a luxurious sybarite when
you refused a mattress and a pair of
blankets on the yacht. If only you
could be warm, too, and comfortable.”

“I shall be,* he assured her. “T'll
make a cushion of that great coat of
yours and sit down here at the foot
of the bunk., You're not to bother
about me. You're to prove the efficacy
of :Ee sleeping-bag by going to sleep
in "

“And what will you do all the while
sitting there and keeping watch?
Would yon—would you like to read
father’s journal? If you would, I'd
like to havé you, after what you said
long ago about the men who pisked
and lost their llves trying to reach
the pole. I think if you will read
that book, you will understand, In
spite of your wings. And—well, I'd
like to have yon understand.”

He moved the bull's.eye to another
part of the hut, where the light from
it would not shine in her eyes, and
would {lluminate the pages of the
book she offered him to read, while he
sat, wrapped in her great coat, at the
foat of the bunk.

Once as he passed by her in the
completion of these arrangements, she
withdrew her hand from the bag and
held it out to him. “You've been very
g0od to be,” she sald—"T don't mean
by risking your life and plunging down
into that bank of fog when you knew
I was in danger. A brave man would
do that, 1 suppose—some brave men,
any way. But you've been better than
that—"

He told ber not to talk, but to go to
Bleep; and without any more words
ensconced himself at her feet, drew
his legs up under him, tailor-fashion,
and began to read. 4

She saw him close the book at last
and sit there, as she had sat, with it
apon his knees, absorbed, reflective.
Suddenly, be took up the book again,
opened it and referred to the entry on
that last page.

He was thinking now, not dreaming.
His mind was on the active present.
Before long he stole a look at her.
She met his eyes.

“I'm giad father told us that the
man wag left-handed,” she said grave
ly. “Because the man who killed Mr.
Hunter was left-handed, too.”

She epoken the very thing his
own mind had been groping for with-
out finding, and he started and stared
at her. “Why do . you say that? he
demanded. “How do you know?"

“It was a left-handed stick. | took
it up In my left hand and it fitted:
that was when I was fetching It out of
the cabin for Uncle Jerry.™

“Then that was how you knew 1
hadn’t done it?™ r

“No. 1 didn’t reed any proof. I
knew already without that™

“Suppose I had turned out to be
left-handed, too?™

“l didn’t think of that. But #t
wouldn't have made any difference 40
me. When you really have faith In
anybody it izn’t easfly shaken: not by
mere circumstances, at least.”

““When you really have faith,' " he
repeated. “Yes, I suppose that's so.”
He pressed his hands against his tem-
ples. “But there fsm't too much aof
that divine commodity In the world.”

There was a long silence.

CHAPTER X.

What the Dawn Brought.

The man rose from his seat at the
foot of the bunk and with restiass
strides, began pacing back and forth
in the narrow limits of the lfitle hut.
The girl lay still, but her eyes follow-
ed him. Her thonghts were keeping
etep with his.

“There's not much faith in the
world, that's true,” she said presently.
“And yet, that's not exactly the
world’'s fault. When people haven't
anything else to walk by, they have
to walk by sight—" she hesitated a
little there, feeling for the words she
wanted. "It was so easy,” she went
on st last, “to clear you of the thing
they thought you did yesterday.
Couldn't you give them a chance to
believe the truth about the other
thing too? There must be something
you could reveal about that old charge
that would wash out the stain of it—
something that would make Tom see
the falsity of it as clearly as I do.”

“No,” he said; “that was never pos-
sible. It's less possible than ever
now.” ¢

much. If the thing she suggested
were less possible now than it had been
before, then, somehow or other, the
vindication must have rested in Perry
Hunter's hands. But the finality of
his volee and the dumb agony she saw
in his face, as he paced back and
forth beside her, prevented her from
following up the admission, or urging
bim any further.

He pulled himself up sharply and
looked at his watch. “Tt will be day-
light in two houra mnow.,” he said.
“When it comes we'll signal to the

ﬁlt involuntary admission told her | fice.

yacht and they'll send for you and
take you away—you and this precious
find you've made. .In the meantime,
you must go to sleep. You hardly
slept at all while 1 was reading.” .
“l hardly dare go to sleep—not
really deep asleep, If I did I'm afraid
you'd turn out to be all a dream, and
I'd find mypelf back in my stateroom

ing to leave us, and I watched you
go.—~How can it be anything but a
dream that you were aloft
there in the sky, above the fog, ready
to come plunging down when I cried
out for help?

“I told you oncs,"
steadily, “that

“that if 1 go to
on

“You've Been Very Good to Me.”
himself. He knew, at least, that he

must have done so, when, rousing

|
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LAWYERS' FEES IN GERMANY
They Are Fixed by Law and the At

Lawyers In Germany cannot adver-
tise, and thelr fess are fixed by law,
according to Dr. Hermann Hdeussler,
rechtsanwalt, of Berlin, Germany, who
fs at the New Wiilard. A rechtsanwalt
fs an attoroey at law and counselor
combined.

“The German law fixes the exaet
fees which a German attorney has to
claim for all kinds of
work, and the rechtsanwalt can charge
nelther more nor less, These fees are
fixed whether the cases are criminal or
come under the elvil The amount

of the year 1878, but with considera-
tion to the changes—numerous and de-

bimself in and out of offiee in .. man-
ner befitting his professional and so-
cfal standing—a duty devo.ving upoa
bis rank. A lawyer Is forbidden to ad-
vertise In newspapers, by canvassing,
etc., or to buy or take over a practice
already made, as belng unworthy of
his cailing.

‘His position in soclety is between

=

-5“?5&41{59@3 VOICE IMPORTANT

When Its Caerrect Use Has Been
Learnsd the Deveicpment of the
Ginger ls Easier.

Few m-:;kln, or even
L ol singing. pay emough at-
3 _speaking

almost po time for consideration of
the speaking volce. Yet consistency
demands that a bad habit of volce use
in speech sball be corrected so that
the use of the volce In conversation
shall not retard the perfection of the
singing valee.

I am often asked i the process of
tone production is the same in speak-
Ing aud singing. 1 answer that it

‘MHMtho-n-.

Whea the voios

Is correctly used in speech it will re-
quire not different, but merely ampll
fled treatment for singing. Ungues
tionably the young person who has a
correct use of velce 'n speech will find
it less difficult to develop a good sing-
ing volice, than one who has an incor
rect habit

Deep breath control, plable organs
of articulation, and full, or complete,
vowel pronunciation, are the funda-
mental requisites of correct speech
and correct slaging alike Wher the

speaking voice of & singer is not so

produced, its nse In conversation Is
sure to retard the perfection of the
singing tone.

——eei

Bili Chewed by Grasshoppers.
A man recently walked into the goy-
ernment office at Denver with a five
dollar bill in his hand, or rather what
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