
WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 25, 1922

%SnowshoeTrail
SdisorrMarsha II|
? i*>xi ky Utile laowfi WCo and gareica 1

TWmMnord fr>t»m r»r 8)

Ife wa* an appalling thin* to fa<v>
«nf' There wu no Joy now In

»>* punishing cold and the w«»tr*
forant, only sadness and fear

id despair Sitting In the anow,
'a head and shoulders in her armx.
St knew a fear and a lonellneaa un-
itimM of before, a loaa th.it could
*«v»r be atoned (or or redeemed.

She too knew the lesson that mil

MM* learned In hi* hour of bitter-
!!?*\u25a0< 'hat one moment of hea\en
may atone for a whole Ufe or atrug

11* an I aom>w. One c-laap of artna,
one whispered men«i'. one mighty
Impulif of the imul In which eter-
luty la tet*cd and the stars are
leathered might glorify the wh »l*
bitter struggle of eilatencs. One
little Kim might pay for It all. Yet
for all that llarold »tltl lived and
\u25a0rtlted for her In the cahln. she felt
hat this one Utile Instant of reaur-
ection w#< Irrevocably lout.
It set med so strange to her that
( ahould be lying here. Impotent

| her arm* Always he had bean
< strong. he had stood ao straight

l«lwaya com init to her aid In a
cond of need, always strengthen

'Coma Km** to mt. BUI ?/ aeed
at." iV t«M htm.

bar with hi* cmria and Ma cyan.
i oould hardly bellev* that thw
'i ha?never to cheer har again

their hard tramp*, ta land bar
|i» mighty atrangth In a moraant

crista. to laugh with har at soma

j a tragedy She sobbed aoft y.
1 bar taara lay on _hls face. "Bill.

I Bill, won't you "waa* up and
[ tat to dmT" gha erled »{<? plead-

but b* d.aa't *<wra to
amr.

"Own* back ta ma. Bin?l need
jn," aba told him. H« bad alwaya

baan ao gulrk ta ooma whan aha
aaadad him bafora now. "Are you
<«*<'?Oh. yon oooldnt ba dead'
It's ao coM?and I'm afraid. Oh.
plaaaa opan your ayaa?"

Bbe kiaeed htm over and over?on
tha Up* on hi* closed eye*. She
prosed hla bead against her *oft
bee*at. aa If her fluttering heart
w*uld give eoote of Its llfs to him.
Piilf W»i that it? All at one*

?he set to w<»rk to win back her
self-control It might not yet be
too tat* to help. She gripped her
?«lf, dispelling at one* all hysteria,

all her vagrant thoughts. tt
wouldn't have been Bill* way to nit
h«r* helpl<-*«. He would »-»n
hard at work long nine*. Hl* f»c«-
wma still warm?perhaps life ha<l
Mt yet taai'd.

She put her heart to his breatt
Hla heart was beating?»lowly, but
?tMdily and strong.

E ? xxvr
had not been lying long Inert

.the snow Otherwise Virginia

not have heard hi* heart
MHRlptng so steadily in hi* breast.

In fact, she was almost to the top
of the ridg» jvh»n he bad given up
He had Just drifted off to sleep
when ahe reached hit side.

And now he thought he was In
the midst of some wonderful, glori-

ous dream. Death was being merci-

ful, after all in the moment of It*
, descent It was giving him the image

ef hla fondest dream. It seem*-U
to him that soft warm arm* were

j about him. thar hi* head was pil-
lowed against a tenderness, a h»le
D»s* passing understanding H-
didn't want the dream to end. It
would in a moment, the darkness
would drop over him; but even for

the breath that It endured it almost
\u25a0toned for the full travail of hla
life.

There were kisses, too. They
came so softly, so warm. Just as he
bad dreamed. "Virginia," he whis-
pered. "Is it you. Virginia?come

? to me ?"

; Then, to clearly that he eould no
jlonger retain the delusion of dream.

tke hoard his answer. "Ye*?and
I I've come to save you."
I It was true. Her arms were

Itout him, he was nestled against

MMkWbreast. Yet the kisses mutt
1 have been only a dream that was
I worth death to gain. Bhe was at

i»ork on blm now He felt her
Mrift motions, now the was putting
a flask to h** Hps. A burning
liquid poured Into his throat.

There ensued a moment of Inde-
teribable pence, and then the flask
\u25a0as put to his lips again. The in
eer force* of his body, fighting still
ler hit life even after he had given
»D, sel*fd quickly upon the warm
Itg liquor, forced It into his blood,
«nd drove away the frott that was
beginning to congeal his life fluids
already he felt a new stir In hln
»etns. Ho struggled to speak.

"Not yet," the girl whispered.
"Don't make any effort yet."

Hhe gave hlrn more of the liquor,

JB« felt strength returning to his
kuscles. He tried to open Ills eyes,

\u25a0he sharp pain was a swift remind-er of his blindn< ss. "I'm blind "

Jm* told her.
matter, I'll save you." Kven

would not put a bar ;
fur betweri them. One glance at |

JBie Inflamed lids, however, told her
juiat In all probability It was Just a

ntporsry blind new* from some
wrtfii irritation, soon I** be dispelled.
j'T't'gn you eat?" She askrd

\u25a0 Yli'- man nodded.
"Jit better to, if you can. The
f (

whisky I* only a stimulant. and
won't keep )ou alive* She thrust
a fragment of sweet chocolate into
hi* mouth, permitting It to melt
"You'd belter g«t to yuur feet a*

aoon aa you oan?and try to get the
blood flowing right again. We're
otily a frw mllea from the cabin?
If you'll Just figlil wa oan make
It In."

It* ahook bjt head "1 can't I
can't w« the way.'

"Hut I'll lead you * By her Irtu-
Itlon she gueaeed Jila despair, and
?he comforted him. hla head against

her breaet. "Don't you know 111
lead you?" she cried, a world of
pleading In her toue. "\)h. llill?-
you oant give up. You must try.

If you dl«, I'll die too?here beaide
you. Oh. IliJI don't you know t
reed you?"

The word* »tlrred and wakened
him more than all her first aid.
She needed htm; ahe waa pleading

to him to get up and go on Ooulty
he refuse lhat appeal? Could an?
wish of her*, aa long aa he lived and
was able to at rive for her, go un-
granted* The blood mounted thru
his velna. awakened. A mysterious
atrenglh flowed back Into hlg thewa.

There could ba no further ques-
tion of giving up. H« struggled
with himself, and hla voice waa
almost hla own when ha tpoke
"Utra ma mora food -and more
whisky." ha commanded. "Take
wmi yourself too?you'll have lo
help me a lot going borne. And
give me your hands."

He struggled to hla feet. He
reeled, nearly fell, but her artna
bald him up Hhe gate him mora
chocolate and a swallow of the
burning liquid.

"It's a taca %gainst time." she
told him "If I can get you Into the
cabin befi»ra the reaction com> s. I
can s?vo you. Try with evary
muscle you've got, lull?for me."

She need make no other appeal.
She took his hand, and they a tar ted
mushing over the drifts.

The d»wh that aland* at hay
agatnat thi wolf pack, the ferocious
Utile ermine In Iht gntap of lh«
cllmbtng marten nevrr madii a
harder, mora valiant right than
tbaae two waged on th« way to the
r abin. Th»r« waji no m«rrjr for
them in tha biting cold. Hill waa
trffbtfuH; worn and spent front
hi* eiperience of the day and the
previous night, and Virginia had
lent her own young *tieng'h ta
him Ofvn ha reeled and faltered
and at such times h«r arm In hla
kept him up. The miiaa seemed in-
numerable and long.

A might that ha* It* sea' htgh*r
and beyond tha mere energy giving
' herrii#*Iry of their bodice t*una to
thair aid Virctma had never
dreamed that aha poaaesserf auch
power of endurance and unfaltering
muarlwa; a spirit horn of an un-
conquerable will roee within har and
bore har on. Hhn wax a war# of no
physical pain, the nuiiiificrnt 11
ertlon of har muaclee waa aim sat
unconaclou*. Juit a* woman fight
for tha Jlvaa of their huh** .ha
fought for him, u if it wera tha
daepeat inaUtH-t of har bain# Tha
thought of giving up aw Intoler-
able, and aucb aplrit ta tha avul of
victory!

They won at last Without the
stimulant an<J the nutritious food
defeat would have been certain.
Hut all th**« factor* would have
been unavailing except for the fight-
ing tplrtt that her appeal to him
had awakened and which sh* h*d
found, full grown. In her own tool

They mushed up to the cabin, and
Itarold stared at tbem Ilk* a life-
la«* thin* ai Bill rtaitd thru the
doorway. Virginia lad him to h*r
own cot, then draw the blanktta
over him And ahe mi not so fx-
haustad but that ahe could oon-
tlnu* fhe fight for hta recovery.

"Build up the fire, and do It
quickly," she ordered Harold. Her
tone «u let**, commanding, and
curiously he leaped to obey her
Hh* removed MilIn enow covered
garment*, and a* Harold went out
to procure more fuel *he put water
on the *tove to heat. Then, pro-
curing snow k she began to rub tlill'g
right hand, the hand that had been
fro*en In hi* effort to grop* for the
trail. <juk*k and hard work Wa*
needed to save it

Hlfcld came to her aid. but *he
put him to other work. Bhe wanted
to do thla task herself. Then »he
amused the woodsman from his
half sleep to give him coffee, cup
after cup of It that used up the
last of their meager supply.

It I* one of the peculiar faculties
Of the human body to recover quick
ly from th» eff>-ctt of sever* cold
Kven coupled with eghau»non hi*
hardship* had wrought no lasting
organic Injury, and the magnificent
recuperative power* of Mill's lough
body c;ime quickly to hi* aid. About
midnight he awakened from a long
sleep, wholly clearheaded and fre>-
from pain. Wot bandages were over
his eye*.

H* rroped and In a rnomrnt
found Virginia'« hand* Hut an In-

-1 atant h« hfld them only; It wn
enough tr» know that aha wi»n

He realised that ha waa out of
jdanger now: aurh tendcrnaaa im ah"
Mad glv#n him miiMt h#»

1Hha wan atlll ulttlng lje«ld«* hl« bed,
wrapped In a blanket.

H<* *»arted to get up ao tfiat iih*
hav# her own rot; but. aha

wak»*ne<| at. In* motion*. fJ**ntly

j»»h#» puxhM him down. "Hut I'm
all right now," he told h#r, "I'm
aleepy?and pore?but I'm atrong aa
ev*r. I+l ma go to my bed, and
g#>t wome ulaep."

"No. I'm not >rt."
But the dull tonta of har vr»lc?e?

I even tho Bill rould not a**r th#»
white fatiau" In har face helled her
wot da. Bill lauah'fl, the aame gay
laugh that hod chaered her ao many

and nwung hla f« <?t to the
floor. "It'a my turn to be nura*
now," h" told "fJet in quirk."

"But I'va had Harold hrlnjc Wirn»»
blank»*ta hara and spread thrrn on

tbe floor, M wh» objected. "I can ao
to *Wp thrra, when I'm?tired."

"And I fHn go to aleap thara right
now."

With hl« pfrong arm* ha half
lifted har and laid liar In hla warm!
place tihe > Jtldtd to Uim ati eijgtn, I
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?laaplly and gratefully, and ha draw
tba blankets about har shoulder*.
Tha touch of hi* hand waa in aoma
way wonderful?so strong, ao mm-
furling Than, reeling only a iTttla,
ha groped hi* way to tba bad aba
had made ujhjii tha floor,

'XJood night." ha railed. whan ha
had polled hi* blanket* up. tiuldad
by a hopa tliat flooded hla heart
with tremulous amictpatlona. ha
held out hi* hand in tba darknewa
toward bar.

Aa if by a m inula har own hand
i-aiuc atiwllng Into hla. No man
could tell by what unity of longing
they had actrd: but wait har **rm*d
aurptlacj to find tha other'a. wail-
ing 111 the darkneaa. It waa.almply
lha Mystery that all men see and
r>< man und--r*ianda.

lie held tha little hand In hla for
Just a breath, aa a man might hold
a holy thing that, a propbat bad
bleaaed Than ha Jat ugn

"U<mml night. Mill," ah* told him
? laaplly.

In tha hour* of rafraahlng alum
bar that laatad full Into th« n**t
morning ther* waa hut ana < urloua
clrcun.atance. In lha full light of
morning It aearned to bun that ha
haard (ba faint prick of a rifle, far
away Tha truth waa that for all
hla heavy alee p. *nme of hla guar-
dian aanse* were awaka to receive
Imnreajilona, and tha aound waa a
reality It waa curiously woven
Into tha falrlo of hi* dream*.

There were four ahota. one swiftly
up-.n another. Four?and the fig
ure four had a puasllng. yet atnlater
significance to hi* mind He didn't
know what it waa: ba had a con-
fused aenaa of a.ma *®rt of an In-
Mf warning, an Impraaalon of ifn
pending danger and treachery. Who

lt that had held up four f'n-
ger*. somewhere In hi* egperlence,
and what manner of tlgnal had it
been' Kilt nil! dldr.'t fully w*k*n
Ilia dream* ran on. confuaed and
troubled

? M ontlnueal Timamwl

Advbhture-sop- THt TWINS
V Bolwt/ B'wiori

"MR. CRAMPLEG CRANE"

Mr. Crane apologizes for hut appearance*

Mr Cramplag Cmn* mad# g" how
when he saw N.muy and Nick and
Buskins. The visitors Imwed hack
and Busking preaented the Twin*.

Mr. Crane apologized for hi* ap-
pe;irnnc« because he'd Just come
from the factory, he wild, and hadn't
had time to changw hla clotties. He
had on a big apron, a workman'*
rap, and carried a large pair of
\u25a0clssorg.

"Factory exclaimed Nick. Tp
In the *kyr*

"Yes." nodded the crsne. "T>©*«
that surprise you? Why, we have
one of the most useful factories In
fairyland. Would you Ilk* to are
It?"

"Yes, thank you." put In Nancy
quickly, "hut we cam* to see where
the runaway feather* blow to that
come tip to tlns sky. »o we'd better
go there first with (lusklns. Then
we can sea your factory on our way
back. '

The crane laughed soherly. "But
that's where the rtinnway feather*
go to, my dear," said he. "As soon

«* they fall out of Pnry fhvk or
(100-ey dander or Chucky Chicken,
or Hid Kparrow or any of the birds,
or even escape from pillows like
your friends, they make a bee lino
for our country, tlm lAndofl'pln-
the Air. They come because they
kftow that they can still lie useful."

"Oh, well, then," said Nancy. "I
mi ess we'd lietter g'> with you at
OH'». hndu't we. Husk Ins?"

Husklns said >\u25a0»?*, so off they all
started down the rond of this queer
country up In the sky where they
were to see more muffle. It seemed
to the little boy aAd girl that each |
one of the Kalry <JUf*h's Nine Hun-
dred and Ninety Nine Kingdom* that
they visited grew more Interesting,

Nick whispered to Nancy. "Isn't It
pu»ting, I ho, why Mother Goose's
feathers go down, while our* come '
up to the skyT*

Itu.-.kln* overheard. "Don't believe I
everything you heor about Mother
floose," Maid he. "The books are
wrong."

(To He Conllnnefl)

(Copyright, 1922, by Heattle Rbir)
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DOINGS OF TIIE DUFFS

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

T*eggy put tip one little hand
and stroked the cheek of the big

man when be had finished the

onion story. The big man him
self, and daddy, werv laughing

heartily, but I'eggy looked grave.

"What's the matter, PeggltyT*

daddy asked, "Story 100 deep for

your
"I don't think ft to a funny

story," she answered, "1 think

most alt of the stories 'bout llttht

early-day children do be sad."
"You do!" the big man e*.

claimed In gurprtoa. "Well, now.
Miss I'eggy, I have another one
which I ain sura you won't find
sad.

"When T went In to Olympla to
tak»- that printing Job I was about
as 'country' as a l»y could be.
Kverythlng I had on was hom»
made, father made my heavy

shoes, and from my home-knit
sock* up, my d«ar overworked
mother had made my clothes;

carded the wool, spun the thread,

woven the cloth, cut and sewed

the garment* and sewed them
without a machine, too.

"Ho when the editor saw me, he

said to himself:
"?What In the world can I do

with a boy ss green as thai* and
he was very snippy and horrid.

"But he Judged me by my ap-
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pearance. an.! didn't try tn find
out whether 1 knew anything, and
right there. Peggy, right then he

made a mistake. I wun't so

fWO is 1 looked.
" 'Boy,' hp sniffed, TJo tip to the

other printing office and get me a
quart of imposing stone.'

"Now an Imi-osing stone la a
marble alab two tnchea thick. 30

Inch** wld» and 90 Inches lone,

and It la laid In planter on a
heavy table, faatene<l with heavy,

metal corner* and braces. And I
knew it.

"Hut off I went. I stepped tip
to the printer In the other office
up the street and said I had been
sent to get a quart of Imposing
stone.

"He grinned and aaid, 'Help
yourself."

"'May tr I a.«ked.
" 'Hure.' he nodded.
"I went to the door and luckily

saw big dray passing with »ev-
era I men on It.

" 'Want a Job" I rat V.l. and we

lifted the stona?table and nil, and
drove off >lth It.

"I went back to the office.
" 'G«t ItT askvd the snippy edi-

tor.
?? Tes sir.* I mid.
"And he never sent me on an-

other fool's errand."

EVERETT TRUE

HY STANLEY

BY ALLMAN

BY BLOSSER

BY CONDO

Confessions of a Movie Star
((Copyright, 1121, H*attl« Ht*r>

CHAPTER EXXII DOES CISSY HEALLY LOVE ME?

The day raina whan T had racov-
an d from tha ahork of the leopard'a
attack; whan th<* fev«r had laft ma;

whan wr frit Mir a thiit blood poison-
ing would not pi t in

Tha buudiigoa wcro aliil ©vti in>

eyes, the surgeon's plaater *llll

adorned my cheek. Therefore the

nurse wn* considerably surprised
when I asked Jier to lei Mr. Cyrus

HhH'tan come up when he called
I wa..i *uujni iu » while

georgette negllgeo made gay with

charming decoration* of organdie
flower*. I wo* bolstered lip by

bright plllowti on a CluUae longuft

nrirt fingering «om« of Clssy'H roses
when he entered.

"May!" cried Cissy, nnd he came
ami stood nt my Mid* and took my
humi. "J h it so bad? I didn't Itnnv.-
Ine it would l»e like this! When
will these white things come off?"

"Next weok?we hope!"

1 was feeling dcprewted and I

didn't try to conceal my feelings.
"Hill- perhaps Cissy?l'll look

better with the bandage*?on!"

"Yoii m«an iar*7''

1 uudiiid, Uim CApiiUUud:

"And worse, unless I'm more

lucky than I expect to be!"

"You mean?the studio talk about

blindness- may be true?"
"We are not sure. It'* not Im-

possible."

"No! No! Ton beautiful thing'
It can't be true!"

"I ihlnk we had better get used
to the Idea, Clcy. I'm not crying

about It yet, I'm l'in
not looking for the worst, I'm Just
trying to fnce the situation with?-
with?courage!"

The poor boy walked the floor as
resile ,ly as old Galree had piiced
h'r cage under the of Ibe Xoi-
t.,l uJkiUi,

J

"You're so young! And life Is so
long! Tou were a flower?and ?

now. Oh, It can't be. girl! It can't

be!"
"Rut what If It Is""
I expected him to say that we

would make th« beet of It, he and I,
together, as man and wife. If lio
loved me, that w;ut what he ought

to pay, whatever the future of my
beauty.

But Cissy Sheldon, of the artistic
temperament, did not take ine iu
his arms and comfort me.

Slowly I realised that he clashed
tne with the scratched uuto and the
cracked box.

1 wan an imperfect piece. Cissy
Sheldon had no uae whatever for
Imperfection.

Never had I said that I would
many him -and for thai I wan
glad.

"I'ui uLiituu;- I?l ouii LICOJ

to lieu you this way! A sick room
always upsets me! Forgive?my

nerves?little girl!"
"You poor boy!"
I knew he didn't mean to be hor-

rid. He was temperamental to the
nth decree. He wan almost as hys-

terical as X. In spite of my ban-
daged eyes. I could feel his mood, .
just as I can fei 1 a storm un hour
before It breaks.

"Hun along home, dear boy!" Y
euggestcd. "I've loved your flowers
80. Cissy. And all your Inquiries!
And those nice letters! But I'm,

tired, boy! So tired! Hun along!
I'll see you again, maybe, in a day

or two! Or I will write to you??

provided I do see again."
! held out both hands to him.

Cissy took I hem, kissed them, and.
whispered to them:

"Kxqulalte little hands! So dtlntjl
So jierfect!"

U'o Be Cooiiuucd)

THE SEATTLE STAR TACT fl


