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{Continued From Page 6)
panion to his once sucoessful rival, |

Ben's father. Hen did not wonder,
now, at his own perplexity when For.
est had spoken of “Wolf” Darby. |
That was his own name known |
thruout hundreds of square miles of
forest and In dosens of little river
hamiets In an Fastern provinos,
Partly the name was In token of his
axill a8 & woodsman and frontiers.
man, partly In recoguition of certaln
tralts that his fellow woodsmen had
seen and wondered at In him, It was
pot an ampty nickname, In his case
It was simply that the name sulted
him, !

“The bovs had reason a-plenty for |
eallin' you that” Esram told him, |
“Up here, as you know, men don't
got no complimentary epithets un.

they deserve ‘sm Some men,
Ben, are ke weasels. You've sean
‘m. You've seen human rats, too
As it the souls they carried around |
with "em was the souls of rats. Of
course you remember ‘Grizsly’ Silver. |
dale? Did you ever seen any one
who In disposition and Moks and |
walk and evervthing reminded you !
s0 much of a grizzly bear? I've
known men ke sheep, and men with
the falthful souls of dogs. You re.
member when you got in the big
fight In the Le Perray bar?™ !

“l1 don't think Il ever forget it|
aAgain.”

“That’'s the night the name came
on you, to stay. You remember how
you'd drive into one of them, leap
away, then tear Into another. Like
& wolf for all the world! You was
always hard to get Into & fight, but
you know as well as 1 do, and | sin't
salvin’' you when | say It, that you're
the most terrible, ferocious fighter,
forgettin' everything but bhlood, that |
ever paddied a canoe on the Atha-
baska. Some men, Ben, seem to
have the spirit of the wolf right un.
der thelr skins, a sort of wild in.!
stinet that might have come straight |
down from the stone age, for all 1|
know. You happen to be one of ‘em. |
the worst I ever saw. Maybe yom
don't remember, but you took your
bull moose before you was 13 years
old.” !

Ben sat dreaming. The Athabaska |
Rapids was not an empty name to
him now. He remembered the day
be had won the cande race at Lodge
Pole. Other explolts occurred to him
~of brutal, savage brawls In river
taverns, of adventures on the trall
of struggling with wild rivers when
his canoce capsized, of running the|
great logs thru white waters, It wans
‘his world, these far-stretching wilder-
nesses. And he blessed, with all the |
fervency of his heart, the man who
had brought him home.

He went to his bed, but sleep 414

not at once come to him. He lay |fish, the river-gods, and himself. | y omes F'i e

with hushed breathing, lstening to ! Fzram, something of an ol Tsaac | ¢ iRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS T’“ Dog C Flnt BY BLOSSER -

& l!t!c..‘ mmmm mkmh 50 | Walton himself, managed the cnoo' ! . — M J
t.  He | with unusual dexterity and chuckled, WY L Vo

heard the wild creatures start forth in the contagion of Fen's delight. | YRAH T\ TAKE ¢

on thelr midnight journeya. Once| And lo—Iin a moment more the thing ' \OU HOME AN' 6NE

a lynx mewed at the edge of the|was dona ! S

forest: and he laughed aloud when| “You'd think you never had a rod | WU SIMETUING

some large creature—probably a | in your hand before” Fzram com- ' BAY- TR

moose—grunted and splashed water | mented 'n mock Alsgust. “Such hol- | WMI#I

in the near-by beaver meadow. ferin’ and whoopin’ I never heard™
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stroaimn was not at all ke the famous
salmon rivers known to sportsmen
In years to come, when the lines of
communication are better and tourist
hotels are established on Its bLanks
the river may then begin to conform
to the qualifications of a convention
al fishing stream, and then BHen's
But
Al present the salmon were not so
particular As fishermen came but
in countless
numbers; and in such & galaxy there
were bound to be a few misgulded
fish that did not know a sportsman’s
tackls from a dub's

The juy of angling, once known,
dwells in the body until death, and
Hen was & born fisherman, The old
delight that can never dle crept back
to him the Instant he felt the clumay
rod In his hands and the faint throb
of the line thru the delicats mechan
s of his nervea And apparently
for no other reason than that the
river hordes wished to welcoms him
home, almost at once a gigantic bull
salmon took his spoon

Ezram's first knowledge of 1t was
A wild yell that almost startled him
over the side—the same violent out
cry that old anglers still can not re.
strain when the fish takes hold, even
after a lifetime of angling. When
he recovered himself he looked to see
Ben kneeling frantically in the stern,
hanging for deal life to his rod and
seomingily In grave danger of being
pulled overboard.

No man who has felt that first
overpowering jolt of a striking sal
mon can question the rapture of that
first moment. The Joit carried thru
all the Intricacies of the narves,
jarred the soul within the man, and
seemingly registered In the germ
plasm itself an impression that could
be recalled, in dreama, 10 generations
hence. Fortunately the pole with.
stood that first, frantic rush, and
then things began to happen in ear-
nest

The great trout seemad to dance on
the surface of the water, He tugged,
he swam In frantie efreled, he flopped
and sulked and rushed
and leapad. If he hadn't bean ae-
curely hooked, and If it had not been
for a skill earned In a hundred such
battles, Hen would not have held
him & moment, !

But the time came at last, after a'
sublime half-hour, when his steam
began to dle. His rushes wers less
powerful, and often he hung ke a
dead welght on the line. Slowly Ben
worked him in, nét daring to belleve !
that he was conquering, willing to
sell his soul for the privilege of ses.
ing the great fish safe In the bhoat
His eyes protruded, perspiration
gleamed on his brow, he talked fool.
iahiy and incessantly to Faram, the

Ben grinned widaly, “That's mh-‘
Ing-—the sport that keeps & man an
amateur all his days—with an ama-’
teur's delight.” His vivid amile quiv. |
ered at his lips and was still. “That's |
why 1 Jove the North: it can never,
never grow old. You're jJust as ex.
cited at the close as at the hom-'
ning. Ezram, old man, It's Nfe!™ |

Ezram nodded. Perhaps, in the
moment’s fire, Ben had touched at!
the truth. Perhaps life, in ity fullest |
sanase, is something more than being
born, breathing alr, consuming food, |
and moving the lips In spesch. Lifs
s a thing that wilderness creatures
know, realized only when the blood,
leaping red, sweeps away lifaless and |
palsied tissue and builda & more sen.
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8 bright spoon
espinner that salmon fishers know,
had no leadsr, no reel, no deil-
balanced salmon rod--and Fz-
was full of scorn for the whole

1

by all the

£

cord was visible in the clear
and the spoon Iteelf was
more than 20 feet from the
of the boat. But this northern

The
water,

-

tient structure In its place; Invoked
by such forces as adventure and dan-
ger and battle and triumph. For the !
past half-hour Ben had lived in the
fullest sense, and Ezram was a Nttle |
touched by the look of unspeakable |

panion regarded him,
But the journey ended at last. !

!'l'her saw the white peak they had

been told to watch for, and soon

| the
on ths banks of a small o |
tributary, to the great river, that
marked the end of the water route,
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*

“It was Christmas eve,” Mrs.
Kellogg continued, *“tnd I was
ready for anything, so I wasn't at
all startied by the volce, It seem-
od awfully late, but I haven't an

idea what time It was. It was
Bam’s volce calling my name,

“‘Sarah,’ he whisperad, ‘yom
know what I told you about that
Santa Claus business, Well, let's
creep into the storeroom over the
kitchen and peep thru the ecrack
In that loose floor nnd ses If
mother and father don’t 1l our
stockings. Then I guess we'll
xnow.'

“Now, that storercom opened
off the boy's room. You entered
it by way of a low door, and you
walked cautiously vecause its floor
was a treacherous one of loose
hoards Iald acrosy the beama.
Thru that flooy one looked direct.
ly into the fire-lit spaces about
the hearth,

*“'See’ Ham whispered excited.
ly, 71 told you, didn’t 1?7 There's
mother and there's father, But
you don't pee any ole Santa Claus,
do you?

“T didn’t, but Just at that point
mother paused, and looking up
sald, ‘Children! I thought you
were In bed’

“"We couldn't sleep,’ Bam ex
piained, ‘and - and-—-we just
thought we'd "‘peep down, and--
and—-watch 1o see If Banta came.’
““Well, lie won't,’ mother said
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calmly. “He never comen till littls
btoys and girls are asleep. Now
you go right back to bed and go
to slesp.’

“'Just the same,’ Sam grum-
bled, ‘T'll bet she just wants us
out of the way so she can fill ‘em.’

“I turned and turned, and I
tried and 'ried to go to sleep, but
sleep wouldn’t come, And once
mors 1 heard Sam's voice saying:
‘Let's go look again,’ and back we
cropt, making never a sound,

“Downstalrs the fire had burn.
ed low., Mother was nowhers to
be seen, nor father either. A few
tulky parcels stood near the chim.
uey, the stockings hung no longer
Iimp as we had last seen them,
and right over our hcads we heard
A sound on the r1o0oflea msound
which was followed by a soft thud
on the hearth, then another and
then another, every thud meant
a parcel dropped down the chim-
ney. Yes, down tho chimney they
came n a regular shower,

“Back to bed we hustied. Every
doubt removed, Santa Claus had
mada good! !

‘“What di4 sister and Dave ||
bring from Olympia? Toys, won- ||
derful toys; 1 think Olympia had
more toys thar any other place. !
Tin soldiers and a cannon, and
much else. In the stockings were
pnuts and ralsing and candy., 1
can't remember when we didn't
have candy, and In 1he op of each
n wee mince ple for a stopper.”
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ANUMBER OF THE TOwN BOYS REPORT TMAT Town

MARSHAL OTEY WALKER LEFT THE LODGE ROOMS BEFCRE
EIGHT OCLOCK AND WAS HEADED TOWARD AUNT SARAN
&PEABODYS HOME DOWN ON MAPLE STREET

DOINGS OF THE DUFFS

Helen Sheds Tears of Happiness

BY ALLMAN

8000 -H000- "\
BOO - HOOO*~
ON TOM I'S0
HAPPY!

g

X

YERTERDAY MR SANDSTONE TOOK
ME OUT AND SHOWED ME THE NEW
HOME YOU BUILT FOR ME - AND TO

THINK | MISTRUSTED You AND
YOU WERE DOING SOMETHING FOR

MB ALLTHE TIME - | DIDN'T SLERP

NOW QUIT
YOUR CRYING -
| WANT You TO BE
HAPPY AND |
WANTED TO
SURPRISE You!

TOM M SORRY | DID
THAT BUT I DIDN'T KNOW
WHAY You WERE DOING

THE HOUSE IS WONDERFUL"
1 CAM HARDLY BELIEVE IT
AND YoU DD )T ALL FOR

ME AND MY CHRISTMAS -

Swouroat 17 | 1
WHEN YOURE
THE FINEST
GIRL 1N THE

7

WELL, WHY

ToM, You M e )
THE HAPPIEST GIRL
IN THE WORLD THE

WHOLE wWoRLD!
Boo ~woo-D0e
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WHEN SEEING IS BELIEVING

‘want to sell 1t

This stream, Esram knew, m‘
Poor Man's Creek, the stream of |
which his brother had written ud;
which they must sscend to reach |
Spruce Pass. Only five miles distant, |
in & quartering direction from the

ook | gratitude with which his young com- | 4o . was Snowy Oulch, the village |

whers they were to secure supplies

and, from Steve Morris, the lats Hir.

am's gun and his pet, Fenria i
For a time, at least, they had lefl

And It was certainly true  after they came to & gresn bank | t Htudes of the wild, Men

of angling, Ben | from which the forest had been cut m :.’“'::::, the h:.‘g and had w:n |
no chance whatever to get a bite. away. , Softly, rather regretfully,| =~ 4. wason road to Snowy Guich. |
y pushed up and made landing |

And befors they were fully unpacked |
they made out the figure of & mid- |
die-aged frontlersman, his back !
loaded, advancing up the road toward

them.

Both men knew something of the
ways of the frontier and turned in
greeting. “Howdy,” Esram began
ploasantly.

“Howdy,” ‘'the stranger replied

goin’' ™

“Oh, good enough.”

“Come all the way from Balteville 7

“Yea. Goin' to Snowy Gulch.™

“It's only five miles, up this road”
the stranger ventured. “I'm goin' to
Saltsville way myself, but I won't
have no river to tow me. I've got
to do my own paddiin’, Thank the
lord I'm only goin’' a small part of
the way.”

“You ain't goin’ to awim, are you?
Where's your boat.”

“My pard’s got an old craft, and hs
and I are goin’ to pack it out next
trip.” The stranger paused, blinking
his eyes. “Say, partners—you don't
want to sell your boat, do yout”

Ben started to speak, but the
doubtful look on Ezram's face
checked him. “Oh, T don’t know,” the
old man replied, In the discouraging
tones of & born tradesman. In real-
fty the old Shylock's heart was leap-
ing gayly In his breast., This was al-
most too good to be true: a purchas-
er for the boat in the first hour
“Yet wa might,” he went on, *“We
waa countin’ on goin’ back In It
msoon."”

“I'd Just as leave buy ft, If you
In this jerked-off
town there ain’t & fit canoe to he had,
Our boat is the worst tub you ever
seon. How much you want for 1t7?™

Fzram stated his figure, and Ben
was prons to belleve that he had
adopted a highwayman for a buddy,
The amount named was nearly twice
that which they had pald, And to
his amazament the stranger accepted
the offer In his next breath,

“Tt's worth something to bring It
up here, you dub,” Fzram Informed
his voung pariner, when the latter
accused him of profiteering.

After the sale was made Ezram
and the stranger soon got on the in.
timate terms that alnrost Invariably
follow a mutually satisfactory busi-
ness deal, and In the talk that en-
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the most vital importance to thelr
venture, And it came like a bolt
fro mthe blue,

“80 you don't know any folks In
Snowy Oulch, then?” the stranger
had asked politely, *“But you'll get
acquainted soon enough-——"

“I've got & letter to a feller named
Morris,” Kzram replied. "“And I've

Lheard of one or two more men too—-

Jetfery Nellson was one of "emi——
“You'll find Morris in town all
right,” the stranger ventured to as-
sure him, “He lives right next to
Neflson's. And--say—what do you
know about this man Nellson?"

sued the old man learned a fact of

“Qh, nothin’ at ell. Why?”

i
-

*If you fellows is prospectin’, Jef-
fery Nellson is a first-Class man to
stay away from-—and his understrap-
ers, too--Ray Brent and Chan Hem-
inway. But they're out of town right
now, They skinned out all in a
bunch a few days ago—and I can't
tell you what kind of a scent they
got.”

Kzram felt cold to the marrow of
his bones, He glanced covertly at
Hen; fortunately his partner was
busy among the supplies and was
not lstening to this conversation,
Yet lkely enough it was a false
alarm! Doubtless the ugly possibli-

ity that occurred to him had no Juss
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ELF DAKIN HAS TO BE M|
CAREFUL WHO HE SITS BEHIND
WHEN HE GOES TO THE MOVIES.
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tification whatever in fact. Never- |
theless, he couldn’t restrain the ques-
tion that was at his lips

“You don't know where they went,
do you?" he asked.

“Not exactly. They took up this
oreek here a ways, thru Spruce Pass,
and over to Yuga river—the coun-
try that kind of a crazy old chap
named Hiram Melville, who dled here
a few weeks ago, has always pros-
pected.”

The stranger marveled that his old
listéner should have suddenly gone
quite pale,
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