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pnnl.n to hi* on.-* »ucv***ful rival.

Ben* rat bar IWn did not wonder,

now. al bis own perplexity when For-

get had spoken gf "Wast" Darby.

That wa* hi* own name known

thruout hundred* of square miles of

forest and In doien* of little* river

hamleta In an Kastsrn province

Partly ths nam* »as In token of hi*

skill aa a woodsman and frontiers-
man, partly In re<-ogntllon of certain
trait* that Ms fellow woodsmen had
seen and erondered at In him. It wss
net an empty nickname. In his rase.
It was simply that th* name *ultrd
him.

"The boy* had reason a plenty for
ralltn' \ou that

"

Faram told him.
"I*p here, a* you know, men don't
get no complimentary epithets un-
,**-** th*v deserve 'em Home men. i
Ben. are Ilk* weasels. You've seen i
'm. You've seen human rat*, 100

As tf th* soul* thsy carried around
with "em wa* tha souls of rata. Of
course you remember tlrlraly'Silver-
dale? Did you ever seen any one I
who In disposition and hioks and 1
walk and everything reminded you
\u25a0 much of a grttxly bear* I've
known men Ilk* sheep, and men with ,

the faithful *oul* of doge. You re-
member when you got In the big
fight In the I.c Prrray bnrr*

-1 don't think 111 ever forget It
again."

"That's tha night the name came
on you. to stay You remember how
you'd drive Into one of them, leap
away, then tear Into another IJk*
a wolf for all the world! You wa*
.ilways hard to get Into a fight, but
you know as well aa 1 do. and 1 ain't
salvia' you when 1 say It. that you're
the most terrible, ferocious fighter,
forgettln' everything but blood, that
ever paddled a canoe on the Atha
baaka. Some men. Ben. seem to

have the spirit of the wolf right un-
der their skins, a sort of wild In-
stinct that might have come straight
down from the stons age. for all I
know. You happen to be one of 'em.
th* worst 1 ever saw. Maybe yon
?I-.n't remember, but you took your
bull moot* before you waa II years,
eed."

\u25a0v Hen sat dreaming. The Athabaska
Itaphl* was not an empty name to
htm now He remembered th* day I
be had won the canoe rare at l>odg*

Pole (Xher exploit* occurred to him
--Of brutal, savage brawl* In river
taverns, of adventure* on the trail,

of struggling with wild rivers when
hla canoe capelsed. of running the
great logs thru whits water*, tt waa '
hla world, these far-atretrh!ng wilder- :

nssnes. And he blessed, with all the
fervency of his heart, the man who
had brought him home.

He went to Ms bed, but sleep did
not at once come to blm. Hi lay

errth hushed breathing, listening to

the ttttl*. secret noises, known ao
wall, of tha wilderness night. 11-
-heard th* wild crest urea start forth
oa their midnight Journeys. Once
a lynx mewed at th* *dg* of th*
forest; and he laughed aloud whan
asm* largo creature?probably a
moo**?grunted and splashed water
la the near by beaver meadow.

Thus ended the first of a hrllltant
succession of Joyous days, descending
the stream In the daylight hours and
camping on the hank at night. Every
day they plnnged deeper Into the
h*art of the wilderness, and every
hour Ben felt more at home.

It era* only play for him?to meet
and shoot successfully the rapids of
the river. In the long stillness** he |
paddled hour upon hour, not only to 1

. make time hut to find an outlet for I
Ms surging energy. His old-time
woodsmen-, pleasures were recalled.
again: shooting waterfowl for thelr
meas la tha still dawns, racing tha
swimming moose when they ran on
him In the erkter. One day. fish
hungry, he tigged up tha elementary
flatting tackle that they had brought,
from BaltsvUl* and tried for a sal-
mon.

To a long, tough rod cut nn th*
river hank hs attached 10 feet of
cheap, white cord, and to the cord
h* fastened a bright spoon hook
the *plnn*r that aalmon fisher* know.
He had no leader, no reel, no deli-
cately balanced salmon rod and Eji-

ram waa full of scorn for the whole
proceding And It waa certainly true
that, by all the rule* of angllnr. Ben
had no chance whatever to get a bite.

The cord was visible tn the clear !
water, and the spoon Itself waa;
scarcely more than 10 feet from the i
rear of th* boat. But thl* northern I

WHEN SEEING IS UKI.IKVINO
"It waa Christmas avo," Mra.

Kellogg continued, "t nd I wss
irady for anything, ao I wasn't at

all startled hy the voice. It seem
ad awfully late, but I haven't an
idea what time It waa It waa
Ham's voice calling my nam*.

" 'Sarah,' he whl«per*d, "yon

know what I told you shout that
Hanta Clave business. Well, let's
creep Into th* store-room over the
kitchen and peep thru th* crack
In that loose floor nnd see If
mother and father don't fill our
stocking* Then I guess we'll
'mow '

"Now, that storeroom open*/,
off the hoy's room. Ton entered
It by way of a low door, and you
walked cautiously because Ita floor
wa* a treacherous one of loos*
hoards I*ll arroai the beams.
Thru that floor on* looked direct-
ly Into the flro-llt spaces about
tha hearth.

" 'Hee!' 'tin whispered egetted-
ly, 1 told you. didn't I? There'e
mother and there's father. But
yon don'l roe any ola Hanta Clau*.
do you?"

"I didn'l, but Juat at that point

mother pauaed, and looking up
said. 'Children: I thought you
wer* tn bed '

"'W* couldn't sleep,' Ham as
plslned. 'and?and ?wa Just
thought we'd paep down, and
and- -watch to *r?e If Hanta came.'

""Well, c won't,' mother sold
\u25a0 ii.
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stream was not at alt Ilk*Ih* |MM
Mlmon rtv»r* km wn lo \u25a0portam*n
In year* to coins, when tli* I'm.-- of
rnminuni. atlon ur* l>*tt»r \u25a0ml tourist
hotel* ur* established on ll* banks
the iiNer Ml*> then twain to oonfoim
lo th* qualification* of a convention
al fishing »trenin, ami then Pen .
? rti.le tackle t*lll be unavailing. Hut
al v>r**ent th* aalmon were not \u25a0<>

particular As fishermen ram* hut
rarely, th* flab wer* In r.-untle**
numbers, and In such a gaiety there

j were bound to be a few misguided

fish that did not know a sportsman s

tarkl* from a duh'a.
The Joy of angling, once knoen.

dwells In the body until death, and
Hen was a born fisherman. Ths old
delight that ran never dl* crept hack
to hltu the Instant ha felt ths clumsy

rial In Ml hands and the faint throh
of th* line thru th* delicate niechan
l*m of hi* nerves. And appsrently
for no other reason than that the

river hordes wished to welcome him
home, almost *t once a gigantic bull
aalmon took his spoon.

Rzram * first knowledge of It was
a wild yell that almost startlsd htm
over the side ths same violent out

cr< that old anglera still can not re-
strain when the flih lake* hold, even
after a lifstluie of angling. When
he recovered himself he looked to see

lien kneeling frsntlcally In the stern,

hanging for deaf life to his rod and
sremlugly In grave danger of being
pulled overboard.

No man who has felt that first
overpowering jolt of a etriklng sal
mon can question th* raptor* of that
flr»t moment. Th* Jolt carried thru
all the Intricacies of Ih* nervw*.

Jarred th* soul within ths man. and
seemingly registered In the germ
plasm Itnelf an Impression that could
ba recalled. In dream*. Ifi generations

hence. Fortunately tha pole with-
stood that first, frantic rush, and
then things began to happen In ear-
nest.

The great trout seemed to dance on
the surface of tha water He tugged,
he *watn m frantic circled, h* flopped

, and darted and sulked and rushed
; and leaped. If he hadnt heen **-

1 rurely hooked, and If It had not been
j for a skill earned tn a hundred such

I battles. Hen would not have bald
I him a moment.

Hut the time came at last, after a 1
sublime half-hour, when hi* steam
began to die lII* rush** wer* less
powerful, and often he hung like a
dead weight on the line Slowly Hen

[ worked him In. not daring to believe
that he wa* conquering, willing to

I sell his soul for the privilege nf see-
, Ing the great fiah safe In th* boat
Hl* aye* protruded. per»plratlon

! gleamed on his brow, he talked fool-

I Ishly and lneeseantly to F-rram th*
! fish, th* river-god*, and himself
' Exram. something of an old Isaac

Walton himself, managed ths canoe
, with unu*ual dexterity and rhucklsd
In the contagion of Hen's delight.

And lo -In a moment mora ths thing
wa* dona

"You'd think ytm n»v*r had a rod
In your hand before." Raram com-
mented tn mock disgust. "Such hol-
lertn' and wkooptn' I never heard "

Hen grinned widely. 'That* fish-
ing?the aport that keeps a man an
amateur all hla day*?with an arna-'
tout*** delight." Hl* vivid smtl* qutv. ,

*r*d at hi* Hps and was -tin "That*
why I love th* North: It can never,
never grow old. You're Juat as ax-
cited at the close as at the begin-
nlng I '/ram. old man. It's life!"

F-ram nodded Perhaps, in tha
1 moment's fire. Hen had touched at
th* truth. Perhape life. In its fullest

I sense, 1* something mors than taslng
born, breathing air, consuming food, ,
and moving th* llpa In speech. Ufe
Is a thing that wlldem*** creature*
know, realized only when the blood,

j leaping red. *w**p« away llf«!**s and
palsied tissue and builds a more sen - j

. tlent structure In Ita place: Invoked
by such fore** s- adventure and dar.

', ger and battle and triumph. Pot the

j past half-hour Hen had lived In the
fullest «en»e. and Ktram wa* s MM]*

r touched by the look of unspeakable
| gratitude with which his young com- i

\u25a0 panlon regarded him.
But the Journey *nd*d at last.

They saw the whit* peak they had
been told to watch for, and soon
after they came to a gre*n bank

: from which th* for»*t had been rut
away. < Softly, rather regretfully,

' they pushed up and mad* landing
ion th* banks of a small strsam.

. | tributary* to the great river, that
I marked tha end of th* water route.

calmly "He never come* till llttli
toys and girls ars aa!**p. Now
you rlirht hack to bod and go

lo sleep.'
" 'Ju*t tha aama.' Ham grum-

blad, 'I'll bat ah* Juat wanta ua
out of tha way ao aha can fill'am.'

"I turned and turned, and I
triad jnd Tied to <-o to alaap, but
sleep wouldn't coma. And onca
mom I heard Ham'a voire saying:
'lot a go look again.' and bark wa
crept, making never a aonnd.

"Downstairs tho flra had burn-
ed low Mother wna nowhere to
be aeen. nor father olthar. A few
bulky parrel* stood near the rhlm-
,.ev, the stocking* Vina no Innipr
limp aa w* had last seen them,

and right over our head.*, we heard
a sound on th* toof!?a sound
ehlch vms followed >v a at.ft thud
on tht< h*arth, then another and
then .mother, every thud meant
a parrel dropped down the chim-
ney. Yea, down tho rhlmney they

tame In n. regular shower.
"Back to bed we hustled Every

doubt removed, Hanta, Claus had
m.id* good!

'"What did sister and Davo
bring from Olympla? Toys, won-
derful toys, I think Olympia hsd
more toys than any other place.
Tin soldier* snd a cannon, and

much elae. In th* stockings wsr*

nut* snd raisins and candy. I
can't remember when we didn't
have candy, and In the step of each
a wee mince pi* for a stopper."
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FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

f !-T
Thl« llrum. Far em knew, wan

Poor Maa'e Creek, tha stream cf '<

which hU brother had written and
»? \u25a0 th«y must aacand to reach
Hprue* Paaa. Only five mllea distant,

jtn a quartering direction from the
i river, waa Hnowy Oulrh. the village

j whtre thay were to secure supplies

and, from Htsve Morris, the late Hir-
am's run and hla pet. Penrl*

For a time, at least, thay had let 1
the litter solitudes of ths wild. Ml I
had rut away ths forest and had built
a crude wagon road to Hnowy (luleh

i And before they were fully unpacked
they made out the figure of a mid- '
die-aged frontiersman. his back
loaded, advancing up ths road toward
th»m_

Hoth men knew something of the
ways of the frontier aad turned In
greeting. "Howdy," Karam began
pleasantly.

"Howdy. -

'the stranger rwpned

"How was gnln'T"
"Oh, good enough."
"Come ell ths way from fta'tgrlTlsT

"Tea. OotoV to Snowy Ouh h."
"It's only flvs miles, up this road,"

th« strangsr vsntured "I'm goln' to

.Saltavllla way myself, but I won't
have no river to low ma. I've got

to do my own paddlln'. Thank ths
lord I'm only goln' a small part of
tha way."

"You ain't goln' to swim, are you?
Where's your boat."

"My pard's got an old craft, and he
and I are goln' to pack tt out nstt
trip." The stranger paused, blinking

hla ayes. "Hay, partner* -you don't

want to sell your boat, do youf

Hen started to speak, but th*
doubtful look on Exram's face
checked him "Oh, I don't know." the
old man replied. In th* discouraging

tones of a born tradasman. In real-
ity the old Hhyloek's heart was leap-
ing gayly In his breast. This waa al-
most too good to be true: a purchas-

er for the boat In the first hour
"Yet wa might." he went on. "Wa
was countln' on goln' back In It
soon."

"I'd Just aa leave buy It, If roil

want to sell It In this Jsrked-off
town there ain't a fit canon to he had
Our boat Is the worst tub yon ever
seen How much you want for HT"

Karam stated his figure, and Hen
waa prone fo helteve that he had
adopted a highwayman for a buddy.
The amount named was nearly twice
that which they had paid. And to
his amazement the stranger accepted
th* offer in his next breath.

"It's worth something to bring It
up here, you dub." Kr.ram Informed
his young psrlner. when the lalter .

arruasd him of profiteering.
After the sale was made tyrant

and thn stranger soon got on the In
iltmate terms that nlttmst Invariably

I follow a mutually satisfactory hual
neas deal, nnd In the tatk thst en-
au«U tlis old man loomed a fact of

THE SEATTLE STAR

EVERETT TRUE

the most vital Importance to their

venture. And It cams llks a bolt

fro mth* blue.
"Ho you don't know any folks In

Snowy Oulfih, then?" the stranger

had asked politely. "Hut you'll get

s< uu.ilnted soon enough ?-"

"I've got a Islter to a feller named
Morris." Ezri.ni rspllcd. "And I've

.heard of one or two more men too -

Jeffery Nellson wan one of 'em "

"You'll find Morris In town all
right." ths stranger ventured to as-
sure hlrn. "He lives right next to

Nellson's. And- any- whnt do you
know about I lilt mini Nellson ?"

"Ob, notum' »t »!-\u25a0 wiiyr
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"If you fallow* la prospecttn'. Jef-
fery Nellson Is a flrst-olaaa man to
atay away from?and hla understrap-
srs, too?Ray Urent and Chan Hsra-
Inway. nut they're out of town right

now. They skinned out all In a
bunch g few days ago?and I can't
tell you what kind of a scent they
got."

Ezram felt cold to the msrrow of
hi* bones. He glanced covertly at
Hen; fortunately his partner waa
busy amnng the supplies and wa*

not listening to this conversation.
Yet likely enough 11 wa* a frtlsc
alarm' Dotlbtlggg the ugly possibil-
ity that occurred to him bad no Jus-

IhU n Shed* Tears of Happiness

OUT OUR WAY

THE OLD HOME TOWN

tification whet ever In fact Never-
theless, be couldn't restrain the ques-
tion lhal waa at hla lipa.

"You don't know wbsra they went,
do you?" bs asked.

"Not exactly. They took op this
oreek hers a war*, thru Spruce Pas*, <

and over to Yuga river?tha coun- i
try that kind of a cracy old ohap

named Hiram Melville, who died here
a few week* ago, haa always pros-
pected."

Th* stranger marveled that bis old
listener should have suddenly gone

I quite pale.
(Continued TimiotToWy)
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