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The Strength
Of The Pines

Edison Marshall
Author of "TheVoice of the Pack”

Hlustrations

~ He started to go, and she ran after
him with outstretched arms. “Oh,

%Oh, Bruce,” 8he Cried, “Come Back
Soon—Soon. Don’t Leave Me to Die
Alone™

i
Bruce,” she cried, “come back soon
—soon. Don't leave me to die alone. !
Tm not strong enough for that—"
| He whirled, took two paces back,
and his arms went about her. He had
forgotten his injury long since. He ,
kissed her cool lips and smiled fto !

her eyes. Then at once tbe flurries
hid him. :
The girl climbed up iInto the

branches of a fir tree. In the thicket
beyond a great gray form tacked back
and forth, trying to locate a scent that
& second before he had caught but
dimly and had lost. It was the Killer,
and his temper was lost long ago In
the whirling snow.

! Hls anger was upon him, partly from chance escaped himself, and take the
-$ discomfort of the storm, partly

from the constant, gnawing pein of |

three bullet wounds in his powerful | 290 t0 do the work of destruction.

body. Besides, he realized the pres-
ence of his old and greatest ememy—
those stall, slight forms that had

N Co

pyright by Little, Brown,and Co |
Ing on this trall that all three followed |
—the path that the runaway horse
made in the snow. Only one of the
great forces of the war that had been !
waged at Trail’'s End was lacking, and !
now- he came also.

Simon Turner had ridden late into
the night and from before dawn; with
remorseless fury he had goaded on
his exhausted horse, he had driven
him with unpitying strength through
coverts, over great rocks, down Into
rocky canyons In search of Bruce and
Linda, and now, as the dawn broke,
he thought that he had found them.
He had suddenly come upon the tracks
of Bruce's horse In the snow.

If he had encountered them farther
back, when the animal had been run-
ning wildly, he might have guessed ;
the truth and rejoiced. No mah would |
attempt to ride a horse at a gallop
through that trallless stretch., But at
the point he found the tracks most ‘of
the horse's terror had been spent, and
it was walking lelsurely, sometimes
lowering its head to crop off the shrub- |
bery. The trall was comparatively |
fresh, too; or else the fast-falling
snow would have already obscured fit.
He thought that his hour of triumph
was near.

But it had come none too soon. And
Simon—out of . passion-filled - eyes—
looked and saw that it would likely
bring death with it. ¢

He realized his position fully. The
storm was steadlly developing into
one of those terrible mountain bliz-
zards In which, without shelter, no
human being might live. He was far
from his home, he had no blgnkets,
and he could not find his way. Yet |
he would not have turned back iIf he
could. The securing of the document ®

by which Bruce could. take the great |
| estates from him was only a trifie now.

He belleved wholly within his own .
soul that the wilderness—without his ;
ald—would do his work of hatred for :
bim; and that by no concelvable cir
cumstances could Bruce and Linda
find shelter from the blizzard and live
through the day. He could find their
bodies in the spring i he' by any

Ross-Foiger agreement from them.
But it was not enough. He wanted

Even his own death—if it were only ’
delayed until his vengeance - was

' wreaked—could not metter now. Ih:

crossed him so many times, that had all the anclent strife and fury and |

stung him with thelr bullets, and  C°85eless war of the wild

whose weakness he had learned
And then all at once he caught
the scent plain. He lurched forward,

ctashed agaln through the brush, and ;
walked out into the ept epen.

Linda saw his vagu ®, and at
first she hung perfSWy¥ totionless, |
hoping to escape ‘his gaze. She had

been told many times that grizzlles
cannot climb, yet she had no desire
to see him raging below her, reaching,
possibly trying to shake her from the
1imb.

through
which he had come, there was no pes-
sion to equal this. The Killer was co!
tent to let the wolf
him, The cougar

will
warm, newly slain prey, its .

' white fangs have already dlpped, at

the sight of some great danger in the '

thigkets But Stmon could not turn. !

Death lowered its wings upon him as

well as upon his enemy, yet the fire in

his heart and the fury in his

shut out all thought of it.
He sprang off his horse better to

He dldn’t seem $0 see her, His eyes examine the tracks, and then -stood, '

(were lowered; pesiaes, It was never the
grizzly way to search the branches of
tree. The wind blew the message

hat he might haye read clearly In the |

iopposlte direction. She saw him walk , effort, and he gave his full strength

slowly across the snow, head low-
lered, a huge gray ghost In the snow
flurries not one hundred feet distant. '

en she saw him pause, with lowered
thead.

In the little second before the truth
came to her, the bear had already
turned. Bruce's tracks were some-
what dimmed by the snow, but thol
JKiller interpreted them truly. She!
Baw too late that he had crossed them,
read thelr message, and now had
turned into the clouds of snéw to trace
them down. !

For an Instant she gazed at him in
wpeechless horror; and alreaqy the
iflurries had almost obscured his gréy
figure. Desperately she tried to call
fhis attention from the tracka She
«alled, then she rustled the branches
&8 loudly as she could. But the nolse
of the wind obscured what sound she
made, and the bear was already too
absorbed in the hunt to turn and see
her. As always, in the nearing pres-
ence of a foe, his rage grew upon him.

Sobbing, Linda swung down from
the tree. She had no consclous plan
of ald to her lover. She only had a
blind instinct to seek him, to try to
warn him of his danger, and at least
to be with Mm at the death. Te great
tracks of the Killer, seemingly almost
as long as her own arm, made a plain
trall for her to follow. She too struck
off into the storm-swept canyon.

¢ "And the forest gods who dwell some-
swhere in the ‘region where the pine
tops taper into the sky, and who pull
ithe strings that drop and railse the

the players of tbe wilderness dramas,
®aw a chance 8 great and traglc

lsnow. The destinies of Bruce, Linda -
gind the Killler were already Cotiverg. -

half bent over, in the snow. 3 *

made. It was, he thought,' his last
|

to it. Weakened was
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was brushed from his gaze. Just for
the space of a breath the canyon for
& hundred feet distant was partially
cleared of the blinding streamers of
snow. And he uttered a long gasp
when he saw, thirty yards distant and
at the farthest reaches of his sight,
the figure of a saddled horse,

His gun leaped to his shoulder, yet
his eagerness did not cost him his self-
control. He gazed quietly along the
sights until he saw the animal’s shoul-
der between them. His finger pressed
back agalnst the trigger.

The horse rocked down, seemingly
instantly killed, and the snow swept
in between. Bruce cried out In tri-

sped through the flurries toward his’|
dead.

But it came about that there was
other business for Bruce than the re-
covery of his blankets that he had
supposed would be tled to the saddle.
The snow was thick between, and he
was within twenty feet of the animal's
body before he glimpsed it clearly
again. And he felt the first wave of

wonder, the firat promptings of the !

thought that the horse he had shot
down was not his, but one that he had
never seen before.

But there was no time for the
thought to go fully home. Some one

cried out—a strange, halfsnarl of hat-'
red and trlumph that was almost lack-:

ing in all human quality—and a man’s
body leaped toward him from the
thicket before which the horse had
fallen. It was Simon, and Bruce had
mistaken his horse for the one he had
ridden. :

Even In that instant crisls he did
not forget ‘that he had as yet neg-
lected to expel the empty cartridge
from the barrel of his rifie and to
throw In the other from the maga-
zine. He tried to get the gun to his
shoulder, working the lever at the
same time. But Simon's leap was too
fast for him. His strong hand selzed
the barrel of the gun and snatched it
from his hands. Then the assallant
threw it back, oves, his shoulder, and
it fell softly in the snow. He wait-
ed, crouched. :

-‘The two ,men stood face to face
at last. All things else were forgot-

v

A o
The Two Men Stood Face to Face at
Last.

ten. The world they had known be-
fore—a world of sorrow and pleas-
ures, of mountains and woods and
homes—faded out and left no reali-
tles except each other’s presence.
All about them were the snow flur
ries that their eyes could not pene-
trate, and it was as If they were two
lone contestants on an otherwise un-
Inhabited sphere w| .come to
grips at last, The falling ®now gave
the whole picture a.curious tome of

Bruce straightened, and his face
was of Iron. - “Well, Simon,” he sald.
“You've come,”

The man’s eyes burned red through
the snow. *“Of course I would. Did
think yon' céuld escape me?”

I think-1 could have done

came-up.
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‘eath—and Death should be w.

it the end for the one of us who sur-
vives, It's so llke this d—d, terrible
wilderness in which we live.,”

Bruce gazed in amazement. (| The
dark and dreadful poetry of this man's
nature was coming to the fore. The
wind made a strange echo to his
words—a long, wild shriek as it swept
over the heads of the pines.

“Then why are you waiting?” Bruce
asked.

“So you can understand everything.
But I guess' that time is here. There
is to be no mercy at the end of this
fight, Bruce; I ask none and will give
none. You have waged a war against
me, you have escaped me many times,
you have won the love of the woman
I love—and this is to be my answer.”
His volce dropped a note, and he

spoke more quletly. “I'm going to kill |

you, Bruce."

“Then try it,” Bruce answered stead-
fly, I'm in a hurry to go back to
Linda.”

Simon’s smoldering wrath blazed up
at the words. Both ‘men seemed to
spring at the same time. Their arms
flalled, then Interlocked; and they
rocked a long time—back and forth
in the snow.

For the first time Bruce had full
realization of Simon’s mighty strength.
With all the power ‘of his -body he

tried to wrench him off his feet, but |°

it was like trying-to tear a tree from
the ground. !

But surprise at the -other’s power
was not confined to Bruce alone.
Simon knew that he had am opponent
worthy of the iron of his own muscles,
and he put all his terrible might into,
the battle. He tried ¢o reach Bruce's

~throat, but the man’s strong shoulder

held the arm against his side. SI-
mon’s great hand reached to pin
Bruce's arm, and for the first time he
discovered the location of his weak-
ness. AR

He saw the color sweep from
Bruce's face and water drops that
were not melted snow come upon it.
It was all the advantage needed be-
tween such evenly matched contest-
ants. And Simon forgot his spoken
word that he wished this fight to be
& test of superiority alone. His fury
swept over him like a flood and ef-
faced all things else; and he cen-
tered his whole attack upon Bruce's
wound.

In a moment he had him down, and
he struck once into Bruce's’ white
face with his terrible knuckles. The
blow sent a strange sickness through
the younger man’s frame; and he tried
vainly to struggle to his feet. “Fight!
Fight on!” was the message his mind
dispatched along his nperves to his
tortured muscles, but for an instant
they wholly refused to respond. They
had' endured too much. Total nn-
conscliousness _hovered - above him,

dy to: descend. .

Strangely, be seemed to know that
Simon had crept from his body and
was even now reaching some dread-
ful weapon that lay beside the dead
form of the horse. In an Instant he

‘had it, and Bruce's eyes opened In

time to see him swinging it aloft. It
was his rifle, and Simon was aiming
a8 murdereus blow at him with its

stock. '

There was. no chance to ward it off.

.| No human skull could withstand its

shattering impact. 2
But that war of life and death In
the far reaches of Trail's End was
not to end so soon. At that instant,
there was an amasing intervention.
A>great gray form came lunging
out of the snow flurries. Thelr vision
was limited to a few feet, and so
fast the creature came, with such in-
credible, smashing power, that he was
upon them in a breath. It was the

Killer in the full glory of the charge; '

and he had caught up with the? at
last. e

Bruce saw only his great figure
looming just over him. Simon, with
amazing agllity, leaped to one side
Just In time, then battered down the
rifle stock with all his strength. But
the -blow was not meant'for Bruce.
It struck where aimed—the great grey
shoulder of the grizzly. ;" :
.Then, dimmed and - half-obscured
by the snow flurries,” there began as
strange & battle as the great pines
above them had ever beheld. The
Kliller's rage was upon him, and the
blow.at the shoulder had arrested his
charge for a moment orly. Thea he

It was the Killer at his grandest.
Simon had ‘no chance to ‘shoot his
riffie. In the ‘instant that he wounld |
ralse it those great claws and fangs
would be upon him. - He swung it as
" club, striking - again . and again,
dodging the sledge-hammer blows end

" Bruce's eyes.

and Again,
Hammer Blows and Swinging Aside
In the Second of the Killer's Lunges.

Dodging the 8ledge-

At such times he could
tell how the fight was going by sount
alone—the snarls of the Killer, th:
wild oaths of Simon, the impact of
the descending rifie butt. Bruce gave
no. thought of taking part. Both were
enemies; his own strength seemed
gone. The cold deepened; Bruce
could feel it creeping Into his blood,
halting Its flow, threatening the spark
of life within him. The full light
of day had come out upon the land.
Bruce knew the wilderness now. All
Its primitive passions were In play, all
its mighty forces at grips. The storm
seemed to be .trriug-to ewilaguish'
these ' 'ves; jealous of their in-
trusion, longing for the world it knew
before Mving things came to dwell
upon it, when its winds swept end-
lessly over an uninhabited earth, and
its winter snows lay trackless and its
rule was supreme. And beneath It,
blind to the-knowledge that in -union
alone lay strength to oppose its might
—to oppose all those cruel forces that
make a battleground of life—man.and
beast fought their battle to the death.
Linda came stealing out of the snow
—following the grizzly's trail—and
crept beside Bruce. She crouched be-
slde him, and his arm went about her
as If to shield her. She had heard
the sounds of the battle from afar;
she had thought that Bruce was the
contestant, and her terror had left a
deep pallor- upon her face; yet now
she gazed upon that frightful confiict
with a strange and ‘enduring ‘calm.

Both she agd Bruce knew that there’]
" was but one sure conquerdr, and that

was Death. If:the Killer survived the
fight .and through the mercy of the
forest gods spared their lives, there
remained the bliszard. They .could
concelve of no circumstances whereby
further effort would be’of the least
avail. g

The scene grew In fury. The:last
burst of strength was upon Simon;
in another moment he would be ex
hausted The bear had suffered ter
rible punishment from the blows of
the rifle stock. - He recoiled once more,
then lunged with uibelievable speed.
His huge paw, with all his might be-
hing it, struck tlie weapon from BSi-
mon’s hand. - S s

It shot through the air seemingly
almost as fast as the bullets it had
often propelled: from its muzzle, and
struck the trunk of a tree. So hard
it came that the lock was shatteredy,
they heard the ring of metal. The
bear rocked forward once more and

struck again. And then all the sound |-

‘that was left was the eerie complalnt-
of the wind. v :

Simon lay still. The brave fight
was over. His trall had. ended fitting-
ly—in the grip of such powers as.were
typical of himself. But the bear did
not leap upon bim to tear his flesh,

«For an Instant be stood ilke a statue |.

in gray stone, head lowered, as if in

& strange attitude of thought. Then |-

.the great .grissly uttered one 'deep

Rote.and half-turned sbout, His eyes |
rested upon m:::: but he a14 not |

seem to see :
* Then he turned again and beaded off
slowly, deliberately, directly into the

" (Ceatinued Next W.ook)
MUST PAY FIRE DAMAGE

Jury Decides First Test Case Against
Foderal Raliway Administration,

Duluth—A _verdict against-the Uni
ted States rallroad admfnfstration
was returned by a district: court
jury ‘here in what ia  considered a
test case involving millions of- dol
lacs of property destroyed by
firec October 12, 1918 - -

Frees Autoists' as Christmas Present.

forest |
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December 28, 1922

PROFESSIONAL |

C. O. SMITH

DENTIST

LINTON, N*D. '

CITY BARBER SHOP

W. H. HINTON, Prop.
Laundry basket leaves Wednes-
day, returns the next Wedneaday

A. L. PORTZ & CO.

Enmiinte &
Undertaking
Licensed Enibalmer and
X Hearse

CHAS. COVENTRY

. Attorney-at-Law ]
Linton, North Dakota

| LANDS BOUGHT AND SOLD
| . ESTATES PROBATED

-

[ :

WESTERN HIDE AND FUR
COMPANY

Aberdeen, S. D.

We are paying the highest mar-
ket price for hides and furs,
Its with freight less, we
- pay re than con-

dealers in the Northw
' .
|

“WIil it be an offense,” asked the
pedantic professor, “if I catch fish—in
this pond?” > :

“No; a miracle,” answered the
keeper.

’

“Maud introduced her fiance to me
yesterday. He'’s short and stout,
with a bald head and pug nose; and
he has four motor cars and a steam

yacht.” - : B

Jealbﬁiy is the fear of your own in-
feriority.

has alienated her husband’s affections.
She doesn't give the cars’ name, but
we suspect it’s Lluie_ 2 ’

" A true man's allegiance is given to
that which is highest in his own ns-
ture. .He reverences truth, he loves
kindness, he respects justice.

Life is 8 great and noble calling,
not a mean and groveling thing to be
hurried through as we can, bua a
lofty and exalted destiny.

way to get them to work.

August is_ the. healthiest month in
the year excep for very young chil-
dren.

. Obsolete warships, ﬁllec'l- with rub-
‘ble, are being used to strencthen the
seawall at Dartmouth, England.

Antioch, in the 4th centurv. is be-
lieved to Imve been the world’s first
city to light itl’l‘tmtl at night.

" Phosphate Industry J.T;n!&"

Detroit—Judge Charles L. Bartlett| -

announced he planned to order the re|
Igase, as a Christmas gift, .ot sl pris- |-

N

oners held for violating the
laws. - Ty T 315 PLEIE

elected ‘second vice president of the

| Congressiona) Couttry-clab, -of whiel, | 2%

Herbert Hoover, aecretary o, oom-

| merce, is president. .

... Closa Baltic &ca to Warships. .

- London—The Russian Soviet govern.
81| mend is' taking steps. to gain ‘adher.
188} suts to converting the Baltic into s

| Hosed sea as regards warships of al:

» exoept those

Whose shore line}

— -

) of Bishop, (Calif.). Som:
Y officers are D. B..C

a Business College, Fargo,
., C, E. Halbert won a fine
. ivi&théFmN ional Bark

Many now employ ‘'L ;kgﬁ.‘i‘.i,élbﬁ'
F J.‘ R j z i D

“Follow the Succeggful.’

generations of ¥
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A Brooklyn woman claims sn aubew.. .

Pmpo;ed law would keen children
under 18 from working. That s one

Sipce the discovery.of phosphate de--

the school that has tuned out two -

of interested friends and getSuccess
Magazine free.” Write F. L Wat- -~
Ijzi;ns;f.806 “Front S, Fargo, NND.. =
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