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easy spellin'.-- Now everyone cails me -that. But
dd-"

Again hie broke off, choking with represâed emo-

t 1ion, and the cup feIl as he cast ont his hands in a

cbildish gesture of clutching at something far be-

yond reach. ,"I have no dad," he cried, "no one to

take care of mie."
Like a flash Fric Sark had himi in bis armis,

blankets and aIl.
"Yes, you have, Foam," hie soothed. "Don't my

arms tell you that? Aren't they strong enough to

take care of you?"
The boy looked at him in bewildermeflt for an

instant, then put his head down on Sark's monstroiis

shoulder and sobbed qiuietly.
Sark, holding him close, became aware that Bas-

sett was grinning at him fromr the door-way of the

tent, grînning and scratching his scalp. "I Was

just trying to remember that remark of yours about

infants and the Dawson Trail," lie chuckled.
"You go to thunder," retorted Sark.

\TORT H up the lakes passed the rush to make

iNDawson before the f reeze-up, and somewbere

in the mob went always Sark and Bassett with the

bit of flotsam they had picked up. Men called themn

fools to be hampered in the race for gold by a

child, but they termed themn that behind their backs.

One at Whitehorse who had spoken in that mariner

to Sark's face remained in that camp with a. broken

j aw. Tbereafter the trio were given no audible

advice, although the voyagers camne to look upoIl

Sark's devotion to the lad as but one of the mafly

manias to be encountered in the northland. And

't was dais intensedevotion that began to heal in

a measure Foam's grief. b4ot that it healed as

quickly as most childish sorrows! For Foamn

Challis was in mnany ways an abncornial boy. His

retentive brain kept continually breaking back to

the past. And though Sark was shrewd enouigh to

counteract the influence of sncb despairing spelis

with the wonder of new scenes and the joy of ex-

citing incidents, he_secretly feared that Foani was

not truly healthy in mmnd or body. Which fear

was conflrmied when they went into canip one night

at the Stewart's mnouth. Foamn would ent no supper.

lie complained of-shiverings and a sick stomaých.

Sark found bis skin dry, his pulse very bigli.

"A toucli of f ever," Bassett deduiced.

'Il don't know," Sark brooded. "For the if e of

me, 1 don't know."
By morning Foamn grew worse. There was rigotîr,

vomiting, pain in the back.
"le can't travel, Tom," was Sark's decision.

"You take the boat and tent and haîf the outflt.

l'Il move into yon enmpty cabin up the bank,"

Tom Bassett immlediately protested. "Do yoi

krow what youi're throwing away ?" lie demanded.

"The freeze-uip's coming any minute. You'll neyer

get in on Eldorado if youl wait for snow and dogs.

You got to go now. I

'<Shut up and travel, answeredSark. "in stay-

ing bere. l'Il get what mnedicinie s in this Stewarl

cam~p and doctor himi before 1 mnove an inch."

JN the near-dawn Eric Sark threw bis great legs

Iover the edge of the uipper buuk, f cît gingerly
with bis tocs for the rîml of the lower one, slipped,

and scraped his shin -as lie tbuddied on the cabin

floor. At the noise there arose a stirring in the

iower buunk and the niuriiuriný1 g f t Foamxe
ri,.ihl)ed( bis shin."Feigbtroa?

Sarký,hadý a deep and peculiar intereàt in ascer:-
taining thati He tentatively broke the sealed holle
where 91the water-takers drew water. This was no

guide because of the frozen slush that rimmed the
pool. So hie strode out on the mid-river surface.

It bore bis weight, but cracked ominously at his

every movement. lie stood a moment as if debating,

seeing ini a vacant fashion the grey morning creep
over the stark divides and down thie narrow canyons,
noting many smokes from many fires rising straight

as pillars into space. Then hie shook his head

dubiously, came back to the water-hole, and dipped
his pail.

The boy could take no solid breakfast, but Sark

managed to feed him somte gruel by spoonfuls. Also,
hie fished out a bag containing a haîf-dozen lemons

saved for-time of sickness, and made him a sooth-

ing drink. Then Sark hiniself cooked and ate the

heavy meal for whicb hie would presently have need.

That done, hie ran up to the cabin of Randaîl, the

Stewart trader who dealt in supplies ,'at fabuloils
prices.

"liow's the kid this mnorning?" Randaîl asked.

"Nottoo bad. Give mne a ligbt sledge and three

dogs." Hie threw down the heavy stipend.
"Think the snow's coming soon?" the trader in-

quired as hie led the way to the shed wbere he kept

THE picture below is one way of looking at
Ysaye. He looked that way about ten
years ago. When lie played last week witb
the Toronto Symphony Orchestra lie was

a portly, prodigiotis personality wbo looked as much

like the late Oronhyatekba as any man ever could

and play the violin. linge, tbick shoulders, a, tre-
miendous chest, a mop of crow-black haîr and a

slight stoop, lie resembled no other violinist that

ever played in Amnerica. Little Miseba Elman he

could almnost have poked into one of bis cavernous

trousers pockets. Kubelik would have made a nice-

sized walkiug-stick. Only Kreisler, six f eet ahid

more and every incli a soldier, could compare in

mnere bodily strength to this giant of the four

strings and the bow. 'A dress suit on him looks

like a disgtiise of mere makeup. It by no means

becomes bim. lie is cheerfully more at home in

a floppy big srnock, a spraddly feit bat, a'tously

scarf and a pair of big, shoon; sncb as hie is some-

timies dressed wben lie goes fishing.,
And Ysaye is as unusual in bis use of the violin

as lie is in looks. Wlien a lad at the Liege Conser-

vatoire the tutors said hie neyer would learu the

violin. They sent him home. Some years ago, how-

ever, be began to be the greatest living vîolînîst.

At the age of fifty-five lie is still the big chief.

Other violinists may 'have genins, Ysaye has lived

to conquer the violin; to make it speak the language

of absolute, interpretative art.
Colossal, cyclic and immense bie walked heavily

ont -with bis little fiddle to the front of the stage,

bowed witli tremiendous gravity, took a twiddle at

bis violin and intimiated to the conductor tbat lie

\vas ready to begin the Viotti concerto, At once

lie began to play with the first violins; just sawing

away in a leisurely f ashion to
warm up the strings. In a littie
wvhile lie was playing solo.

From that tili the end of the
Beethoven Concerto,- which -took

the dogs.
"Might as well be ready," Sark, evaded. In five

minutes he had picked out three large huskies, har-
nessed them, and helped themn drag the sledge over
the frozen ground to the, river ice.

At the front and rear of the sledge hie tied four
large, empty, syrup tins, fromn the cabin shelves.
Next, with the provisions, hie Iashed on the boy,
swathed in blankets against a chili.

From his door Randali saw him. From other
doors other men saw him. They ran down,

"What you doing?" they demanded.
"Going to Dawson,", answered Sark. "The kid's

worse. I have to get hina to, a doctor."
"You're crazy," declared one man.
"Might as well plop through right here," suggested

another.
Sark tried to ignore them, but every face was

grim, and the grimmest one was Randall's. "Look
now, Sark," hie began, "you can't go on. It's murder
and suicide. If I'd known, you wouldn't have got
the dogs. I thouglit you were only outfltting early.
You can't go on, I say."

"ýCan't ?"

"Who'll stop me«P
(Continurd on page 21.)

sage in a dlean, articulate, well-ronnded phrase that
neyer once became maudlin or doubtful.

But why recount the things he did-with that
queer littie eloquent flddle? Hie did-everything
that the fiddle can do. But it was always -art.
Always lie was master of himself and of his in-
strument. Mainly he seemed bent upon giving you
B3eethoven and Viotti, and in the one encore St.
Saens, with or witbout as much 'Ysaye as it needed.
Much of what hie did was overpoweringly teclinical;
perhaps too much. It bas been said of Ysaye that
lie profoundly expresses himself in the violin. But
a man does not naturally think in technical terms.
Had Ysaye wanted to make bis fiddle laugh and
weep and preach and phulosophize as some dlaim
be does, he would have chosen a more obvions pro-
gramme. Instead, he chose to demonstrate that
Y saye is the perfect master of the violin, whicb

bas no potentialities that lie bas not explored. To
him the fiddle was not a naive thing like the blow-
ing of a shepherd's pipe, on which he artlessly
uttered "tbings that lie too deep for tears." No, it
was the thing he had made bis servant, to Say what
he wanted it to say at any particular time-in the
name of violin art.

1 T was ail art. Ysaye left nothing to chance, lie
as not there to show liow daring he could be.

lie had rehearsed ail. At the rebearsal lie was
most devilishly exacting. Many great virtuosos at
a rehearsal jnst go throngb the motions to give the
orchestra an outline of the tempo ami the nuances.
Not so Ysaye. lie did everytbing even to the lon g
cadenzas just as lie had it to do at the concert.
When lie had finislied the bad was a bit f agged;
so was lie. But what matter? It was necessàry.

Art muist neyer be left to casuai
inspiration.

It was stuggested to Ysaye
that the public miglit like to hear
an encore witli the piano accon-
panimiient.

"Tut!" he tormed, "I do not
tare wbat the public want. I
will not play an encorewtte

pln-this timie." ewt

So lie played it with the
orchestra.

And it must be said that the
orchestra supported Ysaye bet-
ter than they bave played for
ay of the long lne of big artists
in their clientele. It was a liard
test. The Viotti concerto tbey
bad neyer seen until Ysaye
fetcbed it the day of the re-
hearsal. The maestro was oh-
viously pleased; thougl always
critical. H1e bas a fine ear for
balance of toue and dynamics.
But after the opening of the first
movement in the first concerto
lie seenir-4  vrie witli bimself
that the band was ini good liands;
lie liad nothing to fear. That's

bE VIOLINIST. as severe a test as is possible.
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