s northern post of the Huds‘m Bay Com-
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BEGIN HERE TODAY

Hubert Stane, discharged convict,
tescues Helen Yardely from the river
when her canoe drifts toward a dang-
erous waterfall. He promises to return
Helen to her uncle’s camp near &

Together they flee’from a for-
They find a deserted cabin
Indians attack|

pany.
est fire.
and take possession.
the cabin.

Helen is abducted and Stane is left
for dead. Benard, a trapper, revives
Stane and they start in pursuit of
Helen’s abductors. Gerald Ainley, in
love, with Helen, shoots her captors and
rescues the girl. Helen does not believe

- the story told by Ainley.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY
CHAPTER XXI
Chigmok’s Story.

When Stane set his face to the storm
Yie knew there was a difficult task be-

lindicated, and as the veil of snow |
| broke for a moment, caught sight of a !

| huddled form crawling in the snow.
“What—" he began.
| “It's a man. I saw him distinctly,” |
: interrupted the policema, and then as |
!the snow swept down again he ran|
! from the shelter of the camp. i
— 3 ' A minute and a half latsr he stag-,
| gered back, dragging a man with him. |
. 1B { He dropped the man by the fire, pour- |
® 823 ME A SERVICE. (NG, . ed some coffee into a pannikin, and as |
!the new-comer, with a groan, half-
ed on its side, and by the fire a man|raised himself to look around, he held |
crouched and stared into the snow-|the coffee towards him. i t
wrack. As he visioned them, Stane| “Here, drink this, it'll do you—" he]
slipped the rifle from the hollow of | interrupted himself sharply, then in a|
his arm, and staggered forward like a [tone of exultation he cried: “Chig—|
drunken man. .| mok!” : !
The man by the fire becoming aware| “Oui!” answered the man. “I am |
of him leaped suddenly to his feet. In|Chigmok! And thou?” i
a twinkling his rifle was at his should-| “I am the man of the Law, answer |
er, and through the wild canorous note|ed Anderton, “who has been at your

of the wind, Stane caught his hail. | heels for weeks.”
“Hands up! You murderer!” “So!” answered the half-breed in na-

|
|
|
i

Something in the voice struck remin-
iscently on his ears, and this, as he
recognized instantly, was not the hail
of a man who had just committed a
terrible crime.
and put up his hands. The man
changed his rifle swiftly for .a pistol
and began to advance. Two yards
away he stopped.

“Stane! by—!” .

Then Stane recognized him. It was

Dandy Anderton, the mounted pnlice—f

man, and in the relief of the moment

fore him, and he found it even more|
' “You, Dandy?”

What in heaven's name fis |
Did you see | tu‘rned to Stane.

ifficult than he had anticipated.
"He came to a sudden descent in the
trail that he was following.
maade by a small stream that in spring

flooded down to the lake, but which|two dead men out there in the snow.” | Saw you in my life before.”

§

snow-wrack he never even saw it, and
$tepping on air, he hurtled down the
bank, and rolled in a‘confused heap in
the deep snow at the bottom. For a
full minute he lay there, out of the
wind and biting snow-hail, feeling like
s man who has stumbled out of bitter
¢old to a soft couch in a warm room.
His mind asserted itself again, his pur-
pose dominated his wavering faculties,
and he staggered to his feet.

“Helen!” he muttered, “Helen!’

‘He faced the bank of the stream on
the other side from that which had
caused his downfall. Then he paused.
There was something—twenty seconds
passed before he remembered. His
rifle! It was somewhere in the snow,
he must find it, for he might yet have

It was the meaning of it all?
| anything? Hear the firing? There are !

he laughed suddenly.

“Yes!

now was frozen solid. In the plinding | He jefked his head towards the lake.
4 |“And there was a dog-team, but i 6
{lost it in the storm.

{anything about it, Stane? 1 hope that
! you had no hand in this killing?”
“No, I had no hand in that killing.

{1 don’t understand it at all, but that

sledge, we must find it, for to the best
of my belief, Miss Yardely is on it.”
The policeman stretched a hand to-
wards a heap of smoldering ashes,
where reposed a pan, and pouring
"some boiling coffee into a tm cup,
| handed it to Stane. :
! Stane contintied his narrative, and
| when he had finished, Anderton spoke
'agin. “That solitary man with the
| team whom you saw coming down the
'lake, must have been me. I turned
into the wood a mile or two on the

He dropped his rifle!

!
Do you knnw?

need of it. He groped about, and pres- other side of this bluff to camp out
ently recovered it; then after consider- of the snow which I saw was comin/
ng for a moment, instead of ascending Then it struck me that I should do

to the level, he began to walk down ! better on this side, and 1 worked "o- |

tream, sheltered by the high banks.

The banks of the stream lowered!
and opened suddenly. The withering
force of the blast struck him, the snow !
buffeted him, and for a moment he,
$tood, ‘held in his tracks, then the:
wind momentarily slackened, and
dimly through the driving snow he;
taught sight of somcthing that Ioom—‘|
ed shadowlike before him. It was the|
bluff that he was seeking, and as he;
moved tcwards it, the wind broken,
grew less boisterous, though a steady“
stream of fine hard snow swept downi
wpon him from its height. The snow.
blanketed everything; then he heard a|
flog yelp and stumbled forward in the
flirection of the sound. A minute later|
m the shelter of some high rocks, he,
saw a camp-fire, beside which a tcaml‘

of dogs in harness, huddled in the|

snow, anchored there by the sled turn-

}wzn-ds it. I was just on the other side

tive speech, with a hopeless gesture.
“It had been better to have died the
snow-death, but I shall die before they
{ hang me, for I am hurt.”
"Fhey washed and dressed the woind,
| made the half-breed as comfortable as
| they could; then as he reposed b the
fire, Anderton found the man’s pipe,!
filled it, held a burning stick whilst
he lit it, and when it was drawing
nicely, spoke:

“Now, Chigmok, you owe me some-
{ thing for all this, you know. Just tell
j us the meaning of the game you were
| playing.” :

“Then I tell #u.” His dark eyes

“You not know.me®”

No,” answered Stane. “I. never ‘

when the shooting began, and 1 hur- ;
ried forward, but the snow came and e
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he ees one devil. He fix for me bring
zee girl here, where zee price veel be
paid; den when I come he begin to
shoot, becos he veel not zee price

ay.” .

“What sort of a man was_ he?
What * did he look like, Chigmok?”

“He dark an’ vhat you call han’-
some. He haf sometimes one glass to
hees eye, an—”

“Ainley, by Heaven!” cried Stane in
extreme amazement.

“Lor’, what a whirligig life is. I
never thought—Hallo! Who'’s this?
Jean Benard, or ’'m a sinner!”

Jean Benard it was, and his face

wiped out everything, though I had ! 9
an impression of a second dog-tcam | “You, Dandy?
waiting by the shore as I came ro-nd.| “But I haf sern you. Oui!
When I looked for it I couldn’ find | your canoe when you sleep!”
it; and then I tumbled on this camp | “You know who was in the tent?”
and as there was nothing else to be asked Stane slarply.
done until the snow slackened I un- “I fin’ dat out zee ver’ next morn-
harnessed.” ]ing, when I meet a man who ask for |
Stane looked round. “This woild K zee white girl. Ah I haf seen dat man |
be the place where the man, who was |b’fore. 1 see heem shoot zee paddle |
to have paid the kidnapers their price, | from zee girl’s hand—" |
waited for them.” 1 “Who was this man?”’ asked Stane’
“And paid them in lead, no doubt | grimly, as the half-breed patsed.
with the idea of covering his own| “I not know; but he is zee ver
tracks completely.” | same man dat was to haf paid zee
“That seems likely,” agreed Stane. |price of guns an’ blankets for zee girl
“But who—" Anderton broke off jdat vos in zee cabin.”
suddenly and leaped to his feet.! “And who said I was to die® 1
“Great Christopher! Look ther+!™| “Qui! He order dat! But dat man

I steal

| fore I come.

lighted with pleasure as he staggered

!into the camp.

“I fear for you, m’sieu,” he said to
Stane in simple explanation, “there-
Bo’jour, M’sieu Ander-
ton, dis ees a good meeting on zee
bad day!”

CHAPTER XXII
Ainley’s Story

As Helen Yardely caught sight of
Ainley’s face, for a moment she was
dumb with amazement, then she cried:
*You? You?’

“Yes,” he answered quickly, “I have
been seeking you for weeks, and 1
find you in the nick of time. But
there is no time to explam now. There

were others with yo%r' captors; I saw
the sledge following ehind. We must
get away at once.” ’

As he spoke he cut the thongs wiic’
bound her to the sledge and helped
her to rise.

“Get on the sledge, Helen,” said
Ainley, brusquely. “There is no tiu
to waste. We must hurry.”

They turned from the storm-ridden
lake to the shelter of the great woods.
Except for forced halts to unravel the
harness when it caught in the bushes,
they did not stop for two hours, but
pressed on until they reached an cn
space in the woods, which they crossed
in a smother of blinding snow. On
the other side of this break they ca'
to a fresh spur of forest, and when
they had penetrated to the shelter of
the trees once more, the first voluntary
halt was made.

“Of whom are you afraid?”
Helen.

“Indians! We were forced to shoot
three of your captors; and those of
their friends who were following on
behind may feel impelled to try an
avenge their deaths.” :

“Oh!” said the girl; a note of suc'
evident disappointment in her tone,
that Ainley looked at her quickly.

asked

I must have a word with my men.

Coffee will pe ready in a few mivates;
and there will be bacon and biscuit,
which is not exactly appelizing will
be sustaining.”

‘I shail not mind bacon and bis-
cuit,” answered Helen, and as Ainley
walked away a look of deep thought
came on the girl’s face.
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Your Health

BY DR. CLIFFORD C. ROBINSON

| have, but not through cracks in the

our shoes into homes. It finds lodgment

FLOOR COVERINGS.

Anything you may do to stop up
cracks and crevices in the floor of
your house will cause a decided gain
in health. Air in our rooms we must

floor. More disease germs are dissem-
inated by this means alone than in any
other way. !

Much filth and dirt is carried on

on the carpets and other floor cover-
ings, and sifts down into the cracks.
Sweeping and dusting distributes it
again and the older it gets the worse it
becomes. Do away with carpets in
every possible case.

The Japanese have no carpets and
very few bedclothes. Their homes arc
niodels of cleanliness. Few or no dis-
eases result from house dirt there.
Wooden floors can be made perfectly

sanitary by oil and paint, combined
with a good cleaning compound and
plenty of water.

Healthful floor coverings may be sup-
plied in a number of ways. In many
rooms a smooth-painted or finished-
oil floor with few rugs furnish the ne-
cessary protection. An inlaid floor of
wood pattern, doing away with all un-
healthy and unsightly floor cracks, costs
a little more, but that is more than
gained in your annual health condition.

The necessity for pure, vitalizing air
in homes, especially during the colder
months, is a health factor of almost in-
estimable value. This is impossible
with dusty carpets and germ-filled floor
cracks.

Baby is a much safer asset if dusty
carpets and unclean floors are made
sanitary by removal.

ADVENTURES OF THE TWINS

By Olive -Roberts Barton

OLD MOTHER

“Everybody quiet!” cried Dick Red
Cap, the town crier, Joudly.

“Here come the Riddle Lady and
the Twins!” announced Humpty
Dumpty, the mayor of Riddle Town.

Just then the Riddle T.ady arrived,
and searching in one of her big poc-
kets, she found the riddle she had

FOOT CRUSHED IN MOTORBOAT

Harold Green, son of Wellington
Green, Kennedy street, received severe

“ I have an idea,” he said, “and I
» . 1
will explain when we camp. Just now | repairs are made she will proceed on

injury yesterday afternoon while on
boar da motorboat. In some manner
his foot was caught in the machinery
and was badly crushed: The ambul-
ance. was summoned and the injured
young man was conveyed to the Gen-
eral Public Hospital where he is being
treated.

PUTS IN FOR REPAIRS.

The large
Whitebelle arrived

four-masted schooner
in port yesterday
afternoon for repairs. The schooner
was bound from Hillsboro to New
York with a cargo of plaster and dur-
ing the heavy blow in the Bay on
Saturday the schooner’s jibboom was
carried away. 'The vessel is now an-
chored in the harbor and as soon as

her voyage.

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS—LOOK TO YOUR LAURELS,BOYS . . ... . . .

j
P 1o wuE! wATaHA
- ONNA HAVE FOR

DINNER T'DAY

\

TUERES RAY AN'
JAY= WHEN WE GO
PAST THEM WE'LL ALL
TALK. REAL LOUD WHAT
WE'RE GONNA HANE
T EAT.

OM 6EE-TUEY'LL
BE JEALOUS AS
ANVTHING 'CAUSE
TUEIR AOM TOLD
AY MOM THEY
WUZ 60ANA HAVE

By BLOSSER

YEAH- AN WHEN MOWTOL NE ) /”(? T G7N
€ retran TH'TURKEY || TCOULD HAJE | WERE f T BETCHA i {/ %
T WANT T EAT T'M /{ Tt DRUMSTICKS | GONNA \WE GETSICKER J‘»fsdﬂ Y
GONNA BAT SIX IF T WANT EM- / HAVE A e
BIG PUMPKIN MEGBE THEY [ BUSHEL
PES AN THEN WONT JASTE | OF MASHED

@ T - -

THANKFUL! | SHOULD SAY WE \
ARE ! JUST THINK OF THE PILOGRIMS
WHO STARTED THIS THANKSGIVING BUSINESS.

HTHEY HAD NO STEAM
HEAT, NO TELEPHONES,) |
NO RADIO,NO AUTOS-

1
1
1
1
|
1
L}

- - - - - -

BUT TODAY WE HAVE SOMETHING FAR

GREATER TO BE THANKFU

GREATER THAN
HOME ,WEALTH .

ERIENDS,
= %,

- By CAP HIGGINS

L FO H EVENT"! THE
— FIRST TOOTH

FOLKS, | ANNOUNCE THE GREAT

. TODAY

BABY HAD HIS

MENDIT

But she gives them away over and
over again.

heart must be warm, though

they say ’tis of steele,

And although she is sHarp, she most
kindly must feel,

For she gives ever stitch that she has

“Her

SR C » r

just composed. As there were no very

hard words in is, she asked Nancy to

read it. So Nancy took the paper and

read as loudly as she could:

Mother Mendit is sharp
and thin,

She spends most of her time going
out and then in,
Without much of a dress

quite sure to find her,
Except for a train that she drags
far behind her.

“0Old long,

>y‘0u'll be

“They say that her living she earns
by fine sewing,

And out to her work she is constant-
ly ‘ going,

But though it may be that her na-
ture’s quite pushin’,

Yet most of the time she’s at home
in her cushion.
“Gossip has it, my dears, and it’s

made quite a stir,
That she doesn’t take sewing, but
sewing takes her! :
And it does seem too silly that she
should go bare, =
When she makes clothes for others
with kindness and care.

“The train that she wears (or the
trains, I should say)

She changes a hundred and ten times
a day.

Not that she’s conceited or boastful
or vain,

\%y/;U'T THIS AWAY

S WILBUR COMES H
| DON'T WANT HI

T
)

| GUESS I'D BETTER

KNOW PPM TAKING UP
OIL PAINTING UNTIL
PVE FINISHED MY

)
\
i

BEFORE

OME -
M TO

%
|

|
]

THERE,NOW 1T 15" WHERE DID YOU GET ‘ S it's
FINISHED - IT LOOKS THIS ? WHAT ARE I PAINTED | [(¢ PICTURE, DORIS, BUT
PRETTY GOOD FOR THOSE TH‘NGS ON THAT. WILBUR JUDG‘NG FRoM T'HE
A BEGINNER - | MUST THERE ? WHAT ARE / FoR YouU - ( COLOR OF THE APPLES
L PUT IT AWAY BEFORE HE COMES 3 THEY ¢ IT°S A DISH . | WOULD SAY THAT
OF APPLES" THEY WERE ROTTEN
HOW DO THEY

. - By ALLMAN

A VERY PRETTY |

ions”’ where the brilliant

dashes by “‘speed-artists’ thrill

and amaze the crowd.

Nancy took the paper and read as loudly as she could.

to her back,

And comes home with nothing, alas
and alack!

“Some people say she just
when she’s driven,

So often kind acts fail and no thanks
are given,

works

you can guess,
This queer, funny person who won't
wear a dress!”

Nancy stopped reading and fold-
ed up the paper. She had done very
well for a little girl only in the third
grade at school.

“I" think it’s scandalous!” declared
Missez Grundy. Missez Grundy was
Soloman Grundy’s wife and he was
so particular about things that he
even took care to die on a Sunday.
So no wonder Widow Gundry was
prepared to be shocked at anything.

“l don’t know who Old Mother
Mendit was and I don’t care!” she
finished up with a toss of her head
as she walked away.

“] know i the answer,” said the
Maiden-All-Forlorn. “Mother Mendit
was a needle, wasn’t she?”

“Yes,” said the Riddle Lady. “And
thd prize goes to you. It is a case
of needles of every size.”

“Oh, thank you,” said the Maiden-
All-Forlorn. “Now I can mend up
my husband. He’s the Man-All-Tat-
tered-and-Torn, you know.” And
she went away happy.

(To Be Continued.)

and won in terms of split seconds.

—At the marathon events, where the contestants

settle down to miles of skating—the steady ‘‘grind”’ that

t —At the big rinks where championships are lost
|
|

tells of the stamina of the
their skates.

skaters, and the quality of
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|
|
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|
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