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And then. In the moment's 

that followed, Philip tiirew 
head, and In a voice almoi 
and untrained as Jean 
shouted back:

• silence sometimes we used to see how'loud 
■ we could shout It, and always, wh. n 

most an wild we came to those two last lines— • 
Crolaaet's, he She Interrupted him:OUR FARM HOMES

foi"Where the gray geese race 'cross the 
red moon's face 

From the white 
wrath."

"Oh! the fur fleets sing on Temiska-

As the ashen paddles bend.
And the crewe carouse at Rupert's

House, Your memory Is splendid!" i,e
At the sullen winter's end. admiringly, "Yss, always wh. „

But my days are done where the lean w* ca“* » the en<1 of those lin. -,
wolves run, the white foxes would answer as fro in

And I ripple no more the path oul on the 'barrens, and we won |
i the gray geese race 'cross tthe t°r H*® sneaking yelping of tin i
red moon’s face before we went on. They haunteii

like Utile demons, those foxes, * ,> 
wrath." never once could we catch a glln

of them during the long night. Th. y 
The suspense was broken. The two heli>ed to drive McTavISh mad. 1.4

men's voices, rising in their crude «Med .begging us to keep them a« ,
strength, sending forth Into the still front hint. One day I wee wake i
wilderness both triumph and defiance, by Hadleson crying like a baby, n |
brought the quick flush of living back when I sat up In my Ice bunk i,e
Into Josephine's face. She guessed caught me by the shoulders and 
why Jean toad started hie chant—to that he bad seen 

A ND then- suddenly, she slipped From this hour the fight was his. She Ktve her courage. She knew wtoy looked like the glow
/-\ *°wer among the cushions he told him. without speaking. And the Philip had responded And now Jean sand* and thousands

had placed for her, and burled glory of It all thrlUed him with a swept up beside them, a smile on hie It waa Ih
ner face in one of them with a moan- sacred happiness so that tie wanted thin, dark face. time."
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he held it tightly. without words. She had suddenly flushed to the She did not take her eyes from hid
LJstcn. my Josephine," he whis- Behind them. Jean had been coming TO?.£?r, 5,?1f*ce.

.* am n°t 8°ln* loJurn ,back- “P »wlftly, and now they heard hlm Whetl a*kw» "Do you know, I think there *
l am going on with you. That Is our break for an Instant Info the chorus "To hear men «tog like women," something wonderful about you,"
5“ CL k end. 1 know what to ex- Qf one of the wild hall-breed songs, «*» finished. "«Id., so gently and frankly that the
heiiav. II.., . me;, and *’ *??• and Philip listened to the words of the As swiftly aa he (had come up Jean ^,ood rushed to hie cheeks. "Bone

rfyt,..aleVer. ,iaPPene> to chant which le as old In the Northland and bis canoe had eped on ahead of 1 wanl 10 1**m those words that 
al1 lhat may liappen, I will as the ancient brass cannon and them. helped lo keep you a,lve up there i

:«rrr,dm«',r.vhr ztu°‘ rorlr™ rMk< •*Y,,rk *** ,h;rz *•«» é
SfSztrrsnsir,w *• »•«. — ‘.i.r'rssl-ssjt&îFor .n In.t.nt b= tell Tlt. «lit.ri», “”rt’ , Jp" ““ "*l Ild
treeeore of her »n,er. on hie It w“ï to court • mete ; the retain k. fourth mnmh-li ... J
eel .newer . thoui.nd timer mml »• ™»« to *« «« . more like the wellln* of medmeit ?■'*" Crol“M
Wl”r to hlm”h“n word. ». cow to » «orf, VcT.,1* died thee: . you™, h.K
knew th.t he h.d »o,t «Till tower H* * ,h”"‘ «< " Indlee Scol.^o^ Ihe^ Roy.l^ Hoooted After

touched the soft, Uvln. 
of her '-air. And then he lean- 

freeing her hand, and Into 
ad leaped soul and life 

and under

wind’s -ArcHe tb
Wi:
Ov
to*
On

ddles be
[Ô.

U,

the path do;

the white wind*» Arctlo hr*
low
i/ftkUR opportunities to do good are our talents. 

-J. G. Holland.
* * *

God’s Country and the Woman
(Continued from last week.)
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something n ,t 
of a fire tKou- 
of miles away. 

It came Just m
I '('

e sun, and

"It 
in I 
dian

nal
the

DM

now ait or me story, ba
nk 1 can understand. Th. re 

y mm more to It—something after 'h« 
foxes yelped back at you?"

"This," he eald, and ahead of them 
Jean Crolaeet rested on hie paddl. 0 
listen to Philip** voice:

year

1 ,.y

and "My **a]»^ «*P» wide, and I'm tossed I

To rot on a lonely shore,
Wtolle the leaves and mogM Ilk, a 

shroud enfold.
For the last of my trails 

But I float In dreem» on

That never again III see.
As i lie on the marge of th

•ft,
With grldf for

"A canoe!" breathed the glrRiofl 
tog back ovef ttoe sunlit lake.

"Yee, a canoe, east aside, for 
as sometimes men and women «

were alone, ' Is
hie lips
edbaok! 

his fee
fighting strengt
breath he gave new thanks to Ood, 
and to the sun. and the blue sky above, 
while from behind thetu-i.-me skim
ming over the water the slim birch- 
bark canoe of Jean Jacques Crolsset.

e h i'h:d and
his Northland

e old l' ■

-ncompany.”
CHAPTER SIX.

1n hisAt the touch of Weyman's lips to 
her hair Josephine lay very still, and 
Philip wondered It she had felt that 

stolen caress. Almost he hoped 
had. The silken tress w 

for an instant hla Bps had 
seemed to him now like some 
communion cup In whose sac 
he had pledged himself. Yet

act he
given ess

t."°gotten when
"Men and women who Mve In 

dreams," she added. "And with such 
dreams there must alsuys be grief" 

There was a moment of the old pain 
In her face, a little catch In her 
braath, and then she turned and look
ed at the forest ridge to which he had 
called tier attention 

"We go deep Into that forest." she 
said. "We enter a creek Juet b.xond 

Jean Is waiting for es. and 
A «fare House Is a hundred miles to

wh

(Now |
ly flat 
floattn

ondert

of the 
timber

shtoe” 

then » 

fy M n

precious 
arefineee 
had he

eep Into his 
behind them.

unrest of 
ceased. She 

• d at him,
lovely face damp with tears, her 

eyes shimmering like velvety pools 
through their mist. She did not speak. 
She was wqman now—all woman. Her 
strength, the bearing which had 
made him think of her as a queen, the 
figlulng tension which she had been 
under, were gone. Until she lookeu 
at him through her tears her presence 
had been like that of some wonderful 
and unreal creature who held the con
trol to his every act In the cup of her 
hands. Tie thought no longer of him
self- now. He knew that to him she 
had relinquished the mysterious -fight 
under which she had been struggling 
In her eyes he read her surrender

bell 
- fais

ly, putting gre 
paddle to keep Je 

Slowly the 
Josephine's shoulders 
raised her head and look 
her lovely face damn with

was con sc 
ave begged 
ted, breath

1 tail,

Vi

the south and east." She 1 
wltto a quick smile. "My 
Afin re," i*e explained, "

faced him 

'Josephine
Adare,"

"to—or waa?” he asked 
"to," she said; then, seeing the coS 

recking challenge In his eyes she 
added quMcly: "But only to you To 
aN others I am Madame Paul Dar- 
cambal."

"Paul?”
"Pardon me, !
They were clone to eho 

tog that Jean might become eusplet- 
ous of hie tardiness, Philip bent M>
breed*»

the

mean Philip.'•
re, and fees'

ddto and was soon 
wake. Wh 

re was only t

In the half- 
bad thought

i he
he*tb*In Apple Blossom Time.
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