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O.NE- miiite
the prairie hati

Abeen enipi y
der a law gray

sk' t the
next minute

the air was filleti with fine,
peiting snow which drove
with fury anti whirled in a
biting wind.

Onr the main roam acroas
the Lewiston 0pei. a mnaa
ramle ritiing. Ie mas gai-
ioping with the mind, yet
in ail bis haste he stopped
at every one of the fewv
-4cattered bouses on the
plain anti poundeçl on the
dloor. The wonlien, already
busý,y at upeans.weredý
the summinons wontiering, or
the men came runnlng from
,tables and cowshetis, andi
ta these tbe horseian crieti
bis message anti mas aff
lx-fore the gaping folk couiti
stay himi witb questions:

'ýStephe Mfine's uitie
girl's lost. She's been gone
an bout. 'Nather searchin'
party starts as soojl's
enough get ta Stephen's.
Take your lanternis andi
some tope."

With that lie was off-
Jake Mullet, on bis ma\ to
Pilisbury's store in Lewis-
ton ta ring for the bucket
brigade andi ta telephone ta
the few in the neighborhood
wbo ha eehns'tI

saiti the wamen. ' , Wich
one? Oh, flot the baby. It
can't be tihe baby 1"

It went up like one' crik
ail over the Open, whiIe the

men matie ready to leave
and rouht rpeanti the
wome filedthelanterns.

lie skr-s aou lir ng etforh ith ber mani, certain
that Hannah Mine needeti cutforing and, it migbt be,
servlng, andi unable ta wsait at homte in any case. But
wlien theyreached Mline's littie bouse, they founti that
Hannali had gone with the first searching part)', andi
their glances sw,ýeeping the tbree cbiitiren huddtietib
the fire tald the truth. The lotchl wasHna
Mine's baby. Somewhere out in that storm, aiready
for more than an bout, vas Stephen andi Hannah Mline's

bbthree-year-old Lissa,
Manwhle, Jake Mlullet was ritiing. Anti when hie

bati dune what l'e coulti i Lewiston, letook the lover
roati back and nov lie vas faclng tise storm anti its
fury 'vas growing ivith the tiarkness. Wben the first
farm-bouse liglit showeti tbrough the thick-vbite, Jake
graei. She vas so littie-if niglit came, or if in tva

hustisey bati not founti ber, wbo couiti hope that they
waulti be i time.

H1e cantinueti ta cail at the littIe bouses anti ta shout
his message to any whomi b'e met luinbering tbrough the
saov. But wben hie camne tai une bouse, an the forty
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adjoining Stepben's forty, he titi fot stop.
"No use wastin' breatb on \Valdo Rowan," l'e tbought,

anti plloped on. He crosseti the cut-a queer, ragged
gap in te plin, shaiiow and rockflled-and saw a
figure flgbting its way un foot.

"Turn back ta Mies"Jake shouteti. "His littie
girl's lost. Shes-"

Then bie stoppeti. Here vas W'aido Rowan bimself,
m-ho hati not spoken ta Stephen anti Hannah for ten
years, as ail the' Opn knew.

'Tbey wouldn' .t bave my help!" Waldo flung back.
Jake poundeti on, carrying coils of rope for the searcli-

ers wbo were nov ta spreati in a great circle, tiireatiing
the tope, anti so corme tirawing ini. He gavenfot another
thought ta the only one' un the Open wbo hati faleti
ta answer bis appeal. Eevbdywas ue ta tbis
feuti between '%ine andi Waido. Stephen wouiti have
clone the saine if it hati been Waldo wbose chilti vas
iost. But Waldo had no chiltiren ta lose. In the days
when he anti Stephen were frientis tbey hati loveti thbe
samne woman, and Stephen hati van ber, Waido saiti,
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through a lie. She and
Stephen hati raised t heîr
family andi seemreti happy.
Waldo married a girl of the
village who hati died, with
their two-year-old baby,
uni ya year ago. Since then
hie lvedi alonte, and hie was
tiea1 to Stephen, as Stephen
iwas to hiim.

AT H 1 own Une fence,
' Wado Rowan lefr the

road and plungeti into a
grove of dwarf oak and on
into a denser stretch of
wood. It was evident that
this storm was toi continue
for at least twenty-four
houts, andtihe wanted a look
at bis traps. He found
sortie empyty, one dragjed
awa y, and in one soniething
pitiful andi struggling help.
Iessly, and moaning, which
hie despatcheti and dropped
in his bag. And as hie diti
so hie thought, as hie had
thought before.

"Blowed if 1 woukin't
druther lIve on corn-bread
than do it. Blowed if 1
neyer set another trap."

He plunged down into
the cut, which was the
short way ta bis cabin.
There was another reaison
for haste besides the
weatber. He bad been out
aUl day andi creeping ini his
veine came the giddiness
andi tremor which precede
a chili; and with it, too
that curious lightnes d1
beati, of botiy, which pire-
sage a possibl e Mansse. He
muet get indoors, build a

get fire, heat his kettie

of soup, .wrap up warmly
and sleep it off.

"I'd ought, toï hati the
when 1 met himn this noon,1

Waldcouh.11Itwste ad He was going
sixteenmienrhHew'tb aktigtIgus
I can miope it out-"

The snow was of a deceiving softness andi pileti on
the rocks of the cut as if billows of foam, bat rolied in,
lapped, anti now iay quiet. Here the wind roaret roýugh
f ront the northeast, catching the tops of the whiteVimes
andi making a furious singig. And on that windad
beard a cry.

He hearti it for a little belote he knew that bie beard
it-with that strangeý inner ear which catches sounti
too, ligbt to be lesa delîcately measured. An animal,
or a way of the wind, he might have called it and thought
no more; buit when hie was deep in the cut and before
hie began the rough ascent, abruitly this cry rose on a
single, piercing note, andi fell again toi its quiet puising.
He listeneti-

Stili unoertain what hie had heard, he turneti nortb
andi kept along the cut, at every few steps stopping to,
tutu his heati to the wind. He was ready toi face back,

andthn kcae (rn There was no mistaking now,
>e age 49)
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