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ealitng his moarter The mreat -!nf throws
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CHAPTER 111, =Cortinusd,
IN HALF n dezen bounds Kazan made

the tent and rushed under the flap

With a snnrl he wan at McCrendy's |
thront. The frst =nap of his powerful
Jawn waw denth, but he did not know
that. He knew only that his mistress

wis there, and that he wak (ighting for

her. There camo one chokine gasping
cry that ended with a terrible soh; It
wir MoeCready., The man sank from
his kneos upon his back, and Knzan
thrast hig fangs deeper Into hls enemy's |
thronl; he felt the warm blaod,

The dog's mistress was calling to him |
now. Bhe was pulling at his shaggy
neck But he would not looke his hold

~=—not for n long time.

When he dld his mistress looked down
onee upon the man and covered her face
with _Her hands.  Then she nank down
'I.I[II{)'P“T.'II." blankets She waa very atill.
Her face and hands were cold, and
Kazan muzzled them tenderly. Her oyen
wore  cloacql, He snuggled up  close
agalnst her, with hilg ready Jaws Lurned
townrd the dend man, Why wana she so

atill, he wondered?
A long time pnassed, and then she
moved. Her eyes oponed.  Her hand

touched him,

Then he heard a step outside,

It was hls mnaster, and with that old
thrill of fear—fear of the club=he went
awiftly to the deor. Yes, there wag his
master In the firelighes—and In hiz hand
he held the club. He wns coming nlow-
Iy, almost falling at ench step, and his
face was red with blood, But he had
the club! He would bent him pzain—
beat him terribly for hurting McCready:
s0 Kazan slipped quietly under the tent-
flap and stole off Into the shadows, From
out the gloom of the thick spruce he
laoked back, nnd a low whine of love and
grief rose nnd died moftly in his throat.
They would heat him always now—after
that, Even she would beat him. They
would hunt him down and beat him when
they found him,

From out of the glow of the fire he
turned his wolflsh head to the depths of
the forest. There were no clubs or

stinging Inshes out in that gloom. They
would neveér Nnd him there.
For another moment he waverad. And

then, as allently as one of the wild crea-
tures whose blood was partly his, he stole
awny Into the l:lm-_].ﬂ:_ag- of the night,
CHAPTER 1V,
FREE FROM BONDS

HERE was i low moaning of the wind

in the spruce tops as Kazan slunk off
into blackness and mystery of the
forest. For hours he lay near the camp,

the

o Pohbs-Merrill Company,

Blunk nway quickly—for Thorpe meant
to him what all men meant to him now:
The club, the whip and the strange
things that spat fire and death, And
now-——

Thorpe had eome oul from the tent.
It was approaching aawn, and In his
hand he held a rifls. A moment Iater the
Eirl eame oul, und her hand enught the
man's arm.  Thoy looked toward the
thing coveted hy the Blanket

denly stralghtened and threw bick his
head,

"He0-0:0-0— Kagtin- Kasan- Kasan!"'
he called,

The man
He hnd

A shiver ran through Kasan
wae trying te Ihvelgle him back.
in hik hand the thing that killed

“Kngan — Kngan - Kna-a-a-a-zan!"
ehouted ngaln

Kagan enoaked enutlously
the tree, e knew that distanes meant
nothing to the cold thing of death that
Thorpe held In his hand. Ho turned hia
lend onee, and whined softly, and for
an Instant & great longing Nlled his red-
dened eves as he saw the last of the girl

He knew now that he was lenving her
forever, and there wam an ache in his
beart that had never been thers before, n
pain that was tiot of the club or whip,
of cold or hunger, but which was greater
than them all, and which flled him with
n desire to throw back hia head and ory
ot his loneliness to the gray emptiness
of tha aky.

Hack In the enmp the girl's voles qulv-

he

back from

tred,
“Ho Ia gone."
The man's stronk volee choked a little.
“Yoeu, he I gone. He Lnew—and |
didn't. 1'd wive—n year of my jlfe=if I

hadn't whipped him vesterday and last I

night. He won't come bnek.'"

Isohel Thorpe's hand tightened on hin
nrm

“He willl”™ ahe crieds “He won't leave
me He loved me, If he wos snvuge nad
tervible, And he knows that 1 love him.
He'll come back——"'

“Ligten!"

Fram desp In the forsst there came n |

long walling howl, filled with a plaintive
sndness, It was Kozan's farewell to the
woman,

After thnt ory Kazan sal for a long
time on his haunches. sniffing the new
freedom of the alr and watehing the desp
binék plta In the forest about him an
they faded away before dawn, Now and
then, since the day the traders hnd firat
bought him and put him Into sledge
Lritcesd wway ovaer on the Mnokenale, he
hndt often thought of his freedom lotg-
Ingly, the woll blood in him urging him
to tnke it. But he had never guite dared,
It thrilled him now. Thoere were no clubs
here, no whips, none of the man-bensts
whom he had first learned to distrust and
then to hate,

It wns his misfortune—that quarter-
strain wolf; and the <lubs, instead of
subduing him, had added to the savagery
that wan born In him. Men had been bis
worst cnemles.  They
time and again untll he was almost dead.
They called him “bad" and stepped wide

KAZAN

Then she apoke 1o Thorpe and he sud- !
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down upon n gréat swesping plaln, with
n fromen Inke pllstaning In the moonlight
Anfd a white river leading from it off Inte
timber that was nelther so thick nor so
black an that in the swamp

And then svery munscle in his body graw
tanine and his blood leaped. From far off
In the plain there enme 4 ery, It was Wia
ory—-the wolf<ery. Hin Jawn shapped. Hia
White fangs gleamed and he growled deep
In ha throat He wanted to reply, but
rome sirange Instinet urged Kim not to,
| That instinet of the wild was already be-
}a-nmlnz master of him. In the nir, in the

whispering of the sprice taps, In the
moon and the stars themselves, thers
broathed a spirit which told him that

what he had heard wan the wolf-cry, but
that It was not the wolf enil,

CONTINUED MONDAY.

$50 BILL FLUTTERS OUT 18TH
FLOOR WINDOW: CAUGHT IN AIR

Captured by s Hotel Porter Before It
Touches the Ground

A 500 bIl was swept out of n 10th Aoor
window of the Bellovue-Stratford by a
playfil breeze, Thix vha while the New
Year's raveln were, as gotie people gay,
At their height, and Lthose who say that
ustally pronounce “*helght’ with the fAnal
“K". ‘Thers was In that bill the capac-
Ity for giving New Year revelry at the
helght of 13 storien, and If that was
what the money wag ror the «wher was
not going to lose the chance to spend it

| AR the §G0 bill Muttered and spun
and whirled in splrnls toward Brond
sireet ho rushed te the phone
“Slst-nt-gtop that w0 bHIL" he stut-

tered to the clork at his desk 13 stories
nearer the eontre of the earth,

"I am  prepared.” replind the clerk,
tnlmly, “"to stop anvihing except a bild
If the bill Ie for you, 1 trust that you
will pay It without & murmur.

By this time the %9 had reached tha
third Noor and was twirling nearer and
| nearer to Ha logical doom In o waste
paper can.  The stutterer fumed over

the wire

"Th-th-that's what I want to pay my
| b=b=bill withtha . $60 note that | d-d-draop-
ping d-d-down from the window.'

Then the clerk pent o poster out Into
Hroad street and the porter deftly
cnught the $58 bill and returned with |t
nonchalantly to the desk. It wasx sent
up to the 13th Noor,

ALAS FOR FINNEY'S TOES

Mrs, Castle’s Dancing Partner in Un.
pleasant Mixup in Broad Street

The valuable toes of Olin Finney, who
dances with Mrs. Vernon Castle while

had beaten him | Vernon Castle is on his way to drop

|Imm|vu on Cermnns, hnve bean stepped
upon. They have been trodden upon by—

of Wim, and never missed the chance to! Oh, no, no, not thati not by Mra. Castle!

snnp o whip over his back., His hody was
covered with sears they had given him.

-but by "a blg, burly sort of persomn,”
who was eelebrating the New Year by

He had never felt kindness, or love, ane- | daneing about the sidewnlk.

til the first night the woman had put 1er
warm littls hand on hils head and hiel
muggled her face close down to  his,

while Thorpe—<her husbind=hud eried cut

In horror, Ho hod olmost burled hia
fangs In her white flesh, but In an ine
stant her gentle touen and her sweel

volee had sent through him that wonder-
ful thrill that was his tist knowledge ot

love, And now It was o man who wan
deiving him from hor, away from the
hand that had never held a club or a

whip, and he growled an he trotted deeper
intp the forest.

He came to the edge of n swamp :u‘

day broke. For a time he had been filled
with 1 stringe uneasineas, and Mght did

not quite dispel It, At last he was frse
of men. He could detect nothing that
reminded him of thelr hated presonce in
the alr. But nelther could he amell the

| presence of other dogs, of the sledge, the

his red and blistered eyes gazing u_lcanl.ﬂy |

at the tent whereln the terrible thing had
happened a lttle while before.

He knew now what death was. He
could tell it farther than man, He could
smell it In the air. And he knew that

there was death all about him, nand that
he was the cuuse of It. He lay on his
belly In the deep snow and shivered, and
the thres-quartors of him that was dog
whined In a grief-stricken way, while the

quarter that was wolf stlll revealed ltselr |

menncingly In his fangs and in the venge-
ful glare of his eyves,

Three times the man—hls master—cameo
ot of the tent and shouted loudly, "Ka~
m —Karxan—Kazan!"

Three times the woman came with him,
In the fArelight Kazan cold see her ahin-
g hair streaming abont her, as he had
seen It In the tent, when he had leaped
up and killed the other man, In her blue
eves there was the same wild terror nnd
her face was white as the snow. And

fire, of companionship*and food, and so
far back as he could remember they had
abways been a part of his life,

Here It was very quiet. The swamp lay
in # hollow between two rldge-mountains,
and the spruce and cedar grew low and
thick—so thick that there was alinost no
snaw under them, and day wus lke twl-
light, Two things he began to miss more
than all others—food and compnny. FHoth
the wolf and the dog that was in him de-
manded the fArst and that part of him
that was dog longed for the latter, To
boih desirea the woll blood that wnas
strong in him rose responsively., It told
him that somewhere in this sllent worl!
between the two ridges there was com-
panlonghip, and that all he had to do to
find it was to slt back on his haunches
and ory out his loneliness, More than
once something trembled In his deep chest,
rose In his throat and ended there In a

whine. It was the woll howl, not yet
. uite born,
Food came more easily than volce.

the second and third time, she, too, called, |

“Kazan—Knzan—Kagan"—and all that
part of him that was dog, and not wolf,
trembled Joyously at the sound of her
Yolee, nnd he almost crept in to tuke his
beating. But fear of the eclub was the
greater, and he held back, hour after
bour, untll now It was sllent agnin In
the tent, mnd he could no lonker ses thelr
shadows and the fire was dying dawn.

Cautlously he crept out from the thick
gloom, working his wiay on his belly to-
ward the packed sledge and
malned of the burned logs
aledge, hidden In the darkness of the
troes, wus the body of the man he had
kilied, covered with a blanket. Thorpe,
his master, had dragged it there,

He lay down, with his nose to the warm

conls anid his eyes leveled between hig
aﬂ.ﬂ!m*n. stralght ot the closed tent-
n

Ha meant to keep mwake, to watch, to
be ready to slink off into the forest at
the first movement there, But & warmth
Was riding from oul of the gray ash of
the fire-bed, and his oyes closed, Twice
mthree times--he fought himself back
Into wutchfulness: but the iast time his
ayea chame only half open, and closed
heavily again.

‘And now, in his asleep, he whined
softly, and the splendld muscies of hin
legs and shoulders twitched, and sud-
den shuddering ripples ran ulong his
wny asplne, Thorpe, wh: was In the
tent, if he had seen him, would have
Wn that he was dreaming,. And
Tpe'n wife, whoss golden head lay
Aguinst his breast, and who shud-
and trembled now and then even
was dolng, would have known
What he was dreaming about
“Bi his sleop he was leaping agsin st
08 end of hie chain. His jaws snapped

B castanits of steel—and the sound
bim, and he sprang to his
B8 spine as s as & brush, and
S dnariing  fungs bared lke (vory
A dl He had awskened just in time.
wWas movement 1o the tent. His
Wis awanke, snd if bhe did not

swiftly Into the thick spruce,
i, Aatl and hidden, with only
Ml showing from behind a troe,
W Lhut his master would uot spare
: fee tlmes Thorpe had beaten
0 shapping at Mclready. The last
Lwould huve abot hhm I the gicl
mved him. And now he had
srsady’'s throat,
him, and hls master would
BEven the woman coold

mﬁhnhh%l:d
i blesding. after
[y . Thew Bh

what re- |
HBeyond that |

He bad taken |

Ldlstance
| Twice

Towird midday he vornered a blg white
rabbit under a log, and killed it The
wiarm fesh and blood was better than

frozen Hsh, or tallow and btran, and the |

foeust he had goave him confidence. 'That
witernocon he chased many rabbits, and
killed two more. Until now, he had never
known the delight of pursu. and killing
at will, even though he did . st eat all
he killed,

But there was no fAght in he rabbits,
They died too easlly. They wers very
sweel and tender to ent, when he was
hungry, but the first thrill of killing them
passed away after a thne. He wanted
something bigger, Hea no longer slunk
wlong nus if he were afraid, or a8 If he
wanted to remaln hidden. He held hia
head up, His back bristled. His all
awung free nnd bushy, lke a wolf's.
Every hair in his body quivered with the
electric snergy of WUle and action. He
traveled north and west. It was the call
of early days—the days away up on
the Mapckenale. The Mackenzie was »
thousand miles awny. |

He came upon many tralls in the snow
that day, and sniffed he scents left by |
the hoofs of moose and caribou, and the
fur-padded feet of w lynx, He followed a
fox, and the trall led him to a place
shut In by tall spruce, where the snow
was beaten down and reddened with |
blood. There was an owl's head, feathern,
wings wnd entralls lylng here, and he |
know Lthat there were other
abroad besldes himself.

Toward evenlng he cvame upon tracks
In the snow Lhat were very much ke
his own. They were guite fresh, and
thers was u warm scenl abwut them that
wade him whine, and fdlled him agaln
with tuat desire to fall back upon his |
baunches and send forth the woll-cry.
Thin desire grew stronger in him as the
shadows of nlght decpened In the forest.
He had iraveled all day, but he was pot
tired. There was something aboutr night
now that there Weélr'e no meén near, Lthat
exhllarnted him strangely, The wolf
blood In him ran ewifter and swifter.
Tonlght It was viear. The sky was filed
with stars. The woon rose.  And at last
he settled back ln the snow and turned
his head stralght up 10 the spruce tops,
and the wolf cume out of him In & long
mournful ory which quivered through the
still nlght for miles,

For & long time he sal and llutened
wfter thut howl He had found volce—a
valee with 4 strange new nole in it, and |
it wave bhim still greater confidence. He
bad expected an answer, but none came. |
He bad traveled in the face of the Ind, |
wiid as he howied & bull moose

! through the scrub timber abead of him,

hig horrs rattl against the trees lke
the tatioo of # civar Wreh ¢lub he

between himself and that ery,
Nasun n‘;u before

£

hunters | Thompson streel. A very sweet letter

_w_nh:_un a ver

They mixed it up a litle In Broad
| strest, It was reported, while merry-
muakers with horng looked on, never misa-

Ing a note as they watched, blowing.

| music,

ORTY yenrs ngo girls with any socinl
Fnlnurll!lu #t all ‘were satisfied to lead
Htle Hves untll they were married or to git
at home and let thelr nearsst male reln
tive support them If they didn't marry,
meanwhile bemoanin_. the fate that pre-
vented them from having all the frills and
furbelows they wanted.

The girl of today in an entirely different
type. I she haw not whit ahe wants or
If the family fortunes are temporacily or
permanently Impolred she goes out and
poeks a Job or starts some money making
scheme for herself. Many girls grown
tired of soclety's frivolous demands have
gindly given 1t up for the more purposeful
world of business

Of this Iatter type is Miss Elizabeth
CoMin, one of the several Maln Line girls
who have recently gone into business for
themselves, Mins Coffin had devoted n
great deil of her life to the study of
but sha reallzed that it would
avall her lttle as an
50 she declded In aplte of her family's
aopporition to sturt n business for herself,

Through a friend she obtialned & tiny
whop In West Philadelphin, which hadl
been used for a Christmas sale, and
there for the last two years has not only

MISS COFFIN, MAIN LINE GIRL.
MAKES GOOD RUNNING GIFT SHOP

Quits Idleness and Easygoing Life to Enter Real Busi-
ness—Declares Every Girl Should Learn How
to Do Something

income producer, |

thitk the women of
would be glad of &
and baby clothes, not
prices, but in
evirvthing was at  hand,
ready to supply them with
N opportanity ITer firnt idea
Wit to get the mervices of
“"decayed  gentlewomen™ for the fine
sewing, but she foutid through jractical

plinned: she ey
West Philadelphin
chunhea to buy gin

Aty nt reasonable

placde whs
no she mude
Jurt such

experiones thnt glrlse who were acouss-
tomed (o working regularly were more
aatisfactory and she now has o corpa
of Spanish sewing girls who do  ex- |
quisite work.

Miss - CoMn  belleves that no matter
what a girl’s station In life or what her
rture  prospects are, she  should be
tnught nome husiness or trade, even if
she never umes AL

“"You enn nover tell,” she sald, "what In
going to hoppen. [ have known girls who
had sverything heart could wish or money
could buy suddenly find themselves with

nathing  but  some  expensalve clothes,
through denth or fallure or saomething,
And thore same girls hodd to stand the |

maost humillating things from friends and |

relntives, becnuse they could not earn
their own money and had to rely on the
kindness of others for their very lving.

Mr. Finney got a scratch under the eve- | done u successful buslness but has mode | “Of courxe,” whe continued, “lots
|'|H'OW. n wolled collar and o dirty boot- | a name for her shop In the nearby | glrls become soclal secoretaries or come-
miark upon his spate. He gave the burly | suburbs ns the beat place to buy dainty | panlona to  elderly relatives; but that, |
one several blows, hut could do Httle | glfts. somehow, does not seem to me ke really
| damage, as the latter wore no collar or Miss CofMn, with a true business sense, ] earning your living., It 1s more llke disg-
| spats to get solled felt the need of such n shop as she | gulned churity,””
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RAINBOW CLUB

Pappp, happy New Pear to the VRainboiw Club,
and a great big welcome to 1916!

| The Story of a Raindrop 1

GOOD-NIGHT

Dear Children—A very dear lady said to me the other day: “Why does

the sun rise?”

TALK

All children's editors are very wise and SUPPOSED to know EVERY-

| THING.
the sun rise?”
itself.
But why?

But in all my life I had never stopped to ask myself: “Why does
I have seen its gold rays rise as though from the ocean
I have seen the sun rise over the mountains and across the plains. |

The sun, dear children, rises because it HAS TO!

Remember that when you want to lie in bed in the morning. The sun |
| HAS TO get up and is never, never late,

So let it be with you.

If you HAVE TO do something you don't like, just remember dear old
| Father Sun who never tires—who never uses an alarm clock.

Remember that if Father Sun forgot to rise just one thing would
happen—it would be the END OF THE WORLD,

Whatever you have to do, DO IT!

FARMER SMITH,
Children’s Editor, EvENING LEDGER.

DO A LITTLE KINDNESS
NAME
Address ..
Age
School T attend ....

sssassssansanns

FARMER SMITH, The Children's Editor,
The Evening Ledger, Philadelphia, Pa.
I wish to become a member of your Rainbow Club and agree to

SPREAD A LITTLE SUNSHINE ALL ALONG THE WAY.

sEAEB AR LR N AR R R IR AR R RN E RIS Y AA R A B R s
L R R R R R R
O TN N N ]

EACH AND EVERY DAY.

TrErRRIAL R ERARE RS

Our Postoffice Box

Welcome, another pair of twins,
Beatrice and Cecelia Mayerson,

accompanied the picture. It says:

“My sister and I are twins, We have
read the stories in the Evening
Lepger and have enjoyed them very

HEATRIOE AND (‘BUELIA MAYERSON,

cruabed | much. We are going to hold Rainbow

Club meetings at our house once a
week."
Rose Conforte, South 18th street,

y cards to the shut-ins.

If any more
club members would like to do that,

DOWN!
DOWN!
DOWN!
The afternoon was dark and little
Willie Raindrop found himself slowly

Suddenly he felt himself whirling

| through the air, but as he went toward

| voice, “but I stole my color from the |

the club will gladly furnish them with |

the names of little ones who would be
happy to receive their bright little
messages,

Mary Heaney, North 27th street,
sends a lovely little note on her very
own stationery, Many of her friends
have joined the club and we trust
that each one of them will be faithful
to the postoffice box. Francis Lee,
Pemberton street: “I am very glad I
joined the Rainbow Club.” 8o are we,
Francis, our heart goes pit-a-pat
every time the mail man comes in
with his bag full of new members!

Honor Roll
(For week ending December 18.)

Otto Kaufman, Butler st.
Madeline Cuneo, Salter st,
Elsie Birchey, N. American st.
Lottie Cays, Fairmount ave.
Esther Hill, N. College ave.
Rose Arata, New Market st,

the earth he became rounder and |
| rounder until he felt like a little ball. |

Looking down underneath he saw a
tree,

“00! Oo!” he said to himself, “I|

hope I don't hit that awful-looking
thing."

But before he knew it, he had land-
ed gently on something which looked
to him very much like the blue sky.
Then he said out loud:

“Perhaps 1 fell up and landed on n
piece of the sky."

“0Oh, no, you didn't,” said a sweet
“You landed on a |

vaice near him,
violet."
“Excuse me," said little Willie Rain-
drop, “you were so blue
thought you were the sky."
“No, indeed,” said the sweet little |

sky."

They were quiet for a long time, |
then Willie Raindrop said: “I wonder
what happens next!” |

“You must be patient,” said the |
violet with a sweet voice. “By and by
you will sink into the deep moist
earth and then come out into the bab-
bling brook, flow on into the rippling
river and then to Mother Ocean where
you may stay for a year and a day'
and then come back to your home in

the sky." '
“How wonderful!” exclaimed little !
Willie Raindrop. ’

By this time it was night and the
clouds overhead began to pour down |
other raindrops once more and soon |
another little raindrop joined Willie,I
and sure enough he sank into the deep,
soft earth and began his long, heauti- |
ful journey.

We shall hear more of little Willie
Raindrop as he nestles there in dear
Mother Earth.

Do -Yuu Kndw This?

1. What is the matter with this
sentence ? “I'm alright.” (Five
credits,)

2. Without using the same letter
twice in the same word, how many
wordg ean you build from TYPE-
WRITER? (Five credits.)

3. What is the smallest State in the
United States? (Five credits,)

The names of these who joined the
Rainbow Club this week will be found

a quiet |

po-called |

0!"

slipping, slipping from the great big |
black cloud which hung in the heavens, |

|
i
|

that I '

—ofewhom Thomas W, Law.roﬁl

L

said. b

“I would rather own his
God-driven pen than Rocke-

J

feller's and Morgan’s com-
bined fortunes.”

—of whom the Australasian
““Nation’’ said:

s

“He will be the pathfinder i}}

for an army of conquerors.”

—of whom the London
“Academy’’ said: 3

“As a figure, as a person-

ality, a force, he has no living

o : b
rival.” T

—of whom the Houston
“Chronicle’’ said:

-l
]
g

“He is a torpedo shot
from the torpedo tube of the
twentieth century and aimed |
at the obstacles that stand in !
the way of the twenty-first

century.” 5

b
()
I

o
*

—of whom the Portland
“Oregontan’’ said:

4
|
I

“He is a new King Solomon
and with a dash of Robert
Louis Stevenson.” A

5

- Will be NAMED in

Tomorro




