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THE ATORY THUN FAR

In on_the Red Lane,
an

a wshiock 1n o
- Y :r‘ ;: ve her -:r::
men's ween her for

years, Is half willlng,
CHAPTER 11
ULIBU pgianced at
window In the east
n. The morting .ight was flushing

{Continaed)

the dirty

B iyou'd better not rin ‘em across in
lght—that's my tip,"" sald Vetal
“Oh, I've got all the Yankee hound
dogas of deputies running north of
{here, chasing a shadow,” retorted Rol
with & toss of M hand. 1 was the
one who opensd the lane here last
tnight—it was my scheme! They run
in a pack, and n snap of the fingers
' ‘em when you know how to do
I'm only afrald of some strageling
You haven't seen any signs
onr”
Beaulleu shook hils heald
Rol rattled on, still marchin

* and fro.

STl let the shesp come on. |1

~'uht to have been ht'rﬂ. at midnight
M‘L T planned it that way, of
Joourse. But hell is in thnt flock bacl
}thm. anid some sneal I'”I'm.twd m3
itwo best dogs last week, We
!mmo slow, Hut
feome, Vetal, The:
(ten minutes.”
He went out of doors nud listened
';'!‘Iu aky was rad In deep liues near

have
must

ought to be here in

avross thoy

! s sun was still be
‘the horizon, but the sun was .

ilow the hills, and the highway under
fithe trees stretched dimly in its vistas
L 3

seant and west

ismugglers was hitched to the lron post
;mt marksd the line between .tu‘-
leountries. Hol went the anima
‘and was about to mount

Beaulleu called to him
Un the broad door, The anxiety
his tones and the expression on lLis
mos indicated that he had something
empecial to say,

T haven't an
Save your goasip’

Beaullsy stepped out of Lhe doo
and gazed furtively at a window
the far end of his house

The curtain was drawn tightly,
turned to Rol, his finger on his lips.
Then he pointed 1o the open door,

“You'd better step in. Dave’
advised, and led the way,

Rol followed, for there was 4 warn
ing significance in the man's words

o

Vetal stoo

time now, Vetnl]

in

He

“A spy in there, i’ lie demarited
when they were back in the big room
“Why In the devil's nume dldn’t you
say o at the startoff’”

“I'd know what to say ®

about
tell you quick. But (t's worse than
; spy—worse than a hound deputy,
Davel™ His volce broke in sudden

., emotion and he began to plod around

r"‘l
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his truck. “It's Evangellne—my gil,
Evangeline! She Is home from St
PBasll. She is there in the room.”

Tears wers on his cheeks.

Thers was a flash of sudden aston
lshiment in Rol's eyes.

“Eivangeline home!" Then Lie recov-
ered his self.possesalon, T must say,
Yetal, you don't act like & proua
father getting back his daughter after
all these years.”

“gShe was not to come now. 1 44
not tell her to come now. She came
without the warning.”

He beat hiy hand upol his breast
His volce was hoarss with grief and

'
t

sghe stand and tell me that ¥ shame

_her—1I disgrace the good name of the

Beaulleus, She talk llke that to ler
own father, who has been so good to
her. I have work hard all the years.
T have pllo up the money!"” In lis
distress his Acadian tongue became
oarsless of its English. “T do nol

} all the night. 1 wsit here and
@orrow, for my own girl have come
back home to tell her poor father
" that he have dlsgrace her. Dave, 1
have not saleep, 1 think T never
sleap soms more!"

“Do you mean to say, Vetal that a
'.ﬁ'l sighteen years old hasn't found
out till now that you have made all
‘your money peddling rum off that
fruck—hadn't ever heard of Beaulleu's |
Place on this border?

“She go on the convent of St, Basl!
whan her mother die, when she was a |

(baby of four years: you know that

" bleated Vetal. “But T am
mshame because T have svld my
My greatgrandfather have keep
his wineshop.”
“Well, selling wine in old Normandy
and selling rum off & truck whers you
the customa and the exclse both
strike some fussy folks as differ.
propositions,” drawled Rol, with
of sardonic humor. ™1 don't
it up against you, Vetal. Under
and that. 1 belleve that every cent
e knock out of the d—d Yankee
8 Is honest money for us. But
fl right out of a convent lIsn't
to understand the busiMss side
hi; You slmply have got to put
to her stralght and right! She's
Acadian girl, She'll underatand.”
say I must amash my bottles,
‘my doors, clean out my place,
the pilgrimage to the shrine
‘the novena for every year I have
BN In the wickedness, and give my
to the poor as she shall tell
give 1" walled the publican,
soe here!
! only a ailly cenvent notlon.
Bl wake up. If she doesn't wake
i, you know how to bring
daughter inte Une, don't

o

ay

i

1t you don't, then you'll be the |

who didn't understand

RED LANE

end of the|

The horse which had |
:mlht the chief of the Monarda |

| way,

That's all nonsense. |

By HOLMAN DAY
A Romance of the Border

|That's my wife” IHe vibrated his
]\nnrhwl fist over his head.

“Run your own house—that's riglit!
Of course, 1T don't belleve In belng o
brute where women are concerned
Vetal, but you can't afford to let
girl be foolish, Rise up and be bons,

i}

right.”
He turned away impatiently.

| "Say, this gab isn't going to do for

me, Vetal, 1I've got thiree thousand

sheep piling along back there, I can't

waste any more time talking about a

girl's whim.

! had % understood with her, But, now

ning home from the convent till 3-o:||

Pmel T e began to weep aguln
frightenesd, for site |8 not m
my Acadlan girl
| who obey and do not ask questions.”

Dave Rol did not
this halting speech
| That this father,

¥y Rrirl

understand wihat
trisdl to explain
accustomed

| elders, hind nll at once been faced by
| momething which had upset all
alms and hopes and dreams was not
grasped (n {ts full extent by the eynl-
cal young man, Rol simply understood

Sho had no business run- | that Evangeline Beaaullen had come

home and had drageed her father over

| the coals on aceoount of the traflie I

"T am

fike the other giris

to the
und the thing will stralghten out all | yuelent obedience of children, unques-
| tloning subservience to the will of the

hie

tuthor of “King Spruce” “The Rem |

rodders” “The Skipper and the
skipped,” ete,

‘ahe lonked at me. She will say to you,
not be marety to the man what
bredks the country's lnw!® T wish you
don’t deive your sheep across the line

‘T will

today "
“Hut
drove

I'm not
of three

oath,
moving."
“But 1 have
ashame of her
| melf she must
man I have
marry,” cried Velnl
you don't smuggle
You

tie to her.

1 have le to her

shall marry her,

A woman never has any use for a4 man |
who doesan't whirl her into line"

He started for the door. But Vetal
rushed after him. He seized Rol's arm
and draggesd him back

“But I've got to get out of here, 1
say,"” Insisted the young man. “This
job of mine can't wait even for a
sweetheart, T'll be back later In the
day, Vetal. I'!l hiave a good talk with
Both of us will talk to her."
“She tell me last nlght that if you

lier,

are o emuggler, an she has heard, she |

will not marry you—ahe will not speak
to you agaln."

Rol whirled and scowled on Vetal

“She has been hearing something,
eh:”

“And she saild more than that.,” the
father went on. “She said you are not
the young man for her to marry, any-
1 don't understand, Dave, 1
look at you., You are & fine young
man. You have made money. That
girl what throw you away don't know
what she do.”

Rol's face flushed, and his eyes nar-
rowed. He did not require the re
atraining clutch of Vetal Beaulleu now,
He strode back Into the room,

“You don't mean to say she said
that in earnest!™

“Listen, Dave Roil! I look at ler
when she talk to me last night. 1 say
to mynelf. over and over: ‘This is only
my girl Evangeline. Bah, I shall not
mllow her to talk to me like that)'
But, my God, Dave Roi, when I look
at her stunding there she Is not my
young girl any more. Bhe ls—she ls—

I can't tell you what it s she fs— |

but T am frightened when she look at

SOMEBODY’S “STENOG”—S-sh! Big Secret.'_

“Here comes a clean profit of a 1lwma-ml dollars™

which he earned his money. It seemed
to him that = lttle discipline might
easlly remedy that matter. That refer-
ence to himself Rol thought he under-
stood better, His face grew hard,
“I'm golng to stop long enough to
tell vou one thing, Vetal. 1 keep my
eyes and ears open on this border
That's part of my business, I didn't
think this amounted to much when 1
first heard {t. But {f Evangeline is
talking about me, as vou tell me she
iy, then it's time to speak out. Ther

| say shoe lias been having a beau an the

sly at the convent'

“1 belleve no such thing!
tal. "It Ia too strict at §t, Basil. There

can no Young man come courling

there. Even vou—you who shall marry
her, and go the slsters know-—even you

can see her only in the big room with |

the sisters sitting by. Bhe can have
no beauw."

“It is strict there—but thoughts can
go out over the walls even when a girl

cannot,” growled Rol.

A glrl can fall in love with 4 fel.
low aven if she has never touched his
hand, And if she is thinking about a
fellow a!ll the time she might just as
woll bo hugged in his armms, ko far as
being worth anything to another fel-
low goea."

“She shall marry you,"” blustered Ve
tal.

“1 don't need to force any girl to
marry me, but 1'1! tell you tiis: there's
no Yanlee customa spy who can earry
off the girl who has been promised to
me,"

“She i yours, and you shall have
her,"” Insisted the father. “But she
has come home with the strange ways
—with the queer ideas. Bo I warn
| you, Dave. Bhe will look at you llke

“
raged Ve

law
an

sneak shall not steal lier away. Turn
back your sheep, Dave. If ghe know
I have lie to lier It will be verr bad
for a poor old father.”

There was almost frenzy of appenl
in Beaulieu's volce, The ploture of
Iis daughter rose before hilm as she
had wtood there in the room tho night
before, cowing him by her woman's
polse, whaning him by her sorrowful
nccusations, wringing his  simple
beart by her grief that her father
should be such ms she had found
him.

But even while Beaulleu pleaded there
came a strange sound from the woods
to the east. The purr of Innumerable
little feet on the hard clay road—that
was the sound. There were broken,
dust-choked quaverings of the com.
plaints of weary sheep: there wers
tremulous wallings of lambs. Above
all thers was one Insistent sound—
the queer, rustling shufMe of man:
moving bodles. ’

Rol swung away from the coaxing
patting hand of Vetal. Ile hurried to
the door.

"Bhe muy as well drop foo! nations

and get used to her husband's busi
ness,” the smuggler called over his
shoulder. *It's too late to call off this
deal Beaulleu. 1lere comes w
clean profit of a thousand dollars
wool, hides and chops—all under thelr
own steam. And as for me, I'm not
ashamed to having any glrl see me
turn this trick.*
Fle marched out Into the roadwas
d watched the approach of the
flock, casting side glances at the cur-
talned window.

And Vetal Beaulieu slunk out
stood bLeslde his son-in-law-elect.

(CONTINUED TOMORROW)
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WHEN DUTY CALLS
By Florence 1. McLaughlin

[ VESE—-—

The Plnes wera comfortably seated
on tha plassa, reading, sewing and
chatting when wuddenly thelr attention

Ente.  Almonst simultaneously the door
of the hours opened and a sllp of a gir!
ialam.u twenty, ran out and down the
meps mnd Joined the young man who

If she was | had jumped from his car and was com-
old father 1 aay to my.
nat be ashame of the hurried down to tha walting roadster
plele out for her to|®7d In less than a minute wers out o!|hlmutr to Jeanne. He told her every-
"So 1 tell her| &Nt down the roud.

Ing eagerly toward her. Together they

“"Well, what do you know about that?”
drawled Miss Hines, a mtenographer
“Wa might be sticks or
mones #o far am she I8 concerned. That
doctor Is the only person around hare
that she has' any eyes for.”

“Well, you should worry about that,”
sald her sister telephone operator, “You
know very well we ain't In her clasa
anyway,*

“Yeu," chimed in Miss Winnlow, look-
ing up from her tatting. “They only
met each other two weeks ngo, and
dnyone ean seo that he Ia dead In love
with her,
then go off and marry some ons else,
and —-"

| girl nlone,” Interrupted Lawrence Mar-

tin rudely. "1 guess Doctor Walnwright
| can look out for hinieelf. She couldn't
fool him any (f she tried, and I for one
don't think she s trylng.” ana pleking
up his hook he sauntered off down the
rond, thus turning the tide of con-
versation to himmelf,

Meanwhile, Jaclt Walnwright and
Madeleine Moss, blissfully unconsclous
of the criticlsm they hina aroused, were
spinning along the nleasmant country
rond, both in a delightfully happy trame
of mind

"This in certninly n great dny for ovr
| ride," he mald, “Let's see, we will reach
Boston about 12, have lunch, get the
| Fing, ”RnA be Lock hers by 6. What will
| your friends ot the boarding house have
to may wien they find out that you have
r.-pull)' declded to marry n country
{ doctor?" he asked as they entered the
villuge and stopped bLefors the post-
| office. But before she had time to an-
swer, the postmaster rushed out
cltedly to the slds of the car. “Don't
met out, Doctor.,” he sald, "here {& your
mall, 1 telephoned up to the bLoarding
houss and Mre, HBrown sald you had
come thin way, #0 I have been on the
lookout for you There has been n bad
nccident over by the bridge, Do, and
they want you over thers just about ag
|quick a8 wvou can drive that cear of
youra, I don't know any particulars, but
| they nre nwfully exclted over that way,
| Mrs, Perking called up from hor house,”

“An accldent—all right, I'll go rlght
| over," The doctor was serioun at once,
the boyish happlness In his fnee dmntlng
|to & look of grave concern. “Than
you, Mr. Milln." And turning him car
around without a look at the girl be-
slde hlm he hegan to drive rapidly in
the direction of the bridge

He seetied to have forgotten every-
thing but the acoldent, amd to the pet-
ted, spolled Madelelne Ross, who In all
her twenty yenrsn had had everything
nretty nearly her own way,
extremely  disconcerting. She  grew
angrier and angrier, her face grew
tedider and redder, and her e, ex blazed,
but she sald nothing, But finally, as the

doctor kept hla eyes on the road ahead
and completaly Ignored her. her temnper
got the best ol her,

“Jack  Wnalawright,” slie almost
screamed, “are you golng to Boston to
hu?' an engagement ring, or
going over to the bridge to see some-
body who had to get hurt today of all
days? I won't be second to apything
or anybhody, and you might just as well
reallgs It now as uny time,"”

"Well!" exclairied the doctor

"

na

turned and looked nt the litle tenipest |

beslde him.  “You heard what the post.
master rnld and, of course, you would
not want me to leave i person to per-
haps die Just on account of an engage-
ment ring, would »ou?¥ We can go to-
morrow (o get that, you know, hut this
aceldent can’t walt, Why, Madeleine,
don't you seo liow s, and ehn't you
| aceept 1t?  Of course, T an sorry—"

“"Sorry! You act very morry! I'll give
you one more chance, Elther turn your
car arcund now and take rae to Boston
or vou need not buy me an sngagement
ring." The oar went stendlly ahead
and the bridge came in xight. There
was n crowd outalde the Perliins farn-
house, and Doctor Walnwright drew up
famd stepped out,  “Just am you wish,
Madelelne,” he sald quletiy. *1
vou are angry and unreasonable now,
but think it over and walt for me
here,” and before she could reply he
Wil gune

She wnt for what seemed Lours to her,
watching the crowd farther up the road
gnthered around
which the victim had been dAriting,

Finally, after perhapa half an hour,

Mrs, Perkins's small son cane running |

out to her. *'Dae Walnwright wants
you to come right up to the house, He'n
got to glve ether and wants vou to help
him.™ Madeleine followed -him ns quickly
ax elhie could, The doetor et hor it the
door, ¥e was coatless, his shitrt front
was mussed up and he lnoked vorried.
“Hurry, dear.” lie sald, "I need help,

It is werfous, but not dangerous, us [ got |

here just In time,” and Doctor Waln-
wright led the way Inte Mm Perlins's
spare room, where the injured man lay.

One glance at the face and Madelelne |

grew deathly white, Khe thought wmhe
must falnt, but tha doctor's words, ""You
can help save him If you keep vour
nerve,” braced her, and with
ahe steeled herself and turned to him,

“fack Walnwright."
wet teeth, “I'm sorry for my hnrsh words
to you, but If you save that man 1'd be
willing to die for You, Thut's my dad”

“Well,what do you kinow ghout that®"
drawled Mixs Hines the stenographer

from Hoston, & few hours later, when |

tho news had reached “The Pines” *
guess 1t will be a mateh for sure now."
“Well, you should worry," sald her
sister.  "You won't be
| wedding."
| “It eertainly la & swest
mance,” slghed Mixe Dodge, wiping her
spectncles.

“Yeu, love at first sight,” contributed
Miss Winslow, nx she broyght forth a
bill of cotton (o rewind her shuttle

“Oh, you make me slel ! exelalmed
Tawrence Martin dlagustedly, an he en-
tered the houss and shunmed the door,
theroby once again turning the tide of
the conversation to himuself,

The wnext rcompicte noveleite—Aunt
Jane's Crazy Quilt,

i I':' WAS § o'ciool, and the boarders at

Was attracted by s loud honking at the

She will breaw nin heart and |

"Oh, for Heaven's muke, let the poor |

ex- |

this wan |

are you

know |

the smashed-up auto

an_ effort |

she sald betweon |

Invited to the
|
little re-
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JAMES OLIVER CURWOOD

CHAPTER XXII-(Continued)
IERRE stopped for breath.
“Was it best?"

bling.

“It would have come out right—in
the end—if the father had not re.
turned,” sald Plerre. 1 must hurry,
M'aleur, for it hurts me now to talk.
He came first a year ago and revealedl

thing. D'Arcambal was rieh; Jeanne
and I both had money. He threat-
ened-—we bought him off,

to keep the terrible thing from D'Ar-
ocambal, Our money sent him away
1

| for a time, Then he returned. It was

news of him I brought up the river to
Jeanne—from Churchill, I offered to
kil him—but Jeanne would not listen
to that, But the Great God willed that
‘l should, T killed him tonight—over
there! "

A great joy surged above the grief
|In hilip’s heart. He could not speak,
but pressed Plerre's hand harder and
lgoked Into his Elistening eyes.

and wrung a low ery from his lips,

"M'sleur, this man Thorpe—Jeanne's
father—Iis the man whom you know
aa Lord Fitshugh Lee"

He coughed Yiolently, and with sud.
den fear Philip lifted s head so that
it rested against his shoulder. After
& moment he lowered it again. His face
wan as white as Plerre's after that
sudden fit of coughing.

"T tallced with him—alone—on the
afternoon of the fight on the rook,”
continued Plerpe, husklly, “He waue
hiding In the woods near Churchill,
and left for Fort o' God on that same
day. I dld not tell Jeanne—until
after what h.lppanr% and I came up
{with you on the river, Thorpe was
| walting for us at Fort o' God, It was
| he whom Jeanne saw that night beside
Il]l. rock, but I could not tell you the
|truth—then, He came often ufter that
| =—two, three times a weels.
tured Jeanne, My Cod! he taunted
her, M'sleur, and made her let him
kiss her, because hie was her father.
|Wo guve him money—all that
could get; we promised him more, if
he would leave—five thousand dollars
|=in three years. He agreed to go—
jafter he had finlshed his work here.
And that work—M'slour—was to de-
stroy you. He told Jeanne, because it
made her fear him more. Ie com-
| pelled her to come to his cabin, He
thought she was lils slave, that she
would do anything to be fres of him.
He told her of his plot—how he haa
fooled you in the sham fight with one
of hls men—how those men were KO-

ing to attack you n littls later, and '

how he had intercepted your Jetter
from Churahill and sent [y its place
the other letter which made rour
camp defenseless, IHe was not afrald
of her. She was In lils power, and he
Inughed at her horror, and tortured
her us o cat will a bird. But Jeanne—"

A spasm of puin shot over Plerpre's
ficoe. Fresh Llood dyed his lips, and
a shiver ran through his body.

"My  God! — water — something -
M'sleur,” he gasped. T must go on!"

Philip ralsed him again in his arme.
He saw MacDougail's head
through the door,

"You will vest easler this way, Pl
erre,” he sald,

After o few moments Pleire spoke
in o gasping whisper,

"You must understund. 1 must Le
aluck,"” he sald. “We could not warn
vou of what Jeanne had discoversd.
That would have revealed her father.
D'Arcambal would have known—every

ey

jone. Thorpe plans to dress hls men—

Ilke Indfans, They are to attack your
camp tomorrow night. Ten days ago
we went to the camp of old Bachlgo,

THRIFT
War prices sting us frightfully.
But even while we frown
We cogitate delightfully
That some dry they'll corfg down,
And though we may be pretty short
We're thankful for a lift,
That's why T sing this ditty short
Of thrift, thrift, thrift,

A patriot undoubted is
The soldler nt the front;
He given pralse and touted is
An one who's done his stunt.
Our country! To defend it all
Are willing—get my drift?
So save your cash! Don't Epend it
all!
Use thrift, thrift, theife!

War savings stamps are beautiful
Hecauss they represent
A oitizenry dutiful
On dolng good intent
All cannot fight (though
“it")
Let others work thelr ahift:
By saving reap the bhenefit
OF thrift, thrift, thrire!
~GRIF ALEXANDER,

mauny

By

We fought |

He tor. |

P

T A TR e

- S

Tthe Cree, who loves Jeanne as his
own daughter.

“It was Jeanne's jdea—1lo save you.

|dutruy you, and to Iny the blame on
| Bachigo's people. Hachigo I8 oul there
| ~In the mountains—hiding with thirty
of his tribe. T'wo days ago Jeanne
lenrned where her father's men were
hiding. We had planned everything.
Tomorrow night—when they move to

attack—we were to start a signalfire |

on the big rock mountaln at the end
of the Inke, Sachigo starts at the
slgnal and lays In ambush for the
others in the ravine between the two
mountalng, None of Thorpe's men
will come out alive. Bachlgo and his
people will destroy them, and none will
ever know liow it happened, for the
Creea keep thelr secrets, But now—
it Is too late—for me. When It hap-
pens—I will be gone. The signal-plle
I8 bullt—birch-bark—at the very top
of the rock. Jeanne will wait for
me out on the plain—and T will not
come, You must fire the signal,

Plerre's next words broke his gllence, | M'sleur—as soon as it s dark, None |

| will ever know. Jeanne's father Is
idﬂd. You will keep the mecret—of
| her mother—always——"

! "Forever,” gald Philip,

| MacDougall came Into the room. He
brought a glass, partiy filled, with a
colored liguld, and placed It to Plerre's

lpe. Plerre swallowed with an effort,
land with a significant hunch of his
| shouiders for Phillp's eyes alone the
| engineer returned to the little room.

“Mon Dieu, how It burns!" said
| Plerre, as if to himself. “May I lie
y down again, M'sleur?™
| Phllip lowered him gently, He made
no effort to speak In these moments.
Plerre's eyes were dark and luminous
| as they sought his own. The draught
| had taken gave him a pussing
| atrength,
| "I paw Thorpe agaln this afternoon,”
| he mald, more calmly. *“I'Arcambal
thought I had taken Jeanne to visit a
| trapper's wife down the Churchill, T
| saw  Thorpe—alone. He had been
drinking. He laughed at me, and said
that Jeanne and I were fools—that

@ would not leave as he had said he
would—but that he would remnin—al-
ways. 1 told Jeanne, and asked her
agnin to let me kill him. DBut she
Ito her. Jeanne saw him agiin to.
| night. I was near the eabln, and saw
you. I told him I would kill lim If
| he did not go, He laughed again, and
| struck me, When 1 came to my feet
he was half across the open. I fol-
|Iowad. I forgot my oath. Rage filled
my heart. You know what happened.
| You will tell Jeanne—so that she will
| understand -+
i “Can we not send for her? asked
Philip, “She must be near.”
| "No, M'sieur," he ropiled, softly. "It
| would only give her Rrgat pain to see
me—Illke this. She was to meet me
tonlght—at 12 o'clock—on the trall
where the rondbed crosses. You will
meet her in my place. When she une
deratands all that has happened you
may bring her here, If she wishes to
colne. Then - tomorrow night-—you
will go together to fire the signal.”

“Hut Thorpe Is dend.” sald Ihilip.
“Will they attack without hilm?"

“There Is another, besides him.” sald
Plerre, "That Is one secret which
Thorpe has kept from Jeanne—who
the other ls—the one who Is paying
to have you destroyed. Yes—they will
attack.”

Philip bent low over Pierre,

“T have kinown of this plot for a
long time, Pierre," he sald, tensely,
know that this Thorpe, who for some
reason has passed as Lord Fitahugh
Lee, Is bul the agent of i more power-
ful force behind him. Have you told
me all, Plerre?
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I “Nothing, M'sleur.”
“Was It Thorpe who attacked you
,on the ¢liff nt Churchin?"
“No. I am wure that It was not he,

“It was glovious,” sald Phiiip, trem- | J*4nNe told him of Thorpe's plot to It the attack had not failed—it wouia

ve meant loss—for him, T have

Inid it to the rufMinns who wanted to
|kl|1 me—and wsecure Jeanne, You
| understand——"
| _“Yes, but I do not belleve that was
| the motive for the attack, Plerre,"
| sald Phillp. “DId Thorpe go to see
any one In Churchili?™
| "I don’t know. He was conceallng
himsel? In the forest.” :

A convulelve shudder ran through
Plerre's hody, He gave o low cry of
paln, and
babiche cord which
| about his neck.

"M'sleur,” he whispered, qulekly,
“this locket —was on the littls Jeanne
~—when I found her In the snow, [
kept 1t because It bears the womam's
Initials, T am foollsh, M'sieur. I am
weak. But I would like to have 1t
burled with me—under the old tree—
whare Jeanne's mother lles, Ana if
you could, M'sleur—if you only could
~=place something of Jeanne's In my
hand—I would rest easler.'

FPhilip bowed his head in silence,
while his eyes grew blinding hot.
| Pierre pressed his hand,

“Bhe loves you—as I love her,” he
| whispered so low that Phillp could
scarcely hear, “You will love her—
always, If you do not—the Gremt

God will let tlie curse of Plerre Cou-
cheo fall upon you!"

Choking back the great sobs that
rose in his breast, Philip sank upon
his knees hewlde Plerre, and burled
his face in his arms like & heartbroken
boy. For several moments there was
| n sllence, punctuated by the rasping
| breath of the wounded man. Buddenly
| this sound ceased, and Phillp felt «
cold fear leap through him. He list-
ened, nelther breathing nor lifting his
]heml. In that Interval of pulzeless
qulet a terrible ery came from Plerre's
| Hpa, and when Philip looked up the
dying half-breed had struggled to a
sitting posture, blood stalning his lipe
agnin, his eyes blazing, his white face
damp with the clammy touch of death,
‘aud was staving through the cabin

held the locket

window,

It was the window that looked out
over the lake, toward the rock mouns
| taln half a mile away, Phillp turned,
horrified and wondering. Through the
window he saw a glow in the sky—
| the glow of & fire, leaping up in & crim-
son flood from the top of the moun-
tain!

Agaln that terrible, moaning ery fell

we [#%ald no—and T had taken my oath |from Plerre's lips, and he reached out

his arms townrd the signal that was
| blazing forth its warning In the night,

“Jeanne—Jeanne—" he sobbed, “My
Jeanne—"'

He swayed, and fell back. Hia words
came in choking gasps,

“The signal!” he struggled, fighting
to make Philip understand him.
“Jeanne—saw—Thorpe—tonight. He
—must—changed—plans. Attack to-
night. Jeanne—Jeanne—my Jeanne—
has lighted—the slgnal—fire!"

A tremor ran through his body, and
he lay still, MacDougnll ran across
from the half-open door, and put his
head to Pierre's breast.

“Is he dead?" asked Philip,

“Not yet.”

“WiIl he become consclous again?™

“Posaibly."

FPhillp  gripped MacDougall by the
wrm.

“The atluck |s to be made womght,
Mac,” he excluimed, “Warn the men,
Have them ready. But you—you,
MacDougnll, attend o this man, and
keep him alive!”

Without another word he ran to
the door und out into the night. The
slgnal-fire was leaping to the sky. Tt
lighted up the black cap of the moun-
taln, and sent o thousand aurora fires
flashing across the lake, And Phillp,
as he ran swiftly through the camyp
toward the narrow trall that led to
that mountaintop, repeated over and
over again the dylng words of Plerre—
“Jeunne—my Jeanne—my Jeanne!™

(CONTINUED TOMORROW)

ADVENTURES

By DADDY

A conplere new odurnlwre each week,

“THE STRANGE NEW
ANIMAL®

The Flying Ogre traps lLonesone
Bear (1 a cave affer trying to shoot
hiluh

CHAPTER I

Balky Sam Comes Home
'3 OU'ME a nlce one to met cuught
Ynn- way, scolded Billy Bci:lulm,
me Boear wept over his plight
‘."Ijm:?::t want to be Mul‘led-dtan::

y eherries nnd acorns and n
3\‘12]'::: eat,” walled Lonesome Bear in
AnEWer,

Billy walked up to the stakes which
parred the entrance to the cave and tried
to pull them out. 1o couldn't budge one
M":‘l":mwili have to get a saw to cut
them,” he declared

“pon't leave me!" begged Lonesame
[ Bear, ‘*“The Ogre und the aviator will
| e back soon to mmoke me out Then
| they will shoot me.""

From the bushen naross the river came
a surprising bit of adviee.

wCjet u gas mask and they can't smoke
| you out"”

Peggy and Billy whirled around to seo
the wpeaker, No one was In sight. Lone-
some Bear was se wrapped up In bhis
troubles that he hadn't heard the voiow
Ha went right on with his wailllngs., 1
| don't want to be shot! |1 don't want to
be shot "

“Then get o helmet
:lﬂ-n speaker.

Billy pushed Peggy behind him,
| speaker mizht be the Ogre,

' eWho are you, and what
‘want?' shouted Billy Belgium,

advised the un:

do you

In answer a head bobbed up from

-
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ALLRIGHT, | > THAT'S SIX

CEnTS T OWE ‘Tou-
GOoSH, ‘Tou TALK
JUST LIKE My LITTLE

COME LITTLE

PiECE
IF I MAKE IT!

The |

beginning Monday awd ending Balurdoay

'! .

“Welcome home from warl™ cried
Peggy and Billy .

Among the bushes—u lead eyven
Reary than that of the Ogre In His
Kle-evod helmet, This  head
round top, big enrs, huge eyes,
cheeks, and a trunk
phant.

;'(ivﬂ—whllltkvrll" exclalmed
using one of the favorite wor
Glant of the Woodn, 'ﬂl.‘"l‘lhc::!":.rl:.:;
Peggy, pecking around his shoulders,

Low down, in the bushes, a segond
head poked (tuelf out, a head Just like
the first one, only It had smaller earse.
Then, over ut one side, uppesred a third
hend-—one with horns instend of eurs,
All three stared at the children with
uublhlnkiuz oyes.

Billy ralked his bean shooter,
JSPUl!™ a bean sped woross the rm'
anding on the first hoad.  Plink! went
the bean, bounding off. Another nhot
sped right Into the eye of the second
hend, The ahot hit, and bouhded off, but
the eye didn’t even wink.

“Ges-whilllkers ! said Bil

“Hee-haw ! Ust a o oy
first head,

“Ha, 1 know you now,"

| leaping

tinre
Rog-

bulging
like that of an sle-

Billy,

fgom behind  Billy ""Hal

his hand clute' ed at the

had u %

cannon,” wdvised the 3

cried Peggy, ©

IU%}'OU mareh right omt of thoss
| b .'
<haw | Hee-haw ! Wa fooled you .

| Just like we fooled the Hunw" brayed
| Balky Sam (rlumphantly, parading out
|of the bushes on his hind legs. On
|b¢ud he wore m CGerman helmet

over his face he had n gan mank, No

and

| wonder Peggy and Billy didn't recognise ©

him. - And out of the bushes, 100, trot-
lied BII
.u-ou.r:fm u helmet and & manik,

“Welcoms home from warl”
| Peggy and Blly. 1

“What's the matter over there?
some fighting to do?™ brayed
,Sum, shaking off hin mnak,

“Lanesome Bear han been trapped
tlll‘la den by the Fiying Ogre,” answ

Ay

“Hoo-haw! 'We'll show you what
did to Hun traps In “Hurope” b
|B.Ih:r Ham. 1

He plunged into the river, with
Goat and Johnny Bull swimming
behind, .
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Iy Goat and Johnny Bull, eagh
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