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X BEACH

‘ADVENTURE
‘_S TORIES

Whiere Nortllem Light
Lome Down o’ Nights

By REX BEACH

H.'l.'lanum Mille . before ever s
Ohechako hud vroeved (he Chilkoot. |
went over to Che uwwadwaters of ¢
Tavana. loto the big valley 1| wed
and got lost Tn the fas, 'Tis a wild
eountry, rhimmed by bigh wmountains
full of niggerbends and tundra, with

the river winding clean back to the |
} run out of |

We always did them duys and | how It hurt Orloff, and | laid my hand

source of the Copper.
grub.
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awept Alaskan spit. while hud
dled around It & swarm of dirt

T

covered Igloos grovel In an ecstasy of |

Abasement

Many patives crawled out of these
and stared across the bay as down g |
gully came an arcdc caravap, men |
and dogs, black against the deadly |
whiteness. Abead swung the guide, |

straddling awkwardly on his five foot
webs, while the straining pack pat

tered at his heels. Big George, the
driver. urged them with strong words, |

Mioms of the wvorthland, and bhis long
whip bit sharply at their legs.
His compaanlon, clinging to the sled,

stumbled pow and theu, while his face, |

eplitting from the snap of the I'rnﬂ..
smothered In a mufler. Eoma-
he fell, plunging Into the snow,

riging painfully and groauing with ttu .

misery of “spow blindness.”

“Most there now, Cap. Keep np,

your grit.”
“I'm all right”
ficted man wearlly. “Don’'t mind me.”
George. too, had suffered from the
sheen of the unbrokea whiteness, and,
while his eyes had pot wholly closed,
he saw but dimly. His cheeks were
sweared and blackened with
charred wood to break the suow glare,

but tbrough his mask showed slgos of
suffering., while bis bloodsbot eyes |

dripped scalding tears anad throbbed
distregafully. For days bhe had pot
dared to lose sight of the guide. Once
be bad caught him sneaking the dogs
] nd be feared he had killed the
p e
abedd, bis sullen, swollen fea-
‘baleful lo thelr lnjury.

Down the steep bank they alid,
across the bamped up sea ice Al the
giver mouth and Ilnto the village.

AT Tow greeting of their guide to his
tribesmen Ceorge started Twelve
yoars of coast |ife had tanght him the
@latect from Point Barrow south, and

tgo, had heard the message.

answered the af- |

Now Jaska broke

|

- bulit ruft to fout down to the Yu- | oo o alder close [0 the neck.

and & |

kﬂli A rtuce wihth starvation,

dt-u{l heat It near proved, too, though

1 lad u shade the best of fr.

| drifted

out [nte the munin river, raving mad,
my ‘Mukluks' eat off and my wmoose

hide gun cover inside of me,
A girl spled e from the village,

and “twuas her brought me asbore in

her birch burk aond tended we in her
wickiup tlil renson came and 1he blood

ran through me aguin,

] miud seelng a white man staond
around at times apd bearing him beg

~her (o leave me to the old squaws,

pleading and her clothes all covered

Hanmun-

MHe Whirled Inte the Greup, Rearing
Hoarsely.

with beads. [er eyes was big aond

sad, C apd dimgles poked lato ber
choeka wWhen she laughed.
““Twas then that Orloff takes a

hand—the white man, A priest Be
' called himeelf; breed, Russian, May
" be he was, but a biacker hearted thief

Jushih Bawded s tallaman to the chiefl ... wronged a ehlld. He wanted

him and soatched L

Father Oriolf, = It? D
fle ganed at the token, & white
with strange marks anpd
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trance, thrusting the weapon upon
him, then ran feroclonsly among the
He snatched them to him, coff-
ing ke a bear and trampling them

!

We come bleeding

l

the girl, Metla, and so 4 L. When
I asked ber old man for her he sald
she was promised to the Rosslan |
langhed st him, and a chief hates to be
mocked. You kmow what sway the
church has over these Indlans Waell,
Orioff Is & stroug man. He held “em
like a rock. He worked om "em tll
one day the tribesmen came to me In a
body and sald, “Gol"

“‘Jlve ma the girl and 1 will’

Ing and now held it In the bolling
current underneath, paddiing desper-

They scattered at the | arely.

“As they ran out of the tents with

their riflea | leaped.
“A long drop and cold water, but |

'hltrut first. When 1 rose the Httle

girl was alongside.
“It's a ticklish thing to crawl over

' the stern of a canoe in the spatter of

iato the snow. Those who came Into

wp and twisted ander his feet. He

whirled into the group, roaring hoarse |

ly. his angry. grease blackened face
tidecus with rage. The aborigine Is
paot a fightiug machine.
gida step aud counter have no being
They meited ahend of his biazing
wrath. and he whisked them, fleeing
by their garments, so that they felt

i

For him the

the pf his moceasined heels. EL
C‘ﬁdngeﬂ the team within,
and arge, following., blocked the

shattered door.
“We're sife as long as we stay in

b, said he.
t m‘ sanctuary. eh? Doeas It
[nll how we're going to ger

Jlln-a wWe'll get ont some. |
_phld be, and that night as

m Captain, late university man |

ineer, lay with eyes swathed
lug cloths the whaler spoke
¢ _and with the bitterness of

. - oot
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sings. with the roar of muszle loaders
above. It's shaking to the nerves, bmt
the mald never flinched, not even when
a bullet split the gunnel. 8he ripped a
plece of her dress and plugged a hole
under the water line while 1 paddied

out of range

“The next winter at Holy Cross she
ran to me shaking one day.

“He I here! He iz here! Oh, Big
man, | am afraidrl

“ “Who's here? saya |

“He la here— Father And

Orloff'

. Bhe didn't, though. She gave me bits

HE mission house at Togiak ' of moose meat and berrles and dried

stands forlornly on a wind ' salmon, and when I come 1o one day
1 suw she was little and brown and |

*What? saxs L

“We¢ can’t sell you prnvhlo- lﬂ
allow you tv #fdy io the village,
“Orloff grins, °You must go o8’ h
saye, ‘or give ber op.’
i =ena' 'l do veltbher. And | shows
the paper from the misslonary at Nu-
lato stating that we were married,
‘She's my wife,' says [, ‘and too good
for me. She's left ber people and her
gods, and 'l care for ber” | saw

'l
distrust yve, and sure as Faje ye'll die
the shocking death If ever haru comes
to the little one”

“That was the winter of the famine,
though every winter was the saoe
then, and 1| went to Anvik for grob—
took all the strong men amd dogs in
the village, | was afrald when [ left,

—
-anle
th the I'H'l_ of a child.

“Your eves ure coming along mighty |

iﬂl. worrled George “I'm boplog
llilrﬂmmfhnptﬂhlllﬂhln
drifts back yonder. We must leave
him a sied trall for a souvenir.”

“How can we with the place guard-
ed?”

“Hitch the dogs and run for It by
pight. He'll burb os out when be
comes. Fine targets wée'd make on
the snow by the light of a burning
shack:
tonight. Hello!

Outside cuwme
moots and the cry of men.
to the window, George rubbed it free
and stared luto the sunshine
“Foo late, too Inte!” he sald.  “Here

What's that?”
the how! of mala-

ton, for "twas the time § should have .

been with her, but there was oo oue |
" else to go,

“*When you come back,” she said,
‘there will he another—a Jittle boy —
and he will grow wighty amd strong
like his father” She hung her arps
around me, Cap, and 1 left with her
kisses wurm on my Jlps,

“It wans a terrible trip—the river wet

" with overflows and the catoffs drifted
' deep, 80 | drove back luts Holy Cross

a week Inte. with bleediung dogs and

' frozen Iudlans straluing at the sled

|llchht~d and seot her squaws away.

ropes.

*“1 heard the wall of the old women
before | came to the eabin, and when
Metla had sobbed the story out In her |
weakness 1 went back into the dark
and down to the mission. | remem-

ber how the northery lights flared over |

the hills above and the lttle spruces
on the summit looked to me like head-
stones, black agninst the moon, and |
laughed when | saw the snow red ip

| the night glare, for it meant blood rmd1
- death.

“It was ns Justy a babe as ever

crowed, but Orloff had come to the

[

| Baptism and such things he sald he'd |

"do. The little fellow died that oight. |

“They say the mission door was lock-
ﬂl and barred, but | pushed through It |
| Ilke paper and came Into Father Bar-
pum's house, where they sat. Flfnr
below s bad for the naked MOesh.

" broke In. barebheanded. mittenless, and

I'd froze some on the way down,
gaw mnrder ln my eyes and tried to

1

e

run, but 1 got him as be went ouf of

the rmom

He tore his throat loose

ffrum my stlfTfened Angers and went
' tnto the church, but 1 beat down the

door with my
his prayers Inside, and may | never

be closer to death than Orfoff was that ' ... of (he crust

' night.

“Then a squaw togged at my parka.
“'She la dying. Aoguk.'

naked Nsts, mockiug at “He needa killing,

' deved by

he comes' [t's time | killed him.* He
spoke gratingly, with the dull anger of

years. .
On the bright surface of the opposite

Cnilside a sled bearing a mullled Ag-

ure uappenred sllbouetied against the

hl---l-

I am hungry for
his life.*

the village scent,

down the locline toward the river

llﬂﬂ | rap back uwp the hill with the ,uupnery bebiind, while the volce of the

!

|

| eold bitlng at my bheart

' people rose 1o thelr priest

ian a whirt

“T'here was no death that night In of soft suow they drove down oo to
Holy Cross, though (iod kpows obe thy treachery of the ice. The screams |
paked soul was due to walk out o8 0 of (he natives freuzied the pack, and |

the spow., At daylight., when | ceme

they rioted out ob to the bending sheet, |

back for him, he had fed down (be while the long sledge, borne by Ma mo
river with the fantest doge, and @ meatum, shot forward il the spiit
this day I've mever seen his fere, , tog cry of the lce sounded over the

though ‘tis often I've felt his hate.s

h-lllllh- It slackened. saggped

If ye can see to shoot we'll go'

" Bethwl mission 'l be dead

g g roll B, @ ,
m}m of E- t‘w-ﬂu knowing
the quick danger and weeting It

Soaked to the armpits, he smashed a
trall through which they reached the
bummock where the others lay, too
listless for action, :

At the shore they bore the priest to
their shelter., while the guide was
snatched into a uearby but. They
hacked off his brittle clothes and sup-

| ported him to the bed.

“He's badly frozen.,” whispered Cap-
taln. “Can we save him?" They rub-
bed and thawed for hours, but the

man would die for lack of amputation,

“'Pis no use,” finally sald the big|

man despalringly. “I've seen too many
of 'emn. We've done vur best”
“George Brace, 've barmed you bit-
terly,” declared Orloff, "nnd you're a
good man to help mwe so.

" sluggish blood refused to tlow into the |
extremities. and Captain felt that this
Leaping ;

"-I'b.-..i,# e Y R

t's no use, |

We have both fought the cold denth !

and kvow when to quit
to kill you, but you will go out ncross
the mountnins free, whille 1 rage
mudpess und the wmedivive wen make
charus over me.  When you come into
Goodby ™

“Good h~—1! We're takinug ye Lo

Bethel and a doctor lu ten minutes, |
| bilities, either it may be made with

A week's travel us the trall goes, but

we'll save a chunk of ye yet, old man.”

Five days Inter n bLroken team
crawled over the snow to the Mora-
vian milssion, urged by two men gaunt
from the trail and blistered by the
cold. From the sledge came shrieks
and throaty mutterings, horrid gab-
blings of post-freezing madness, aond
Dr. Forrest. lifting back the robe,

" found Orloff lashed Into his couch.

‘in heavy

“Five days from Togiak, 200 miles
tralls,” expluined George

 wearily as the cries of the manlac

abe sald. pank, and the gulde awung oo to t(he

"H-llm--lmthu-m-h- lﬂllhlpﬂlﬂdlulmnfmlﬂl_
rrulhmﬂ.lndhr-mlﬂl ing watern The wheel dogs ware
a chance go by to bharry me or 1be dragged Into the opening and thelr

sirL
“I’ye mind the time ‘Bkagway’ Ben-

net died? We was pardners up Nor
ton sound way when be waa killed.
They thought be sulcided, but | know.

the Kuskokwim, Fatber Orioffs coun-
try. Hla men took the wrong o0e,

that's nll

|
f

“I'mm sorry | dMn’t tell ye this, ~I‘.!l|:|s.i

before we started, for now we're Into

mates ahead jerked backward on o
them. (o a fighting t-u:hllnuthd
Into the swirl

Ortoff leaped from the sinking M1
lll.. hindered by his fur awaddiing. |
near camp—ihe Kind they make on' o his struggies to mount the edge of
the flm uhhﬂnﬂnnthf

uvlng surface it let him back, and
Ihr waters covered him time and agaln.

He pitched oddly about, and for tn}

first time they saw hisa eyes Were

the south country. where he owne th bound tightly with bandages, which
natives. He knows we've come, A8 the ' by strove to loosen

blood token of the guide showed He |
wants my /ife, and lhﬂ!ﬂ"t"ﬂ"“ Qeorge, and In & moment he appear

ble coming up.
get your sight. for by now there’s a'
ranner twenty miles Into the hills with
news that we're blind In the charch

“My God, he's smow blindl™ eried

The guida broks hia way toward a
pummock of old lee forming an Islet

I'm hoplng ye'll soon' u-mthmmmmm_

at Togiak, Three days be’ll be mnl;-] pear by, and the priest half swam, '
and onthe Afth ye'l hear the ]Inlﬂl '

of Russlan dog bella He'll kill the

fastest team In Nushagak In the com-
ing, and God help us It we're here.”

(Jeorge scraped a bit of frost lace

from the lone window pane. Dark fig-
ures moved uver the snow, circling the
chapel. and he knew that each was
armed. Only their reverence for the
church beld them from doing the task
set by Orloff, and be sighed a8 be
changed the bandages on his suffering
mate.

They awoke the next morning to the
moan of wind and the aift of snow
clonda past their walls. Staring
through his peephole, George distin-
guished only a seethe of whirling
flakes that grayed the tlew, blotting |
even the neighboring bhuts, and when
the early evening brought a rising note
in the atorm the tronble |ifted from his
face.

“A three day biizzard,” he rejoiced.
“and the strongest team ot the coast
can't wallow through it ander a week.

| These on shore gales ls beants.”
_Fer three days the wind tore from |

5

off the =ea Into the open bight at
whoeé head lay Toglak, and Ita vi.
lence wrecked the armor of shore s

In the bhay till it beat and mnﬁ.l' keep my vow.”

|

half serambled bebhind, till they crawil
ed oat opon this solid footing flere

the wintry wind searched them, and
their dripping elothes stiffened quick- |
ly. Orioff dragged the strips from his |
face, and as the sun glitter plerced his |
eyea he writhed as though seared by |

the naked towch of hot steel

He shouted affrightedly In his bilng- |
pess. but the mocking volce of Big |
George anawered him, and be cow

ared At the malevolence in the words

“Here | am, Orioff. (s
want, s 7
tries to reach
freezing, eh?

ge. Ha hal Ye're

Georgle will talk

belp ye
' shoot the man that

[ (1] |

keep 5o awake. ldirtru'iﬂutthtl

piver to cheat meé sol [I've fattened
for years on the hope of stamping
your life out, and now's It's robbed
. me. But I'll stick till ye're safe In
h—-L"

The man cried pltecusty, tarning his
bleared eyea toward the sound

“Shoot. why don't yon, and end It}
Can't yom see¢ we're freezing?” He

stood up In his earapace of stiffened

clothea, shivering palsiedly.

“The truest thing ye ever sald.’
erled George, and he swung his Colt's
into view “It'll favor yom, and I'h
He ralsed the gun

her eyes wns round and scared mtnnlmt the apit, a thrashing maed The splashing of the distant dog=!

that | took her up and kissed her | gtrom of shattered bergs
She was such | piled Into the Inlet. driven by the last ' gty

while gshe clung to me
A Hetle gfrl!

r

of the storm. till they overflowed the |

“‘He spoke to me At the water | gver lce behind the rillage, snhmerg-

hole—1 hate come for you.”
very fast, but he came behind. “Where
Il George ™ ﬁ‘b enid

1 ran | yne and breaking It into ragged, dan-

na confusion.
the third dnr with arctic rng'nr*r

ger

The waters proke the silence.

A native tﬂlrl'r

“George, Georgel™ Captain
' stnmbled down among them #&nd
- placked at his arm. peering dimly into
his dlstorted face “Great God! Are
- yon a murderer? They’ n he dead bw

miesion and into rhp house of F‘attwr
Barnum. He was there

“'Orloff! What do ye want? | says

“Father Barnom speaks np. He's
known for a good man the length of
| the river. ‘George.’ says he, ‘Father
Orloff tells me yon stole the girt Metia
from her tribe. ™Tis a shamefnl thing
for a white to take a ced girl for his
wife, but it'a a crime to live as youo
do.’ ‘

ﬂ#r! over ﬂ'lf raaee. In its m!h Hw
gurging ocean churned londly, and the

'ﬂlrﬂ ‘em™ sad FFﬂf‘g‘#_ while ren
son fought with his mania “Who's

backwater behind the town. held by | going to save ‘em? He needs killing

the dam of freezing slaosh ice at the
tiver mouth, wna skimmed by a thin
fce paper. plerced here and there by
the ap ended pilea from beneath.
This held the night's snow, so that
morning showed the village girt on
three sides by a stream soft carpeted

Pm hungry for his life”™

. *He's a man, George They're both |
haman, and they're dying In =ight ot |
'as. Glve him a chance. Fight like a
man.”
" Am he spoke the fury fell away from
the whaler, and he became the alert

am'

!

Its team, mad

poured '

dimmed behind the log walls

I [

| cawe here |

Two hours later Forrest spoke grave- |

ly as they nursed thelr frostbites.
“We've operated.  Ile will recover.”
“It's n sad, sad day,”
George. 1t just takes the tasto out of
everything. UHe's a eripple, eh?
“Yes—helpless! 1 did pot kpow
Father Orloff bad mony —er—friends
bhereabouts.” coutinued the doctor. “He
was thought to be hated Ly the whites,
I'm glad the report wius wrong.”
“Fricanls be d-d4.” sald tbhe other
strongly. “What's u friend? Ye capn
get them any plice, but where can ye
fod another enemy like that manT*

N i = == . —— e S

IN MEMORIAM.
OMEWHEHNRE along the endlesa miles

mourned |

Of blue grven lce and dove while,

BOirw
The Aull sun amiles o'er Tealhered islos

Where men lla dead below.

NTARCTIC winds your
hedrd
Their last faint ery. What did they nrr
Was It of home, the faltered word,
An they kneit down (o pray?

koem oare |

ID their brave syes Aght creeping sleep |

That the (freessing
blond,
And did they sea beyond the deep

The vislon of (helr God?

. eold thelr beda, but who shall say
Thelr memortes shall not live and
grow?
Their names shall know ne yesterday,

Their dsedas no sunsel glow
— Percy Bhaw,

swee.ly numba

REGRET.

Pagret
Not with the akl of countless yoar
Can | srass from memory
The (hought of what yon wers (o ma,
And et
Mathinks my grief would lose it sting
If you'd return that dlamond ring.

N B=Il ia not paid for yel )

=l. B Coley.

HE ecordags creaks and rab-
tiea In ths wind,
Wih freaks of sudden Bual;
benesath the stern,
New )Jeaps with clumay wralh,
sirikea ahart, and, falling,
The broad backs of the Wwaveaa
which jostle and
To Aing themseivea wpon that um-

“OME OAY MORE"™
the realing =ea
Now thumpa [Tke soild roek
Crumbiled to whispery foam, allps
rustiing down
known shors,
Thelr used famillar sinca the dawn

of time

Whither thia forsdoomed lifs In
gulded on

To sway on triumph’'s hashed, as-
piring polee

Ome gittering moment, than the

break fulfilled
One day mots

Thesa muttering whoalblainae leave
tha haim to ma

God, let ma not in their dull cose be
stranded

Let not this ome frafl bark, to hel-
low which

I save dug oot the pith and sinawy

heart
Of my aspiring life’s falr trunk,
ha a0
Cast up to warp and blacken in the
|un,
Just as the opposing wind ‘gine
whistle off
His chesk swollen mates and from
the leaning mast
Fortune's full =all straine forward!
Ona poor day!
Rememhber whose and not how short
it In
It Is Ood’'s day; it Is Columbus’,
A Ilavish day' One day with [ifs
and heart
Ia more than time enough to find a
world.
~"“Calumbus.”
ell

Jamea Russel]l Low-

“THAT STRAIN AGAIN."

|

! themeselves on men of straw,

This simple blouse has two possi

body and long sleeves in one or with
a drop shoulder and short sleeves. The
neck Is round and the walst closes in
the back. Lawn, gingham, volle,
batiste, etc.,, are suitable for this
waist which may also be made of
plain lawn for an underslip.

The walst pattern (6302) is cut Im
glzes 34 to 42 ipches bust measunit
Medium size requires 1% yards of 3
inch material.

To ure this ltqunlndﬂﬂ-

to “Pait " of
Write name o g+ g
sure Lo give site and num af patiern,

MO, 6302,
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Threa stylea of capa are shown Ia
thia (llustration No. | can be deved
oped in two different ways, as shown
in the pleture. Nos 1 and 1 are seam
loan, and are cleverly drawn in o
the shape of the head Lawn, silk,
batiste and the like are used fof capa,

The cap pallern (6290) Ia ecut In
shaen 1, 2 and 3 years. Two year slse
requires for Ne 1, % yard of 17 Inch
material, with 2% yards of edging:
No ? requirea % yard of 17 Inch ma
terial 1% yards of edging and % yard

' of ribbon: No 3 requires W yard of

17 Inch material, % rard of Insertion,
| :rlnh of edging

lhu rﬂtﬂn -l i o
u’rl'l- mama
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Death of Satire
Binece literary forme and fashions

! of expression wax and wane as wall

as the element of tasta, It |8 not be
yond surmise that asatire, free and
feariess may agaln become a potent
agent for good, remarks the Fort
nightly Review. But ere that be Im-
possible, a responsivenesa must be
born in the people, or ita volce will
be smothered like a whiaper In a
gtorm. and Its thunderboléa expend
Wheth-

er the spirit of aggressive satire

' shall perish entirely among the mod-

ern Kulturvolker fa therefore matter

' for conjectare, but beyond certainty.

i e =

Yot It it be ao, the history of the ex-
tinction of spinal, virile English satire

will be found by posterity to ter
minate In the work of Byron and Gif-

ford, and, by a strange anomaly, in
that of one or two writers of western

——————— F

WEET is the volce that sings, and |

aweet The alr,

- Buat only sweet to me becaoss lhﬂyr

bring

|
Back perfectly to my remembering |

A tune a2 sad and passionate as prayer—

A tune | heard when life and love were killed by antomobliles in the
| Greater New York,

falr;

America, the last worthy and
doubtable exponenta of the =chool of
Pope and Swifl.

Our Dangerous SBtreets,
During the year 1911, says the Sek
entifie American, 532 persone were
atteeta of
Incomplath reo

When all the strong, sweet perfumes of | \ 3. ¢ 1he injuries taken from dafly

the spring
Did go about my lady’'s presence cling,
| They Seemed her very loveliness to share.

| Bo when | hear thias tune that other strain
| Revives within me,

and 1 see again

My ledy’s face; yea, then | do rejoles,

Recalling half lost beauties of her voles;

A Httla then the present off 1 cast

And walk ‘'mid lovely ruins of the past.
=Philip Bourke Marston.

newspapers show 12,042 persons hurt
by antomoblles, 104 by street ears And
217 by wagons, In London, which in
1911 had a population of over 7,000,
000, 410 persons were killed by ve
hicles; while in Paris, with a popuo-
lation of over 2,000,000, there were 338
deathe and 18,179 iInjuries, by
elasses of conveyanceh.
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