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World Tour in Seventeen
Days.

Complete time-tables for a round-
the-world passenger service which will
rccomplish the journey In seventeen
days have been worked out by experts
of Imperial Airways, Ltd.,, the new
British organization.

Fresh links have been mapped out
for the 27,000-mile air-line, and tests
are to be made with airships of enor-

London by the morning air express for
Paris, which maintains a speed of 105
miles an hour. They may expect to
reach Corstantinople. the
morning and Cairo by midday.

A long-distance airship will takei
them from the Egvptian capital to
Australia, arriving on the ninth day
after leaving L.ondon.
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cat.

|
lllw best men on

‘ever gone.into the north.

|istics of a fox.

lan' close to a stove,” repiied Billy.

hatchet- | “Makes me feel sort of-
| faced, with shifting pale blue eyes f‘“”]?d a little grimly. _
iLhﬂt had a glint of eruelty in them. |1t Was not an unpleagant smile.
' He was tall, and thin, and lithe as a|
! He belonged to the Royal North-!at the other.
west Mounted Police, and was one of |
the trail that had said.
least three days more of life.”

His business was man-hunting. Ten |
years of seeking after human prey prisoner, turning his face a little, so
thad given him many of the character-|that it was shaded from the light.
For six of those ten|“You've got . me now,

safe.,” He
Even. at that

Brokaw’s snow-reddened eves gazed

“There's something in that,” he
“This storm will give you at

“Won't you drop that?” asked the

an® I know

| e iy ¥ . i
| years he had represented law north what's coming as well as you do.” His

Now he had come to|voice was low and quiet, with the

the end of his last hunt, close up to | faintest trace of a broken note in it,

'the Arctic Circle.

| following a man. The hunt had be-

‘midwinter.
wanted for murder, had been a hard
'man to find. But he was caught at

| last, and Brokaw was keenly exultant. hang.
It pleasant enough when it comes

| It was his greatest achievement.
[would mean a great deal for him
down at headquarters. -

|' In the rough and dimly lighted
cabin his man sat opposite him, on a
crossed

ihem'h, his manacled hands
his knees. He
man than Brokaw—thirty, or a little
better.
and untrimmed. A stubble of reddish
beard covered his face. His eyes, too,

'were blue—of the deep, honest blue

mous capacity. Passengers will lea'-;'ﬁlthat one remembers, and most fre-
‘quently trusts. He did not look like a |

There was something al-

criminal.
‘most boyish in his face, a little hol-
lowed by long privation. He was the

following | sort of man that other men liked.

Even Brokaw, who had a heart like
flint in the face of erime, had melted
a little.

“Ugh!” he shivered.
that beastly wind!

“Listen to

The air travellers will ercss the Pa- |
¢ific to San Francisco in another giant '
airship, and will cross the United
States by aeroplane express. New |
York will be reached on the fifteenth |
day. This link is already established.

The Atlantic crossing to Europe will
be made by thé great airship liner!
g#oon to be delivered to the United
States by the Zeppelin Company.

The airship voyage to Europe is
scheduled so that world-travellers,
gliding down at London,; will accomp- |
lish in seventeen days what took Jules
Verne's imaginary hero eighty days.

. o
Minard's Liniment for Headache.
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Strength of Silver Wire,

A sllver wire one-twelith of an inch
in diameter will support a weight of

days of storm."

QOutside a gale was blowing straight
down from the Arctic. They could
bear the steady moaning of it in the
spruce tops over the ecabin, and now
and then there came one of those rag-

|ing blasts that filled the night with

strange shieking sounds. Volleys of
ﬁr_m, hard snow beat agairst the one
window with ‘a rattle like shot. In
the cabin it was comfortable. It was
Billy’s cabin.

fisher cat to trap, and where he had
thought that no one could find
The sheet-iron stove was glowing hot.
An oil lamp hung from the ceiling.
Billy was sitting so that the glow of
this fell in his face. It scintillated on
the rings of steel about his wrists.
Brokaw was a cautivus man, as well

188 pounds,
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as a clever one, and he took no
chances,
“I like stormi=—when you’re inside,
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Soaking takes the

place

of rubbing—

UST by soaking the clothes in the suds
of this new soap,dirt is gently loosened

~  and dissolved.

Even the dirt that is

ground in at neck-

bands and cuff-edges yields to a light

rubbing with dry Rinso.

Not a thread

is weakened. The mild Rinso suds work

thoroughly through

and thro ug'n the

clothes without injury to a single fabric.

Rinso i made by the makers of Lux.

wash it is as wonderful as

Al grocers .and depar

LEVER BROTHERS

For the family
Lux is for fine t}lingﬁ.

iment stores sell Rinso.

LIMITED, TORONTO
R-4-24

was a younger |

His hair was long, reddish, of his blue eyes.

It means three

He had built it deep in
a swamp, where there were lynx and

him. ' kept away -another month

For one hundred|deep down in his throat. “We're alone,
and eighty-seven days he had been |old man, and a long way from anyone.

‘1 ain’t blaming you for catching me.

' I'm going :down to—and talk some-
lthing pleasant. I know I'm going to
That’s the law. It'll be un-
don’t
you think? Let's talk about—about—
home. Got any kids1”

Brokaw shook his head,, and took
his pipe from his mouth.

“Never married,” he said shortly.

“Never married,” mused Billy, re-
garding him with a curious softening
“You don’t know
what you'’ve missed, Brokaw. Of
| course, it's none o' my business, but
you've got a home—somewhere—"

Brokaw shook his head again.

“Been in the service ten years,” he
said. “I've got a mother living with
my brother somewhere down in York
State.
Haven't seen ’em in five years.”

Billy was looking at him steadily.
Slowly he rose to his feet, lifted his
manacled hands, and turned down the
light.

“Hurts my eves,” he said, and he
laughed frankly as he caught the sus-
picious glint in. Brokaw'’s eyes. He
seated himself again, and leaned over
toward the other. *“I haven't talked
to a white man for three months,” he
added, a little hesitatingly. “I've been

I've sort of lost track of them. |

. ; : ] 'boyishness had gone from his face.
gun in midsummer, and it was now|I haven’t got anything against F”"'{
Billy Loring, who was|So let’s drop this other thing—what have any sympathy for this
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lboth grown to love the hig woods, and
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Delicious!

HB320

Pure, Fresh and Satisfying.

Scld in aluminum pacKets. — Try it.
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light. He leaned back and relighted |
his pipe, eyeing Billy, The sudden
blast, the going out of the light, the
opening of the stove door, ad all
happened in a minute, but the inter-
val was long ermug‘h to bring. a
change into Billy's volce. It was cold’
and hard when he continued. He |
leaned over toward Brokaw, and the!

“Of course, T can’t expect you to
_ other
business, Brokaw,” he went on. “Sym-
pathy isn't in your line, an’ you
wouldn’t be the blg man you are in the
service if you had it. But I'd like to
know what you would have done. We
were up there six months, and we'd

she was getting prettier and happier
every day—when Thorne, the new
superintendent, came up. One day
she told me she didn’t like Thorne,
but I didn’t pay much attention to
that, and laughed at her. and said he
was a good fellow. After that I could
see that something was worryinge her, |
and pretty soon I couldn’t help rom|
seeing what it was, and everything
came out. It was Thorne. He was.
persecuting her. She hadn’t told me, |
because she knew it would make|
trouble and I'd lose my job. One after- |
noon I came home earlier than usual
and found her crying. She pu‘ i1+:=.r:
arms round my neck, and just!ecried
it all out, with her face snugeled in!
my neck, and kissin' me-—" |

Brokaw could sece the enrds in
Billy’s neck.  Iis |

kaw?"” he asked huskily. “What if you

had a wife, an’ she told you that an-

hiding—close. I had a dog for a time, | other man had insulted her, and was
but he died, an’ I didn’t dare go hunt- |forcing his attentions on her, and she

ing for another.
were pretty close after me. But I
wanted to get enough fur to take me
to South America. Had it all planned
an’' she was going to join me there—
with the kid. Understand? If you'd

ry

There was a husky break in his
voice, and he coughed to clear it.

|  “You don’t mind if T talk, do you—

about her, an’ the kid? I've got to do
it, or bust, or go mad. I've got to be-
cause—to-day—she was
—at ten o’clock in the morning—an’

it’s our wedding day—"
The half gloom hid from Brokaw
what was 1n the other’s face. And

then Billy laughed almost joyously. |

“Say, but she's been a true little
pardner,” he whispered proudly, as
there came a lull in the storm. “She
was just born for me, an’ everything
seemed to happen on her birthday, an’
that’s why I can’t be downhearted
even now. It'’s her birthdaywy, you see,
an’ this morning, before you came, I
was just that happy that I set a plate
for her at the table, an’ put her pie-
ture and a curl of her hair beside it

I

twenty-four |

|
|
.|
|
1

—set the picture up so it was looking |

at me

Look here—"

watching him like a cat, and brought
something-back with him, wrapped in
a soft piece of buckskin,
ed the buckskin tenderly, and drew
forth a long curl that rippled a dull
red and gold in the lamp-glow, and
then' he handed * s
Brokaw.

“That's her!” he whispered.
on the picture.
smiled at
of flowing disheveled curls.

me,” explained Billy, with the enthus-
l1asm of a boy in his voice. *‘She's

an’ we had breakfast together. |

He moved to the table, with Brokaw |

He unfold- |

photograph to|

Brokaw turned so that the light fell
| A sweet, girlish face |
him from out of a wealth |

“She had it taken that way just for |

1 . .
[alwavs wore her hair in curls—an'® a |

| brald—for me when we're home. 1
love it that way. Guess I may be
silly, but I'll tell you why. That was
down in York State, too. She lived in
a cottage, all grown over with honey-
suckle an® morning glory, with green
hills and valleys all about it—and the
told apple orchard just behind. That
day we were in the orchard, all red
an’ white with bloom, and she dared
me to a race. I let her beat me, and
when I came up she stood under one
of the trees, her cheeks like the pink
blossoms and her hair' all tumbled
her ‘like an armful of pgold,
| shaking the loose apple blossoms down
ton her head. I forgot everything then
land I didn’t stop until T had her in

¥ . ¥ " -
nty arms, an-—an’ she'’s been my little
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pardner ever since. After the baby
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I knew you fellows |asked you to give up your job and

take her away? Would you have done
it, Brokaw? No, you wouldn’t. You'd
have hunted up the man. That's what
1 did. He had been drinking—just

laughed at me—1I didn’t mean to strile
s0 hard—but it happened. I killed
him. I got away.
are down in the little cottage again—

down in York State—an’ I know .he's

awake ?his minute—our wedding day
—thinking of me, an’ praying for nie,

an’ counting the days between notw |

and spring. We were going to South
America then.”
(To be continued.)

she—"They tell me late hours are
bad for one.”
He—"Yes, but there are

two ol us."™

i endless chain of buckets

manacled hands!
were clenched. |

“What would you have done, Bro-

She and the baby

Foolish Slaughter of Birds.
It {8 declared by the best French
that and other

authority swallows

small birds during their migratory
passage are slain in thousands by
every ~concelvable device, incluiding

metal perches charged with electricity
by which enormous numbers are kill-
ed by a single gtroke, to be afterwards
gpitted, roasted and served up to
gourmets in the French restanrants

| of towns and cities 'l:ll.1rﬂ-‘.'1".:|_£{ on . the

Mediterranean.
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Harness Volcano.

A new plan for harnessing voicanoes
comes from Hawail. The territorial
government has consulted the Departs
ment of Commerce about a suggestion,
seemingly practical, for making brickas

v of molten lava from the ecrater of Ki-

lauea. The idea I8 to stretch across
the crater a trolley that will carry an
Lo Ecoop up
the liquid lava, bring it to the rim of

the volcano and pour it into monlds.
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Let us send vou circular “K

T Per Cent. Plus Safety—places
you under no obligation what-
ever. Write for it to-day

Dominion Brokerage Co.
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The muterials from which
Smarts Mowers are made
# theway they are made
goarantes dirable and
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money can buy. —
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When planning

Folder and Time Table showing list of
.esorts, Boating, Fishing, Camping, etc.
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write Box 862 Midl:
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enough t6 make him devilish, and he




