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Get Rid of Tan,
Sunburn and Freckles

Ly using HAGAN'S

Magnolia
Balm. spqjP

Acta inrftantly. Stops the burning.
Clears your complexion of Tan and
oie mishes. You cannot know how
liood it is until you try it. Thou*-
incis of women say it is be& of all

LK>autifiera and heals Sunburn
Slickest. Don't be without it a
flay longer. Get a bottle now. At
your Druggist or by mail direc!t.
75 cents for either color. White.
Pinlt, Rose-Red.

SAMPLE FREE.
\u25a0 .YON MFG. CO.. 40 So. Stli St., Brooklyn. N.Y.

EUREKA
Spring Water

FROM
EUREKA SPRING,

Graham, N. C.

A valuable mineral spring
has been discovered by W. U.
Ausley on bis place in Uraham.
It was noticed that it brought
health to the users of the water,
and upon being analyzed it was

found to be a water strong in
mineral properties, aud good
for stomach and blood troubles.
Physicians who have seen the
analysis and what it does,
recommend its use.

Analysis and testimonials
will be furnished upon request.
Why buy expensive mineral
waters from a distance, when
there is a good water recom-
mended by physicians right at

home? For further informa-
tion and or the water, if you
desire if apply to the under-
signed.

?W. H. AUSLEY.

I BLANK
BOOKS

Journals, Ledgers,

Day Books,

Time Books,

Counter Books,

Tally Books,

Order Books,
Large Books,

, Small Books,

Pocket Memo.,

Vest Pocket Memo.,

&C*f

For Sale At

The Gleaner
Printing Otllce
Graham, N. C.

FREE DIARY.
We take pleasure in announcing

that any of our readers can secure

a pretty 1917 pocket diary, free 01

cuarge by sending the postage

therefor, two cents in stamps, to

b. Swift & Co., Patent Attorneys,
Washington, D. C. The diary is a

gold mine of useful information
contains the popular and electoral
vote received by Wilson anu
Hughes from each State in 11)16, ano
also by Wilson, Roosevelt and Tail
in 1812; states the amount of the

principal crops produced in eacn
State in 1916; gives the census pop-
ulation of eacn State in 1890, anu

1910; the population of about 600

of the largest cities in the United
States, a synopsis of business laws,

patent laws, household recipes ana

much other useful information. The
diary would cost you 26c at 4 book

store. For three "cents in stamps
we will send a nice wall calendar
10x11 inches. Send five one-cent
stamps and get the diary and cal-
endar.

Mrs. Georgia T. Boddle, of Louis-
borg, hu the honor of furnishing four
sons, all the hu, for the service of bar
country.

The board of aldermen haa empow-
ered the city of Durham to employ a
whole-time aeeler of weights and
auaaoree and MOO copies of the or-
dinance are being printed for distri-
bution.

Pay checks are being delivered this
week to members at Spencer of the four
brotherhoods?Engineers, Conductors,
Firemen and Brakemen ?for back
time during the month of January, in
the face of the checks It Is stated
that this Is for time made under the
\u25b2damson eight-hour law.

Itch relieved In 20 minutes by
Woodford's Sanitary Lotion. Neve;
fails. Sold by Graham Draff Co,
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SYNOPSIS. e I AnJon fKe-fflfFlßlgFt K«7.nn a
I trnil. It wag fresh? bo fresh thiit he

CHAPTER I-Kaian, the wild |M|(
dog, one-quarter wolf and three-quarter
"husky," distrustful of all men because
of their brutal treatment of him, learns
to love hie master's wife when she Is kind
>o him In new and strange surroundings.

CHAPTER ll?He shows snarling enmi-
ty to McCready, who Is to accompany
Thorpe and his wile to tha Red River
camp.

CHAPTER in?Kazan knows that Mo-
Cready is a murderer. McCready stealth-
ily caresses luobel's hair and Kazan at-
tacks him. Thorpe whips Kazan. Mc-
Cready tries to murder Thorpe and at-

tacks Isobel. Kazan kills him and then,
fearing the club In punishment, runs away
Into the forest «y

CHAPTER IV?Torn between love of hts
mistress, the fear of his master's club and
the desires of the wolf nature In him, be
at length sends forth the wolf cry.

CHAPTER V?Kaxan runs with the
wolves, fights their leader, becomes mas-
ter of the pack, and mates with Qrar
Wolf.

CHAPTER VI.

The Fight In the Bnow.
They found shelter that night under

thick balsam, and when they lay down
on the soft carpet of needles which the
snow hud not covered, Gray Wolf
snuggled her warm body close to Ka-
zan and licked his wounds. The day

broke with a velvety fall of snow, so

white and thick that they could not
sec a dozen leaps ahead of them In the
open. It was quite warm, and so still
that the whole world seemed filled with
only the flutter and whisper of the
Snowflakes. Through this day Kazan
and Gray Wolf traveled side by side.
Time and again he turned his head

back to the ridge over which he had
come, and Gray Wolf could not under-
stand the strange note that trembled In
his throat.

In the afternoon they returned to

what was left of the caribou doe on the
lake.' In the edge of the forest Gray

Wolf hung back. She did not yet know

the meaning of poison-baits, deadfalls
and traps, but the Instinct of number-
less generations was l£iKer veins, and

it told her there wfis danger in visiting
a second time a thing that had grown
cold in death.

Kazan had seen masters work about
carcasses that the wolves had left He
had seen them conceal traps cleverly,
and roll little capsules of strychnine In
the fat of the entrails, and once he
had put a foreleg in a trap, and had
experienced its sting and pain and
deadly grip. But he did not have Gray

Wolf's fear. He urged her to accom-
pany him to the white hummocks on

the ice, and at last she went with him
and sank back restlessly on her
haunches, while he dug out the bones
and pieces of flesh that the snow had
kept from freezing. But she would not
eat, and at last Kazan went and sat on
his haunches at her side, and with her
looked at what he had dug out from

under the snow. He sniffed the air.
He could not smell danger, but Gray

Wolf told him that it might be there.
She told him many other things in

the days and nights that followed. The

third night Kazan himself gathered the
hunt-pack and led In the chase. Three
times that month, before the moon left
the skies, he led the chase, and each
time.there was a kill. But as the snows
began to grow softer under hla feet he
found a greater and greater compan-
ionship in Gray Wolf, and they hunted
alone, living on th# big white rabbits.
In all the world he had loved but two
things, the girl with the shining hair
and the hands that had caressed him?

and Gray Wolf.
He did not leave the big plain, and

often he took his mate to the top of the
ridge and he would try to tell her what
he had left back there. With the dark
nights the call of the woman became
so strong upon him that he was filled

with a longing to go back, and take
Gray Wolf with him.

Something happened very soon after
that. They were crossing the open
plain one day when up on the face of
the ridge Kazan saw something that
made his heart stand still. A man,
with a dog-sledge and team, was com-
ing down into their world. The wind
had not warned them, and suddenly

Kazan saw something glisten in the
man's hand. He knew what it was. It
was the thing that spat fire and thun-
der, and killed.

He gave his warning to Gray Wolf,
and they were off like the wind, side
by side. And then came the sound ?

and Kazan's hatred of men burst forth
In a snarl as he leaped. There was a
queer humming over their heads. The
sound from behind came again, and
this tim»-Onty Wolf gave a yelp of
pain, and rolled over In the snow. She
was on her feet again In an Instant
and Kazan dropped behind her, and
ran there until they reached the shel-
ter of the timber. Gray Wolf lay down,
and began licking the wound In her
shoulder. Kazan faced the ridge. The
man was taking up their traiL He
stopped where Gray Wolf had fallen,
and examined the snow. Then be came
on.

Kazan urged Gray Wolf to ber feet,
and they made for the thick swamp
close to the lake. All that day they
kept in the face of the wind, and when
Gray Wolf lay down Kazan stole back
over their trail, watching and sniffing
the air.

And on tEe fifth night Knznn struck a

trail. It was fresh ?so fresh thiit he
stopped as suddenly as thuutrlt struck
by a ballet when he ran upon It. and
stood wtib every muscle In lii.s hody
quivering, and his lialr on end. I; was
a man-trail. Ther* were Hi f <\u25a0

the sledge, the dog's feet, ard the snow-

I away wltE a startled yelp. It Raff" all
happened In a moment, but the man

was almost down. Kazan leaped under
. his clubbed rifle and drove Into the

face of what was left of the pack. His
fangs cut like knives. If he had fought

like a demon against the dogs, he
fought like ten demons now, and the
man?bleeding and ready to fall?stag-
gered back to the sledge, marveling at

what was happening. For In Gray

Wolf there was now the Instinct of
matehood, and seeing Kazan tearing
and fighting the pack she Joined him In
the straggle which she could not un-
derstand.

When It was over, Kazan ond Gray
Wolf were alone out on the plain. The
pack had slunk away Into the night,
and the same moon and stars that had

given to Kazan the first knowledge of
his birthright told blm now that no

| longer would those wild brothers of

j the plains respond to his call when he
! howled Into the sky.

! He was hurt And Gray Wolf was
hurt, but not so budly as Kazan. He
was torn and bleeding. One of his legs
was terribly bitten. After a time he
saw a fire It) the edge of the forest. The
old' call was strong upon him. He
wanted to crawl In to It, and feel the
girl's hand on his head, as he had felt
that other hand In the world beyond
the ridge. He would have gone?and

would have urged Gruy Wolf to go
with him?but the man was there. lie
whined, and Gray Wolf thrust her
warm muzzle against his neck. Some-
thing told them both that they were
outcasts, that the plains, and the moon,

jand the stars were against them now,
and they slunk into the shelter and the
gloom of the forest.

Kazan could not go far. He could
still smell the camp when he luy down.
Gray Wolf snuggled close to him.
Gently she soothed with her soft tongue
Kazan's bleeding wounds. And Kazun,
lifting his head, whined softly to the
stars.

CHAPTER VII.

Joan.
On the edge of the cedar and spruce

forest old Pierre Radlsson built the
fire. He was bleeding from a dozen
wounds, where the fangs of the wolves
bad reached to his flesh, and he felt In
his breast that old and terrible pain, of
which no one knew the meaning but
himself. He dragged in log after log,
piled them on the fire until the flames
leaped up to the crisping needles of
the limbs above, and heaped a supply

close at hand for use later In the night.

From the sledge Joan wutched him,
still wild-eyed and fearful, still trem-
bling. She was holding her baby close
to her breast. Her long heuvy hair
smothered her shoulders and arms In

' a dark lustrous veil that glistened and
rippled In the firelight when sl)e

1 moved. Her young face was scarcely
a woman's tonight, though she was a

1 mother. She looked like a child.
Old Pierre laughed as he threw down

the last armful of fuel, and stood
breathing hard.

"It was close, ma cherle," he panted

shoe prints of his enemy.
Then he threw up his heud to the

?tars, and from his throat there rolled
out over the wide plains the hqnt-cry

?the wild and savage call for the
pack. Never had he put the savagery

In It that was there tonight. Again

and again he sent forth that call, mid
then there came an answer and an-
other and still another, until Gray Wolf
herself sat back on her haunches and
added her voice to Kazan's, and far out
on the plain a white and haggard-faced
man halted his exhausted dogs to lis-
ten, while a voice aald faintly from the
sledge:

"The wolves, father. Are they com-
ing?after us?"

The man was silent. He was not
young. The moon shone in his long
white beard, and added grotesquely to

the height of his tall gaunt figure. A
girl had raised her head from a bear-
skin pillow on the sleigh. Her dark

eyes were filled beautifully with the
starlight She was pale. Her hair fell

In a thick shining braid over her shoul-
der, and she was hugging something
tightly to her breast

"They're on the trail of something?-
probably a deer," aald the man, looking
at the breech of his rifle. "Don't worry,

Jo. We'll stfcp at the next bit of scrub
and see 11 we can't find enough dry

stuff for a fire. Wee-ah-h-h-h, boys I
Koosh?koosh?" and he snapped his

whip over the backs of his team.
From the bundle at the girl's breast

there came a small walling cry. And
far back In the plain there answered it

the scattered voice of the pack.

At last Kazan was on the trail of

vengeance. He ran slowly at first, with
Gray Wolf close beside him, pausing
every three or lour hundred yards to

send forth the cry. A gray leaping form

Joined them from behind. Another

followed. Two came in from the side,
and Kazan's solitary howl gave place

to the wild tongue of the pack. Num-

bers grew, and with increasing number
the pace became swifter. Four?six?-
seven?ten?fourteen, by the time the
more open and wind-swept part of the

plain was reached.
It was a strong pack, filled with old

and fearless hunters. Gray Wolf was

the youngest, and she kept close to Ka-
zan's shoulders. She could see nothing

of his red-shot eyes and dripping Jaws,
and would not have understood If she

had seen. But she could feel and she
was thrilled by the spirit of that

strange and mysterious savagery that
had made Kazan forget all things but

hurt and death.
The pack made no sound. There

was only the panting of breath and the
soft fall of many feet. They ran swift-
ly and close. And always Kazan was a
leap ahead, with Gray Wolf nosing his
shoulder. When at lußt he saw a mov-
ing blotch far out on the plain ahead of
him, the cry that came out of his

throat was one that Gray Wolf did not

understand.
Three hundred yards beyond that

moving blotch was the thin line of tim-
ber, and Kazan and his followers bore
down swiftly. Halfway to the timber
they were almost upon It, and suddenly

through his white beard. "We were
nearer to death out there on the pluln
than we willever be aguln, I hope. But
we are comfortable now, and warm.
Eh? You are no longer afraid?"

He aut down bealde his duughter,
and gently pulled back the aoft fur
that enveloped the bundle she held In
her arms. He could see one pink cheek
of baby Joan. The eyes of Joan, the
mother, were likeMtars.

"Itwas the baby who saved us," she
whispered. "The dogs were being torn
to pieces by the wolves, and I saw them
leaping upon you, when one of them
sprang to the sledge. At first I thought
It was one of the dogs. But It wna a

wolf. He tore once at us, and the bear-
skin saved us. He wus almost at my

throat when baby cried, and then ho
stood there, his red eyes a foot from

It stopped and became a black and mo-
tionless shadow on the snow. From out

of Itthere leaped that lightning tongue
of Same that Kazan had always dread-
ed, and he heard the hissing song of

the death-bee over his head. He did
not mind It now. He yelped sharply,
and the wolves raced in until four of
them were neck-and-neck with him.

A second flash ?and the death-bee

us, and I could have sworn that he was

a dog. In an Instant he turned, and
was fighting tho wolves. I saw him
leap upon one that wns almost at your

throat."
"He was a dog," said old I'lerre,

holding out his bands to the warmth.
"They often wander away from the
posts, and join the wolves. I have hud
dogs do that Ma cherle, a dog Is a dog
all his life. Kicks, abuse, even the
wolves cannot change blm ?for long.

He was one of the pack. He came with

them?to kill. 'But when he found
us?"

For days after that Gray Wolf ran
lame, and when once they came upon

the remains of an old camp, Kazan's
teeth were bared In snarling hatred of
the man-scent that bad been left be-
hind. Growing in him there was a de-

sire for vengeance?vengeance for his
own hurts, and for Gray Wolfs. He

tried to nose out the man-trail under
the cover of fresh snow, and Gray Wolf

circled around him anxiously. At last
he followed ber sullenly. There was a
savage redness In bis eyes.

drove from breast to tall of a huge
gray fighter close to Gray Wolf. A
third?a fourth?a fifth spurt of that
fire from the black shadow, and Kazan

himself felt a sudden swift passing of
a red-hot thing along bis shoulder,
where the man's last bullet shaved off
the hair and stung his flesh.

Three of the pack had gone down un-

der the fire of the rifle, and half of
the others were swinging to the right

and the left But Kazan drove straight

ahead. Faithfully Gray Wolf followed
him.

The sledge-dogs bad been freed from

their traces, and before he could reach
the man, whom he saw with bis rifle

held like a club In his hands, Kazan
was met by the fighting mass of them.

He fought like a fiend, and there was

the strength and the fierceness of two
mates In the mad gnashing of Gray

Wolfs fangs. Kazan wanted to reach
the man who held the rifle, and he

freed himself from the fighting mass of

the dogs and sprang to the sledge. For
the first time he saw that there was
something human on the sledge, and in

an Instant be was upon it. He burled
his Jaws deep. They sank In something

soft and hairy, and be opened them for

another lunge. And then he heard the

voice! It was her voice I Every muscle
in his body stood still. He became sud-
denly like flesh turned to lifeless stone.

Her voice; the bear rug was thrown

back and what had been bidden under
It be saw clearly now in the light of
the moon and the stars. In him instinct
worked more swiftly than human brain

could have given birth to reason. It

was not she. But the voire was the
same, and the white girlish face so
close to his own blood-reddened eyes

held in it that same mystery that he
had learned to love. And he saw now

that which she was clutching to her
breast, and there came from it ?

"He fought for us," breathed the

girl. She guve him the bundle, and
stood up, strulght and tall und slim In

tho firelight. "He fought for us?and
he was terribly hurt," she said. "I saw

him drag himself away. Father, If ho

Is out there?dying?"

| Pierre Iladlsson stood up. He
coughed In a shuddering way, trying to
stifle the sound under his beard. The

fleck of crimson that came to his lips

with tha cough Joan did not see.

She had seen nothing of It during tho
?ix days they had been traveling up

from the edge of civilization. Because
Of that cough, and the strain that came

with It, Pierre had made more than or-
dinary haste.

"I have been thinking of that," he
, said. "He was badly hurt, and Ido

not think he went far. Here?take llt-

tla Joan and sit close to the Are until 1
i come back."

The moon and the stars were brll-
? limit In the sky when he went out In
I the plain. A short distance from the

i edge of the timber line he stood for a

1 moment upon the spot where the
. wolves had overtaken them an hour

? before. Not one of his four dogs had

i lived. The snow was red wllh their
i blood, and their bodies l*y stiff where

. they had fallen under the pack. Pierre

Shuddered as he looked at tliem. If
i the Solves had not turned their first

\u25a0 mad attack upon the dogs, what would
; have become of himself, Joan and the

> baby? He turned away, with another

i of those hollow coughs that brought
: the blood to his lips.

i A few yards to one side he found In

i the snow the trail of the strange dog

I that had come with the Wolves I
i had turned against them In th; »

r ment when all seemed lost. It wi. t

\u25a0 ? clean running trail. It was rom <

! a furrow in the snow, and Pierre I
Issoo followed it, expecting to fin-i

: dog dead at the end of It.
1 _ln the sheltered sj>ot to whichJie li..j

atrange thrillingcry.

In a flash, he turned. He snapped at
Gray Wolfs flank, and she droppedJhree days Jtter the new moon came.
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()ragged himself fn Ihe edge of the for-
est Kazan lay for a long time after
the fight, alert and watchful. He felt
no vei'y great pain. But he had lost
the power to stand upon his legs. His
flanks seemed paralyzed. Gray Wolf
crouched close at bis side, Bnlfflng the
air. They could smell the camp, and

Kazan could detect the two things that
were there?man and woman. He knew
that the girl was there, where he could
see the glow of the firelight through
the spruce and the cedars. He wanted
to go to her. He wanted to drag him-

self close in to the fire, and take dray
Wolf with him, and listen to her voice,
and feel the touch of her hand. But
the man was there, and to him man
had always meant the club, the whip,
pain, death.

Gray Wolf crouched close to his
side, and whined softly as she urged

Kazan to flee deeper with her Into the
forest. At last she understood that ha

could not move, and she ran nervously
out Into the plain, and back again, un-
til her footprints were thick In the
trail she made. The Instincts of mate-
hood were strong In her. It was she
who first saw Pierre lUdlsson com-
ing over their trail, and she ran swift-
ly back to Kazan and gave the warn-
ing. i \u25a0

Then Kazan caught the scent, and
he suw the shadowy figure coming
through the starlight. He tried to
drag himself back, but he could move
only by Inches. The man came rapidly
nearer. Kazan caught the glisten of

! the rifle In his band. He heard his

I hollow cough, and the tread of bis feet
In the snow. Gray Wolf crouched

I shoulder to shoulder with him, trem-
bling and showing her teeth. When
Pierre had approached within fifty feet
of them she slunk back Into the deeper
shadows of the spruce.

| Kazan's fangs were bared menacing-
ly when Pierre stopped and looked
down at him. With an effort he
drugged himself to his feet, but fell
back into, the snow again. The man
leaned his rifle against a sapling and
bent over him fearlessly. With a fierce
growl Kazan snapped at his extended
hunds. To his surprise the man did
not pick up a stick or a club. He held
out his hnnd aguln?cautiously?and
spoke In a voice new to Kazan. The
dog snapped again, and growled.

The man persisted, talking to him

all the time, and once his mlttened
hand touched Kazan's head, anil ex-
caped before the Jaws could reach It.
Again and aguln the man reached out
his bund, and three times Kuzan felt
the touch of It, and there was neither
threat nor hurt In It. At last Pierre
turned away and went back over the
trail.

When ho was out of Bight and heap-

ing, Kazan whined, and the crest along

Ills spine flattened. He looked wist-
fully toward the glow of the Are. The
man had not hurt him,, and the three-
quarters of hlin that was dog wanted
to follow.

Gray Wolf came back, and stood
with stlflly planted forefeet at his side.
Hllg bad never been this near to man
before, except when the pack had over-

taken the sledge out on the plain. She
could not understand. Every Instinct
that was In her warned her that he
was the most dangerous of all things,
more to be feared than the strongest
beasts, the storms, tho floods, cold and
starvation. And yet this man had not
harmed her mate. She sniffed at Ka-
zan's back and head, where the mlt-
tened hand had touched. Then she

trotted back Into the darkness again,

for beyond the edge of the forest she
once more saw moving life.

The man was returning, and with
hlin was the girl. Her voice was soft

and sweet, and there was about her the
breath and sweetness of woman. The
tnnn stood prepared, but not threaten-
ing.

"lie careful, Joan," he warned.
She dropped on her knees In the

snow, Just out of reach.
"Come, boy?conic I" she said gently.

Bhu held out her band. Kazan's mus-
cles twitched. He moved an Inch.?

two Inches toward her. There was the
old light In her eyes and face now, the
love and gentleness be bad known once
before, when another woman With shin-
ing hair and eyes bad come Into his life.
"Come!" she whispered as she saw htm
move, and she bent a little, reached a
little farther with her hand, and at last
touched his head.

Ptenw knelt beside her. He was
proffering something, and Kazan
smelled meat, llut It was tb« girl's

v '

Fought Llka Tan Damona Now.

'

Kazan lifted - Bis Head" anil a trem-
bling whine answesed in his throat. It
was Gray Wolf calling to him.

It wns a miracle that Pierre Radls-
son should put the blanket about Ka-
zan. and carry him In to the camp,
without scratch os bite. It was this
miracle tliut he achieved, with Joan's
arm resting on Kuzan's shaggy neck as
she held one end of the blanket. They
laid him down close to the fire, and aft-
er a little It was the man again who
brought warm water and washed away
the blood from the torn leg, a,nd then
put something on It that was soft and
warm and soothing, and finally bound
a cloth about It

All this was strange and new to Ka-
zan. Pierre's hand, as well as the
girl's, stroked his head. It was the man

who brought him a gruel of meal and
tallow, and urged him to eut, while

Joan sut with her chin In her two
bands, looking at the dog, and talking

to him. After this, when he was quite
comfortuble, and no longer afraid, he

"I Guessed That Much."

heard a strange small cry from the
furry bundle on the sledge that brought
his head up with a Jerk.

Joan saw the movement, and heard
the low answering whimper In his
throat. She turned quickly to the
bundle, talking and cooing to It as she
took It In her arms, and then she
pulled hack the bearskin so that Kazan
could see. He had never seen a baby
before, and Joan held It out before
him, so that he could look straight ut
It and see what a wonderful creature It
was. Its little pink fare stnred stead-
ily at Kazan. Its tiny flsts reached

out, and It made queer little sounds at
him, and then suddenly It kicked and
screamed with delight and laughed. At

those sounds Knzan's whole body re-
laxed, and he dragged himself to the
girl's feet.

"See, he likes the baby I" she cried.
"Mon pore, we must give him u name.
What shall It be?"

hand that made blm tremble and
shiver, and when she drew hack, urging
him to follow her, ho dragged himself
painfully a foot or two through the
snow. Not until then did the girl see
his mangled leg. In an Instant she had
forgotten all caution, and waa down

close at his side.

"He can't walk," she cried, a sudden
tremble In her voice. "Look, mon pere!
I fere Is a terrible cut. We must carry
blm."

"I guessed that much," replied Rad-
Isson. "For that reason I brought tho

blanket. Mon Dleu, llaten to that!"
From the darkness of the foreat

there came a low walllnjfcrjr. i

"Walt till morning for thut," replied
the father. "It la late, Joan. Go Into
the tent, and sleep. We have no (log*
now, and will travel slowly. So we
must atart early."

With her hand on the tent-flap, Joan

turned.
"He came with the wolves," she mild.

"Let ua call him Wolf." With one arm
ahe wan holding the little Joan. Tho
other ahe stretched out to Kazun.

"Wolf 1 ahe called aoftly.
Kazan's eyea were on her. He knew

that ahe was speuklng to him, and he
drew himself a foot toward her.

"He knows It already I" ahe cried.

"Good night, mon pere."
For a long time after she linil gone

Into the tent, old Pierre Hadlsson ant

on the edge of the sledge, facing the
Are, with Kazan at his feet. Suddenly
the silence WIIS broken again by Gray

Wolf's lonely howl deep In the forest.
Kazan lifted his head and whined.

"She's calling for you, boy," Hold
I'lerre understanding^.

He coughed, and clutched a hand to
his breast, where the pain seemed rend-

ing him.
"Frost bitten lung," he said, speak-

ing straight at Kazan. "Got It early In

the winter, up at Fond du l.ac. Iloiie
we'll get home ?In time ?with the

kids."

In the loneliness and emptiness of

the big norther* wilderness one falls
Into the habit of tulklng to one's self.
But Kazan's head WHS alert, and his
eyes watchful, so Pierre spoke to hlro.

"We've got to get them home, and

there's only you and me to do It," he
\u25a0\u25a0aid, twisting bis beard. Suddenly he
clenilied hi* fists.

ills hollow nu king cough convulsed
lilin ngnln.

"Home!" he panted, clutching his
(nest. "It's eighty miles straight north

--to the Churchill ?and I pray to God

we'll get there?with the kids?before
my lungs give out."

lie rose to his feet, and staggered a

little as he walked. There was it collar

about Kazan's neck, and lie chained
him to the sledge. After that he

dragged '.nree or four small logs ii|>on
the fire, and went quietly Into the tent

where Joan and the baby were already

asleep. Several times that night Kazan
heard the distant voice of Gray Wolf
calling for him, but something told him
that lilt must not answer It now. To-
ward dawn Gray Wolf came close In to

the camp, anil for the first time Kazan
replied to her.

CHAPTER VIII.

Tha Message.
Kazan's howl awakened the man. He

came out of the tent, peered for a few

moments up at the aky, built up the Ore,
and began to prepare breakfast. He
patted Kazan on the head, and gave

him a chunk of meat. Joan came out

a few momenta later, leaving the baby
asleep In the tent. She ran up and

kissed Pierre, and then dropped down
on her kneea beside Kazan, and talked
to him almost as he had beard her talk

to the baby. When she jumped up to
help her father, Kazan followed her,
and when Joan saw blm standing firm-
ly upon his legs *he gave a cry of
pleasure.

It waa a strange journey that began

Into the north that day. Pierre Iladla-
aon emptied the aledge of everything

but the tent, blank «t«. find and tha
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furry nest for baßy Joan. Then lie har-
nessed himself in the traces and
dragged the sledge over the snow. He
coughed Incessantly.

"It's a cough I've had half the win-
ter," lied Pierre, careful that Joan saw
no sign of blood en his lips oj beard.
?Til keep In the cabin for a week when i
we get home."

Even Kasan, with that strange beast]
knowledge which man, unable to ex-
plain, calls instinct, knew that what he

said was not the truth. Perhaps it
was largely because he had heard other
men cough like this, and that for gen-

erations his sie<lge-dog ancestors had
lieurd men cough as Radlsson coughed

?and had learned what followed It.
| More than once he had scented death
In tepees and cabins, which be had not
entered, and more than once he had
sniffed at the mystery of death that
was not quite present, but near?Just
BH he bad caught at a distance the

subtle warning of storm and of fire.
And that strange thing seemed to be
very near to him now, as he followed
at the end of his chain behind the
sledge. It innde him restless, and half
a dozen times. Then the sledge
stopped, he sniffed at the bit of hu-
manity buried In the bearskin. Bach

time that he did this Joan was quick-
ly at his side, and twice she patted
his scarred and grizzled head until
every drop of blood in his body leaped

riotously with a Joy which hi* body

did not reveal.
This day the chief thing that he

came to understand was that the little
creature on the sledge was very pre-

cious to the girl why stroked his head
and talked to him, and that It was very
helpless. He learned, too, that Joan
was most delighted, and that her voice
WHS softer and thrilled him more
deeply, when he paid attention to that
little, warm, living thing in the bear-
akin.

For a long time after they made
camp Pierre Radlsson sat beside the

fire. Tonight he did not smoke. He
stared straight Into the flames. When
at last he rose to go Into the tent
with the girl and the baby, he bent
over Kazan and examined his hurt.

"You've got to work in tho traces to-

morrow, boy," he said. "We must
mako the river by tomorrow night. If
we don't?"

lie dlil not finish. He waa choking

back one of those tearing cough* when

the tent-Hap dropped behind him. Ka-
mn lay ntlfT and alert, hla eyes filled
with a strange anxiety. He did not
like to see Itadlsson enter the tent,
for stronger than ever there hung that
oppressive mystery In the air about
him, and It seemed to be a part of
Pierre.

Three times that night ho beard
faithful Gray Wolf calling for him
deep In the forest, and each time he

answered her. Toward (lnwn she

came In close to camp. Once he caught
the scent of her when she circled
around In the wind, and he tugged unil

whined at the end of his chain, hoping
that she would come In and lie down at

his side. Hut no sooner had Itadlsson

moved In the tent than Gray Wolf was
gone. The man's face wns thinner,

and his eyes were redder this morn-
ing. Ills cough wns not ao loud or so
rending. It wns like a wheere, as If

something had given way Inside, and

before the girl camo out bo clutched
his hands often to hla throat. Joan's
fnce .whitened when she saw him.
Anxiety gave way to fear In her eyoe.
Pierre IlndlMon laughed when abe

(lung her arms about him, and coughed

to prove that whut he said waa true.
"You see the cough Is not ao bad,

rny Joan," be suld. "It Is breaking up.

You cannot huve forgotten, ma cherle)
It always leuvca one red-eyed and
weak."

It wns n cold, bleak, dnrk dny that
followed, and through It Kaian nnd
the man tugged at the fore of the

sledge, with Joan following In tho
trull behind, ({azan'a wound no longer

hurt him. He pulled steadily with all

his splendid strength, and tho man

never lushed him once, but putted him
with his mlttened hand on head and

buck. Tho dny grew steadily darker,
and In the tops of the trees there wan

the low moaning of n storin.
Darkness and the coming of the

storm did not drive Pierre Radlsson

Into camp. "We must reach the river,"
he suld to himself over and over again.

"We must reach the river?we must

reach the river?" And he steadily

urged Kazan on to greater efTort, while

his own strength at the end of the
traces grew less.

It hnd begun to storm when Plerra
strtp|*d to build a Are at noon. The

snow fell straight down In a white

deluge so thick that It hlil the tree

trunks fifty yards sway. Pierre
laughed when Juan shlvereil and snug-
gled close up to him with the baby In
her ariris. lie waited only an hour,
and then fastened Kb 7.11 nln the traced
again, and hurtled the strap* once
more ahout his own waist. In the silent
gloom that wns almost night Pierre
carried his compass In his hand, and
at last, Inte In the afternoon, they
came to a hriiik In the timber line, and
abend of them lay a plain, across
which ItadlHson pointed an exultant

band.
"There's the river, Joan," he said,

his TOICO faint and husky. "We can
camp here now and wait for the storm
to pass."

TO UK CONTINUED.

WHOOPINO COUGH.
One of tho most successful prep-

arations in use for this dia«-ase is
chamberlain's Cough Kemed.v, 8. W.
McCllnton, lllandon Springs, Ala .
"Our baby had whooping cough as
bad as any baby sotild nave it. 1
Chamberlain's Cough Remedy and i-
soon got him well.. Obtainable
everywhere. adv.

It Would be curious if agents rep-
resenting the Kaiser's divine right

should hp found trying to work
with the Nihilists in Russia.

RHEUMATISM.
Ifyou are troubled with chronic

or muscular rheumatism give
Chamberlains Liniment a trial.
The relief from pain which it af-
fords is alone worth many times

its cost. Obtainable everywhere.
adv.

It's all the same to Germany
whether a hospital is afloat or

ashore. ,
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OBAHAM CHtIBCB DIKKCTOHY.

Graham Baptist Church?Rev. W.
R. Davis. Pastor.

Preaching every first ud third 5
Sunday* jit 11.00 a. m. and T.OO {X |

Sunday School every Sunday at
9.46 a. m. A, P. Williams SUpt-

Prayer meeting every Tuesday at >i
7.30 p. m.

Graham Christian Church?N. Main
Street?Rev. J. P. Trait*,

Preaching services uvery Sec-
ond and fourth Sundays, at lUW
a. m.

Sunday School every Sunday at
10.00 a. m.?K. L. Henderson, Super-,
intendent.

New Providence Christian Church
?North Main Street, near Depot?
Rev. J. Q. Truitt, Pastor. Preach-
ing every Becond and Fourth Sun-
day nights at 8.00 o'clock.

Sunday School every Sunday at .

0.46 a. m.?J. A. Bayliff, Superio- [ffi:
tendent.

Christian Endeavor Prayer Meet-
ing every Thursday night at 7.46.
o'clock.

Friends?Worth of Graham Pub-
lic School?Rev. Fleming Martin,
Pastor.

Preaching Ist, 2nd and 3rd Sun-days.
Sunday School every Sunday at

10.00 a. m.?James Crisco, Superin-
tendent.

Methodist Episcopal, south?cor.
Main and Maple St? H. B. Myers
Pastor,

Preaching svery Sunday at U.M
a. m. and at 7.30 p. m.

Sunday School every Sunday at
t.46 a. mW. B. Green, Supt.

M. P. Church?N. Main Street,
Rev. R. 8. Troxler, Pastor.

Preachinz first and third Sun-
days at 11 a. m. and I p. m.

Sunday School every Sunday at
0.45 a. m.?J. L. Amick, Supt.

Presbyterian?Wat Elm Street-
Rev. T. M. McConnell, pastor.

Sunday School every Sunday at
1.46 a. m.?Lynn B. Williamson, Su-
perintendent.

Presbyterian (Travora Chapel)?
1. W. Clegg, pastor.

Preaching every Second and
Fourth Sundays at 7.30 p. m.

Sunday School every Sunday at
2.30 p. m.?J. Harvey White, Su-
perintendent.

Oneida?Sunday School every
Sunday at 2.30 p. m.?J. V. Pome*
roy, Superintendent

PROFESSIONAL CARDS

E. C. DERBY
Civil Engineer.

GRAHAM, N. C.
Nalloul Male of alsmsm «T«*f.

BURLINGTON, N. C,
BOOM 1«. lal Naltoaal lot? IM-g

'rust IN

JOHN J. HENDERSON
Attorncy-at-Law
GRAHAM,M. C.

Mite* over Naltoaal -| Alaaaaaaa

J", s. o oos,
Attorney- at- Law,

JKAHAM, N. C.
Office Patterson Building
Bocoad Floor. . ,

.
.

,

Hit. WILL S. LOJfi, JR.
. .

. DENTIST ... )

.rait am. . - \u25a0 \u25a0 Nsrth Carallaa

OFFICE inHJMMONH BUILDINO

ACOB A. LONG. J. KLMSBLOM,

LONG A LONG,
&.ttorn«*ya and Counselors at Law

GRAHAM, N. C.

JOH N H. VERNON
Attorney and Counselor-st-Law

POKE*?<»ce HSJ Residence Ml
UUHLLNUTON, N. C.

Dr. J. J. Bareloof
OFFICE OVER uadley'B STOKE »

Leave Messages at Alamance Phar-
macy 'Pbooe 97 Residence 'Phone
382 Office Hours 2-4 p. m. and by

Appointment.

DR. G. EUGENE HOLT
Osteopathic Physician

SI. » aad »l First NalloaalBankk lid*.
BURLINGTON, N C.

Stomach and Nervous diseased a
Specialty. 'Phones, Office 305,?res-
idence, 362 J.

LIVES OF CHRISTIAN MINISTERS

Thin book, entitled as above,
sontains over 200 memoirs of Min-
isters in the Christian Church
with hist< risnl references. AN
Interesting volume?nicely print-
ed and bound. I*rice per copy:
cloth, $2.00; gi.'t top, $2.60. By
mail 20c extra. Orders may be
sent to

P. J. Kebnodlk,
1012 K. Marshall St.,

Kichmond, Va.
Orders may be left at this office.

At Tyro, Davidsou county, Fri-
day, fire of uiiknown origin de
stroyed the roller mill owned by
Baxter Leonard, a large amount
of grain, flour and feedstuff. Also
a saw mill, lumber yard and much
lumber owned by Mr. Leonard
and a store building and contents
owned by J C. Davis. Loss eeti-
mated at SIO,OOO.

You Can Cure That Backache.
Pain along the back, dlsslneaa, headache

and gennerai languor. <iet a package of
Mother Gray's AustralULeaf, the plastsant
root and herb cure for Kidney, Bladder J
ai d Urinary trouble*. Whsn you feel all
run down, tired, weak and without energy
uoe this remarkable combination f naturae
herbs and roots. As a regulator it has no
equal. Mother Gray'a Australian-Leaf is
Bold by Druggists or sent by mall tor 60eta
sa<npl« sent tree. Address, Ths Mother
Qrmy Co., U Hoy, N. T.


