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CHAPTER XIV—Continued
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““They've got forty or fifty miles
start on us, Noel,” said Alan, bit-
terly, as the four Ungavas threw
gheir weight into their collars and
the long toboggan creaked off over
the river ice with its heavy load.
““They’ve been lashing their dogs to
get a big lead and shake us off.”

““Ah-hah!'" answered the tight-
lipped Indian. “But some day dey
come back to dese fellers.”” He nod-
ded at the shaggy huskies and their
black leader pacing at the heels of
the hurrying men.

“It'll be a long race if they still
have the six dogs they brought from
¥ort George,” groaned Cameron,
tortured by the thought of Heather's
agony at being torn from her father
—of her despair,

““More dog you got, more feesh
you mus’' carry or dey starve. Be-
fore manee day Rough and de pup
weel run dem off dere feet. Den
wan day we see starve dog on de
trail—den more starve dog. An'
w'en our sled grow more light from
good feed of our dog, we run—run
all day. Dat Rough weel eat up de
snow. You see! Dey keel dere dog
now w'ile we save ours.”

“I know our four dogs are better
than their six,” agreed the broken
Alan, “but I can't bear to think of
her with McQueen. I'd like to take
a week's grub and travel night and
day until we reached her!”

“Den we starve before we see de
head of riviere — and Heather
starve, also."”

““You're right. This load will slow
us down at first but we'll soon start
to gain. They'll run their dogs
ragged trying to reach their cache
and get away.”

“We get dem soon!”

‘“But think of her watching the
back trail—day after day, wonder-
ing why we don't come!"

“She know we follow. Every day,
Alan, she know we come fas’ wid
Rough an' de pup. She have de
strong heart,’” consoled Noel as the
two led the team down the white
valley between the barren hills.
‘‘She know, some day she see us.”

It was a long trail to the cache at
the head of the river but, as the
willing Ungavas took the heavy load
over the river ice, Alan's mad de-
sire to lighten the sled by abandon-
ing food in an attempt to overtake
at once the girl he loved still fought
with his better judgment. The hor-
ror of her situation tormented him
through the hours, spurring him on
-—on. Somewhere up the Koksoak
these men he followed were lashing
their dogs—taking her farther and
farther away while she called to
him-—called his name. He could
hear her.

At the fork McQueen's trail swung
up the Koksoak, as they anticipated
it would, and not towards Chimo.
He was making for the East Coast
but well Alan realized that McQueen,
if he got away, would carry to the
coast with his stolen gold no wit-
ness to the murder of John McCord.
Somewhere on the trail, later on,
they would desert her—leave her
young body to the foxes and the
wolverines.

As they stopped to give the dogs
a, “breather,” Alan dropped to his
knees beside the black lead-dog.
Taking the husky’'s jowls in his two
mittened hands while the dog's
frosted breath lifted in a cloud from
his panting jaws and lolling tongue,
Alan looked long into Rough's brown
eyes.

“They've got her, boy—got Heath-
er! They're a long, long way ahead
of us, but we're going to wear them
down—going to run them off their
feet before the end. We're going to
get Heather, Rough, Heather who
always loved you."

At the name, the husky pricked
his ears and looked around, as if
searching for his comrade of the
golden hair who rolled with him in
the snow.

Alan's voice was rough with emo-
tion as he went on. “She’s calling
to us, boy. I heard her—calling to
you and me to save her. It's a
hard pull now—that sled load,
Rough, but we’'ll need it, every
pound.”

The dog thrust his nose towards
Alan’'s hood and sniffed as his deep
throat rumbled.

“It's going to be hard on the big
dog, running most of the day with
little rest. But it's for Heather,
Rough—for Heather!"

Again the dog pricked his ears
and stood up in his harness to sweep
the river ice with a quick look.
Then, with a whine, he looked in
his master's face as if asking for an
explanation.

In turn Alan patted and talked to
Powder, Shot and Rogue.

““You three pups,” he said, ‘“‘are
going to break your backs to help
old Rough! We're going faster and
faster and some day I'm going to
ask you to give everything you've
got—every last pound to bring
Heather back to us.”

The great huskies hunched against
the skin leggings of the man, nuz-
zling his hand, as he talked to them
while he rubbed their ears.

In the morning, starting in the
freezing November air, under the
stars, they pushed on up the deso-
late valley to make camp in the

dusk of a wind-break of spruce.
When fed, the tired dogs at once dug
sleep-holes in the snow and, curling
up, noses in tails, defled the frost
with their thick, double coats.

At the gorge of the Naskapi am-
bush, while it was still light, they
reached McQueen's first camp, in
the thick serub of the river bottom
below the rapids.

“By gar, he drive dose dog all
day and all night,” said Noel, ex-
amining the snow about the camp
ground.

“They must have jumped our
camp before daylight, then traveled
fifty or sixty miles before they slept.
They must be that much ahead of us
now,”" groaned Alan.

“Sleep hole of seex dog, here,”
announced Noel. *“Dey keel dose
dog for sure!"

““Yes, but we're two days behind
them, Noel! It's going to be days
and days before we begin to gain
on them with this load. I wish—"'

“Ah-hah! Wat dis?"" Noel held a
scrap of inner bark which had been
stripped from a dwarf birch. ““Some-
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of the lake ice and, from his camp-
sites, was still two days ahead. Des-
perate, he was gambling with star-
vation and the strength of his dogs
to out-distance the inexorable fate
that hung to his heels.

As they approached the narrows,
at the end of the second long day on
the lake ice, following the tracks
that did not swing in to the shore but
still kept on until they faded into
the distance, the disheartened Alan
turned to his friend.

“It's no use, Noel! They're more
than two days ahead, tonight!
They've gained on us coming up
the lake. I thought we'd pick up on
them, with our dogs traveling the
way they have, but they've gained!"

“Dey have whip dere dog hard on
dis lak',"” consoled Noel, “‘but aftair
dis, eet ees up-hill, up-hill ovair de
shore—rapide aftair rapide. Dat ees
w'ere our strong dog run dem down,
Tired dog weel not pull up-hill."”

But Alan would not be comforted.
McQueen was still gaining and, day
after day, Heather was being taken
farther and farther from him, to
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fore. Searching the brush and snow
Alan and Noel looked everywhere
for a message from Heather but
found only her small moccasin
prints in the snow. Later in the
morning, Alan, who was ahead of
the team watching for treacherous
ice over quick-water, suddenly
stopped, gazing intently upstream.
The dogs moved up to him and lay
down.

““Hand me the glasses,” he called
to Noel at the rear of the sled.

Taking the binoculars from where
they lay beside three rifles in skin
cases, lashed to the wrapping lines,
Noel brought them to Alan. As he
looked through the glasses, a name-
less fear sliced through Cameron
like a knife thrust.

“Something dark—on the trail
ahead,"” he faltered. ‘“Wolverines at
something dark—on the trail—""

Handing the glasses to his friend,
Alan went to the sled for his rifle,

“‘March, Rough!'" he called in a
strained voice, The team sprang to
its feet and, breaking out the sled
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‘“We're going to get Heather, Rough, Heather who always loved you.”

t'ing on dis, Alan!” cried the Indian,
handing the sheet of bark to his
friend.

“Where'd you find it?"

“In dis spruce, here!”

Alan’'s mittened hand shook as he
read the scrawled words burned
with a charred stick on the bark.
“‘Safe!’” he read, huskily. "'I—love—
you! H.”

““Noel! Noel!" cried the half-fran-
tic Cameron. ‘‘She left this for us!
She left this message! She's safe—
safe, but she's waiting for us and
we're just crawling with this load!
Let's gamble, Noell Take 300
pounds and race the dogs! We'll get
them-—then—get them in a few
days! I can't stand it—thinking of
her watching the back trail—watch-
ing day after day!"”

The Indian seized his friend by
the shoulders. ““You are kiskwew!"
he said, sternly. **You know bet-
tair! Wid t'ree hunder, dat mean
wid our odder stuff, less dan ten
day grub and we starve on de head-
water. For we weel run into beeg
snow, mabee drifter—mabee two.
Dat might hold us up t'ree-four
day. You weesh Heather starve wid
us, w'en we get her?"”

“‘Oh, I know you're right—I know
you're right, but the waiting is hard
~—hard!"

Alan knew that Noel was right
but his anxiety to reach Heather
lashed him like a whip, tortured
him as the somber spruce of the
river shores moved slowly past.

But that night as he crawled into
his sleeping-bag, the scrap of birch
inside his inner vest of faun skin,
he repeated again and again, ‘“‘She
believes me now! She knows I love
her! She knows!""

CHAPTER XV

On went the dog team up the
frozen Koksoak. Husbanding the
strength of his beloved huskies; but-
tressing their vitality with big
meals but, as the sled slowly light-
ened, traveling faster with longer
hours, Alan held to the tracks on the
river ice and over the shores around
open rapids and gorges, as a fox
hangs to a rabbit trail. They passed
the mouth of the River of Death and
passed on to the long lake where
they had picked up Napayo. Here,
over the hard surface of the wind-
pounded ice the Ungavas gave proof
of the royal strain from which they
sprang. Mile after mile, through
two days, they took the still heavy
sled at a trot. But McQueen had
lashed his dogs over the good going

what a fate? Six dogs with a light
load against four still pulling a
heavy sled. By the time the sled
was lightened so the team could
begin to race, McQueen would be
far in the network of lakes beyond
the head of the river where any
new fall of snow would wipe out his
trail and Heather lost beyond reach
—lost forever. For McQueen would
never bring her alive to the coast.

Through the early sunset that tint-
ed the white lake surface and the
snow of the bleak hills to red, and
into the bitter dusk, the tired team
pushed on. At last, in the river
above, they made camp, while over
the lake to the north, the aurora
gleamed and glowed and, above
tnem, ribbons of mist ceaselessly
coiled and uncoiled to coil again in
snake-like writhings across star-
studded heavens. It grew colder and
through the night lake and river ice
split with a dull booming, like muf-
fled gunfire, while the spruce
snapped as it contracted under the
increasing frost.

Starting in the withering cold of
the dusk before dawn, they reached
McQueen’s camp of two nights be-

where it had started to freeze 1
the snow, Alan pressed ahead on
the run. .

As they approached, the yellow-
ish-brown, 1long bodied beasts
watched him for a space, then, leav-
ing the dark thing on the trail, set
off on a lope for the shore. Rais-
ing the sights on his rifle, Alan
knelt, took careful aim and fired.
One of the brutes fell, rose and fell
again, to lie still, while the men
and the excited team approached
the shape on the ice.

Freed from the tension that had
tightened his nerves. Alan shouted
as he saw what it was: ‘"One gone
for Mr. McQueen! No more beatings
for him! He's out of his misery
now!"

On the trail before them lay the
torn carcass of one of McQueen's
dogs which the excited Rough and
his teammates endeavored to reach.

Ordering the dogs to lie down,
Alan evamined the body of the
husky that had given his all for a
pitiless master.

“Worked to the bone, Noel! He's
driving them to the limit!""

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Call of Bittern, Like

That of Loon,

Strange, Uncanny During Nesting Time

In early morning when the misty
veils are slowly rising from the
reed-grown shores of our inland
lakes, the deep throated *‘boom
boom' of the bittern rises out of
the marsh to echo lazily across the
water. A strange, weird call is this
and often confused by those un-
familiar with the bird, with the
‘Ker-plunk, ker-plunk' for his voice
sounds ‘'like the working of an old-
fashioned wooden pump’’ when the
water begins to rise.

Two members of this interesting
family are regular migratory visi-
tors to Michigan, the American bit-
tern and the least bittern, writes
Albert Stoll, Jr., in the Detroit
News. The latter is a miniature of
his larger cousin and barely meas-
ures 12 inches, while the former
often attains a length of three feet.
It is the call of the larger bird that
interests lake dwellers as does the
cry of the loon, for both are strange
and uncanny. Like most of our
birds, its call is most pronounced
and vociferous during the nesting
period. In summer it is almost si-
lent and remains so until the mi-
gration urge lays hold of it in early
fall

Like the great blue heron, it is
one of our most adroit and expert
fishermen and will remain motion-
less for incredible periods while
waiting for small fish, frogs or other
marsh and water inhabitants to ap-
proach within striking distance of
its beak. Often it will be observed
‘treading' water as if in the act
of squeezing out hidden shellfish or
mollusks in the muck below.

It is one of our most timid and
suspicious birds and knows how to
keep itself concealed from the eyes
of the marsh hunter. Yet if stalked
cautiously and patiently it will re-
veal to the eye many interesting
characteristics of bird life. It is a
bird friend well worth studying.

Mapmaking an Old Art

Mapmaking is centuries old, Even
ancient Babylonians outlined their
country in clay. And cartographers
(mapmakers) of those days weren't
any too particular about getting all
the facts before they made their
maps. There was the Greek schol-
ar, for example, who measured the
distance between two towns and
from that calculated the sire of the
entire earth!

It Must Be Admitted
Waiter Was Not Tactful

The customer was raging and
fuming as the manager came up.

“What is the matter, sir?"
asked the manager.
“Discharge that waiter at

once!” demanded the diner.

Regarding the boiled egg which
had been served, the manager
said:

“I'm very sorry about this egg,
sir, but I can't discharge the wait-
er for that. After all, he wasn't
to know that there was a chicken
in it.”

‘“Perhaps not,” senapped the
customer. ‘“But when I told him
there was, he needn’'t have taken
away my spoon and brought me a
knife and fork."”

Norse Seamen

Hardy, indeed, are Norway's
seamen. Though Norway ranks
but forty-seventh in population
among the major nations, her
merchant marine is fourth largest
in the world. Since the days of
the Vikings, Norwegian seamen
have specialized in long ocean
trips. Even today they carry most
of the cargoes from America’s
Gulf states to Europe.

In the days of sailing ships, too,
Norwegian skippers began taking
their families to sea because
ocean voyages took many months.
The sailors’ superstition that
women are bad luck to a ship,
never bothered them.

‘Hill-Climbing' Boats

A unique steamship service op-
erates between the East Prussian
towns of Elbing and Deutsch-
Eylau, a distance of 40 miles. Part
of the trip is made on a canal and
part on a railroad, whose special-
ly designed trucks pick up the
little vessels and quickly carry
them over four long hills. These
“‘hill-climbing boats'' have ren-
dered unnecessary the construc-
tion of 20 locks.—Collier's Weekly.

Most anyone will agree that it
is wise to use only the very best
motor oil in an expensive car.
Buy it does not follow that cheap
oil should be used in lower priced
cars. The experience of millions
of owners of Ford, Chevrolet and
Plymouth cars proves that Acid-
Free Quaker State Motor Oils
makes their cars run better, last
longer.—Adyv.

How Women
in Their 40’s
Can Attract Men

Here's good advice for & woman during her
change (usually from 38 to 62), who fears
she'll lose her appeal to men, who worries
about hot flashes, loss of per. dizzy spells,
upset nerves and moody spells.

Get more fresh air, 8 hra. aleep and if you
need a good pnerll system tonle take Lydia
E. Pln{h;mn Vegetable Compound, made
eapecially for women. It helps Nature build
up physical resistance, thus helps give more
jvlrvaclty to enjo ‘“Llla I:ind ml-tw culu:}l;

ttery nerves an turbing symptoms
o(hnylmm ny change of lifee, WELL
WORTH TRYING!

FEEL GOOD
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Sentinels
of Health

Don’t Neglect Them !

idneys fail to function
Nature intended, there is retention :“
waste that may cause body-wide

getting up nights, swelling, pu
Frequent, seanty or burnin
The ized and trea
hldiumodkl:n h’ﬁr:'thc e
than forty years of public a| Are
endorsed tio mnm omwm on

tress. One may suffer

under the eyes—{eel tired, nervous,
may be further evidence of

!Jr.t. rid of excess poi.nnonl

Doan's. Sold at all drug stores.

persistent headache, |tmEl“:!%Iuim
worn out.
bladder disturbance. m
Doan’s Pills, They have had more
DOANSPILLS
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MORE FOR YOUR MONEY

1 IN MILEAGE
2 IN NON-SKID PROTECTION
3 IN BLOWOUT PROTECTION

Firestone

FOR CARS, TRUCKS AND BUSES |§
4.50.21.. $7.90
4.75-19.. 8.1§
5.00-.19.. 8.80
5.25-17.. 9.2§
5.25.18.. 9.6§

5.50-17 $10.45 |8}
6.00-16 11.80

6.25-16 13.1§}
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Save

Spark Plugs.

Listen to THE FVIRESTONE VOICE OF
Interviews with the Champilon :un:-_lmm e e e
Everett Mitchell. Twice weekl B e I ime of broadcast |Monday ovemings ovee the Naticnwide N. B. . Red Ne

your local paper for the sta

6.50-16 14.50 L

Tires for Trucks and Buses at Proportionately
Low Prices

LOOK AT THIS

TRUCK OWNERS CAN SAVE
MONEY TOO * * *» *

Profits go up when your tire cost comes down—that
is why truck operators throughout the country are
taking their hats off to the sensational Firestone
Convoy Truck Tire. The tire that has brought them
a new standard of safety, mileage and economy at a
price so low you will wonder how we can
manufacture this tire to sell at such bargain prices.
Cut your cost per ton mile and at the same time
keep your tire investment low — equip your

truck today with a set of Firestone Convoy Truck

Tires — the truck tire sensation of the year.

Firestone AUTO RADIO

With Six All-Metal Tubes
- 8-Inch

s 95 —Sound D““iut.h{“::;
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ountings available.

Firestone SPARK PLUGS

oline, get quicker starting and
smoother motor performance with Firestone
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car 35 % quicker.

Since you must have tires — get the most
\ for your money — Firestone Convoy. The Tire

that leads the field in high quality at =
sensationally low price. Car owners everywhere
are replacing dangerously worn tires with
Firestone Convoy Tires, because they get all
of these patented and exclusive extra value
features at no extra cost:

Gum-Dipping, the Firestone
Patented Process which gives
protection against blowouts.

2 Two extra layers of Gum-Dipped
cords under the tread, a patented
construction which gives protection
against punctures.

@ Scientifically designed tread which
gives protection against skidding
and gives long mileage.

I P I U A TR G N I N s Y

LIFETIME GUARANTEE

Every tire of our manufacture, bearing
our name and
guaranteed by us to be free from defects
in workmanship and material without
limit as to time or mileage, and to give
satisfactory  service _
operatingconditions. Ifour examination
shows that any tire has failed under the
terms of this guarantee, we will either
repair the tire or make an allowance
on the purchase of a new tire.
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SCHANGEOVER” TO A
Firestone BATTERY

Here is a battery that will take you
through the mden winter. Built
irestone Patented ber
Separators to give you extra power
for electrical needs and starts your

Ask for our “Changeover” Price

THE FARM—|Listen to THE VOICE OF FIRKSTONE fea
of America, featuring |Crooks and Margaret Spo::.ldmé:.d?m% llru::‘:..

hony Orchestra, under

Don’t wait — prepare your car
NOW for safe fall driving. See your
nearby Firestone Dealer or Firestone
Auto Supply and Service Store and
equip your car today with Firestone
Convoy Tires — the safest tires that
money can buy at these low prices.

GUARANTEE
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