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PROLOGUE. '

Up in the “Big Snows,” near
the dome of the earth, lies the
soene of this story of real men
and real women, who have all of
the virtues of their hardening en-
vironment gnd few of the failings
of their more civilized relatives.
This is a tale for reading when
one is tired of the arfificialities
af civilization—or af any other
time when a good atory is appre-
ciated. You will find in it ro-

dient interferes with another. Yet
all go to make fine reading for
women who like to hear of brave
deeds and sacrifice for love’s
sake and for men with even a
drop of the spirit of adventure
in their veins. And one thing
more—theauthor has livedamong
the people whose lives he de-

: { through the darkness, at his life, and in that eye Jan saw the .
“:‘.' he knows how to tell Merrlll Co. “And you—I will find you again?' | deepening reddish film which he bad Convenlence every one W'lll
* ry. “They will know where I go from '

CHAPTER XV.
Jan's Story.

'SIEUR," began Jan in the
low voice which Thornton
was beginning to under-

a stand, "1 am going to tell
you something which I have told to
bat two other human beings. It Is
the story of another man—a man from
civilization, like you, who came up
fnto this country of ours years and
yeara ago and who met a woman, as
You have met this girl at Oxford
House, and who loved her as vou love
this one and perhaps more, It is sin-
gular that the case should be so simi-
lar, m'sleur, and it is because of this
that T belleve our Blessed Lady glves
me courage to tell it to you, for this
man, like you, left a wife and two
children when he came into the north,
M'sleur, 1 pray the great God to for-
give him, for he left a third child—
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the sins of the fathers falling upon
others? It s =0, it s so. 1t came In
many small ways, and then the curse
it came sudidenly—like this” Jan's
voice eame fn n hissing whisper now.
Thornton could feel his hot brenth as

he leaned over the table, and in the'

darkness Jan's
conls of fire.

eyes shone Hke two
“It came Nke this!" pant-
ed Jun., “There was n new missioner
at the post-a—a Clristlan from the
south, and he was a great friend to the
woman and preached God, and she be-
Heved Mm. The boy was very young
and saw things, but did not under
stand ab firer.  He knew afterwared
that the missioner loved his mother's
beauty and thuat he triedd hard to win
it—and falled, for the woman uantll
death would love only the one to whom
ghe had given herself firgt, Great God,
i l@ppened  then—one night when
every soul was aghout the big fires ut
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softly, "T TN yoi for Driuging me |
face to face with « God like yoors. |
You have taught me more than bas |
ever been preached into me. and this |
great, glorfous world of yours is send. |
ing me back a better man for baving '

O

come into . 1am poing--sauth Sone
day 1 will return, and 1 will hp one of
this world and one of your people. 1
will come, and I will bring no curse,
If 1 could send this word to her, ask |
her forgiveness, tell her what 1 have
almost beey and that 1 still have hope
—faith—1 could go easier down into
that other world.”

“You ean,” said Jan. “1 will take
this word for you, m'sieur, and I will
take more, for [ will tell her what it
has been the kind fate for Jan Tho-
reau to find in the bheart of M'sieur
Thornton. She is one of my people,
and she will forgive, and love you more
for what you have done. For thils,
m'sleur, 1s what the Cree god has giv.
en to his people as the honor of the
great snows. She will still love you,
and If there i3 to be hope it will burn
in her breast too. M'slenr'-—

Something like a sob broke through
Thornton's lips as he moved back

Oxford House, 1 will leave word—
with her,” said Jan,

“Goodby,” snid Thornton huskily.

Jun listened until his footsteps had
died away, and for a long time after
that he sat with hig bhead burled in his
arms upon the ltile table. And Ka
zan, whining softly, seemed to know
that in the darkened room hid come
to pass the thing which broke at last
his master’s overburdened heart.

That night Jan Thorean passed for
the last time back into the shelter of
his forests, and all that night he trav-
eled, and with each mile that he left
behind him sowething lnrger and bold-

er grew in his breast until be eracked
hiz whip in the old wiy and shouted to
the dogs in the old way, and the blood |

in him sang to the wild spirlt of the |
wilderness, Once more he was home

home

| hind bis four dogs Into God’s House
To him the forest had always Iwr-||1I

“A year. bhe repented o himself

ever after this
te Oxford House

He did not go back
in the spring, bot |
gold his fars (o o passing halfbreed |
amdl wandered through oll of that
spring and summer in the country o
the west It was Janoary when he |
returncid o his when the snows
wore deepest. and three doys later he
set oot to ouifit at the Hudson's bay
post on God's lnke instead of at Ox-
ford House. It was while they were
crossing a part of the lake thut Kazan
leaped aside for an [nstunt in his

cabln,

traces and snapped at something Im
the snow,

Jan saw the movement, but gave ne
attention to It until a little later when
Kazan stopped and fell upon his belly,
biting at the harness and whining in
pain. The thought of Kazan's sudden
supp at the snow came to him then
like a knife thrust, and with a low cry
of horror and fear he fell upon his
kutes botlde the dog. Kazan whim-
pered, and his boshy tall swept the
snow as Jun lifted his great wolfish
hend between his two hauds. No other
sound came from Jan's lps now, and
slowly he drew the dog up to him unti)
he held him o his arms as he might
have held a ehild. Kazan stilled the
whimpering sounds in his throat. His
one eye rested on his master's face,
faithiful, watching for some sign, for
some Janguage there, even as the burn-
ing fires of a strange torfure gnawed

seen 4 hundred times before in the eyes
of foxes and wolves Killed by polson
bt

A mwoan of angulsh burst from Jun's
Hps, and he held his face close down
sguinst Kazan's head and sobbed now
like a child, while Kazan rubbed his
hot muzzle against his cheek and his
muscles hardened in a last desire to
glve buttle to whatever was giving his
master grief, 10 was a long time be-
fore Jun lifted his face from the shag-
gv hesd, and when he did he knew
that the last of all love, of all compan-+
fonghip, of all that bound him to flesh
and blood in his lonely world, was
gone, Kazan was dead

From the sledge he took u/blanket
aid wrapped Konvan fo it and careled
Wl n hoodred yards back from the
tradl. With bowed head he cnme he

Haulf an hour lnter he turned back into
the wilderness with his sapplies. It

¥ -0 ﬂ
‘ | lagnln and again, and onee when Ka-
! . & | #an rublsyl ugainst bis leg aud looked |
’ | | up Into his face he sald: “Ah, Buzin, I
e Onorl '3 O e %‘ lg nOWS onr Mellsse went away with the Eng:
5 o) | | Hshiman.  May the great God give |
| £ them bappiness!™ l l '
— - The forest claimed him more than
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Handkerchief.

Sale

Thursday, Friday, Séturday,
Dec. 19, 20, and 21

Our past sales have been so
successful that we want to
give you another opportun-
ity to see every handker-
chief we have in stock. They
will be arranged for your

be where you can see it.
They will be on sale, the lot

Thursday, Friday, Saturday,
Dec. 19, 20, and 21

10 Per Cent Discount
on Furs this Week
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was it thie feast. but he rax hots with L. the stars that had given him wusie, | whined as they dieed on thelr bar
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# bt of dripplux mest as gift for bis that had tanght him more of the sllent theni. They stopped In the |

mother, ol he bear o eries 5 74 ,
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ot & missloner could ever tell, From this time forth

mborn,”

Jan leaned upon his haod se that it
shaded his face

“’ is not so much of that as of
what followed that I am going to tell
you, m'sleur,” he went on, “It was a
beautiful love on the woman's part,
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apd it would bave been a beautiful
fove on the man's part If it had been
pure. For her he gave up everything,
even his God, as you would give up
everything and your God for this girl
at Oxford House. M'sieur, I will
speak mostly of the woman now. She
was beautifal. Bhe was one of the
three most beautiful things that God
evor placed in onr world, and she
loved this man.  She married him, be-
tieved in him, was ready to die for
him, to follow him to the ends of the
earth, n2 onr women will do for the
men they love. God in heaven! Can
¥ou not guess what happened, m'sicar?
A child was born!”

So fiercely dill Jan cry out the
words that Thornton jerked back as
though a blow had been strock at him
from out of the gloom,

“A child was born.” repented Jan
and Thornton heard his nalls digging
in the table. “That was the first
carse of God—a child! Carrion, bensts
of carrion, that Is what we call them-—-
beasts of carrlon and carvion eaters,
breeders of devils and sin! My God!
That Is what happened. A child was |
born with the eurse of God upon him!"

Jun stopped, his nails digging deep
er, his breath escaping from him ns
thongh he had been running

“Down in your world he would have

grown up a man,” he continued, speak.
ing more calmly. *I have heard that
gimce.  But bere it is different. The
curge never dies. 1t follows, day after
day, vear after year. And this child,
mere unfortuniste than the wild things,
was born one of them. If the winds |
had whispered the secret nothing
would have come vear him, The In
dian women would sooner hnve touch.
ed the plague. He wonld have been
an outeast, despised ns he grew older,
poinied at and wtunted, called names
which nre worse than those called to |
the lowest and meanest dogs. That is |
what it means to be born under that
oRrse—up here.”

He walted for Thornton to speak, bul
the other sat silent and moveless across
the table.

"The curse worked swiftly, m'sieur.
It came first—in remorse—to the man
It gnawed at his soul, ate him alive
and drove him from place to place
with the woman and the child. The
parity and Iove of the woman added to
his suffering, and at Inst he came to
koow that the hand of God hind fallen
upon his head. The woman saw his
grief, but did not know the reason for
i And so the curse Hrst came to her
They went north--far north, above the
Harren Lands, and the curse followed
there. It gnawed at his life until—he
died. That wus sevén years after the
cilid was born.'

Mie oll Inmp sputtered and beg

it o

mnoke, and with a qulek movemaent
Jun turned the wick down until they
were left In darkness |

“M'sieur, It was then that the ¢u

bagau te fall ypon the womnp and the

It happened then, and even the boy
knew sud followed the man, ghrieking
that he had kitled his mother” There
wias o errible calmoess now fn Jun's
Misienr, i true she
wasted nway lke a flower after that
uight. She died and left the boy alone
with the curse.  And that boy, m'sienr,
wiag Jan Thorenn, The woman was
his mother,”

There was silence now, a dend, pulse.

volee wis

less quiet, broken after a moment by |

a movewmwent, It was Thornton, grop

ing neross the tahle. Jan felt his hands

toch his arm. They groped farther i
the darkuess, untll Jun Thoreau's hands
were elagped tightly in Thornton's.

“Aud that—is all? he questioned
hoarsely
“No, 1t 1= bot the beginning,” sald

Jdan softly. “The curse has followeil
me, wsleur, until 1 am the snhapplost
mnn in the world, Today 1 have done
all that is to be done. When my fa
ther left papers which
mother was to give to me when 1 had

M he

nitaine]  manhoml When she died !
they eame to mwe. She koew nothing |
of that which was i them. and 1 ain

glad, for ther wld the story that |
have told to vou, w'sleur, and from
his tather prayed to me to
make what restitution 1 could, When
he into the north for good he
brought with him most of his fortune
which was large, m'sieur, and placed
It where no one would ever find t—in
the stock of the grent company A
hall of it, he sald, should be mine.
The other half he asked me to return
to his childrén and to hig renl wife if
ahe wore living I have done more
thau that, m'sieur I have given up
all, for none of it is mine. A half will
go to the two children whom he de
seried.  The other half will go to the
ehild that was unborn,  The mother-
i%—~dead.”

After a time Thornton sald

“There s more, Jan*™

“Yes, there s more, m'slenr,” sald
Jan,  “So much more that If 1 were
to tell it to you it would not be hard
for you to understund why Jan Tho
reau the unhappiest man in the
world, 1 have told you that this Is but
the begiuning. 1 have not told you of
the curse has followed me and
robbedd me of all that is greatest in
Hfe—how it has haunted me day and
plght. m'sieny, llke o black spirit, de
stroying my lbopes, turning me at last
into an onteast, withont people, with
put friends, without—thnt —which yon,
too, will give up in this girl at Oxford
House, M'sleur, am I right? You will
not go back o her

Erave my

Cuine
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and some day the great God will re
wanrd yon,"

He heavil Thornton in th
dnrd

‘Shall | streike o lght 1

wiid T'h Loy him. 11
thie glout hands m Fhere wi

chnus | otha ¢ Hnow

' ({1 A i |'|I'.;||I!l ol

tlore. S i J i he spid

my .

You will go south |

Thorenn knew
would be his [1fe, his god,  He bl |
lovedl the forest—unow he worshiped |
it.  Ih its vast sllence he still possess.
o Melisse

Nearly a month  prssedd
reached Oxford House and found the |
sweet fuced gift whom Thornton lov
ed. ‘e did a= Thornton had nsked and ;
went on—into the north and east. He |
had no mission now exeept 1o roam in
| his forests,  He went down the Inves, |
| gotting lis few nt  Indian
enmps and stoppesd at last, whth the
beginning of spring, far up on the Ci
away, Here he built himself a camp
aud Hyed for a time, setting dead falls
for bear. Then he struck north agaln
anil still enst, keeplng always awny
from Lac Buin,  When the first ehill |
winds of the bay brought warning of
winter down to him he was filled for |
| n time with n Jonging to strike north |
nnd west, o go onece more hack to his
But, instend, he went
south, and so It came to pass thint o
year after had left Lac Baln he
buift himse!f 4 ephin deap in the fin

Jan

supplios

| Barren Lands
he

et of God's rliver, fifty miles from OX
ford House, and more |
for the company, He had not forgot
ten hig promise to ‘Thornton, #nd at |
Oxford Hoose left word where e conld
b found If the mon from elvilizution
ghounld return

In late midwinter Jan returned 1--:
Oxford Honse with his furs. It was
on the night of the day that he cnme
into the post that he heard a French
man who had dome down from the
north #penk of Lac Bain. None no
tHeed the change in Jan's face asg he
hung back In the shadows of the com
pany’s store. A little Inter he follow
ed the Frenchman outside and stopped
him where there were no others near
to overhear

“M'slenr, vou spoke of Lac Bain™

trapped  onee

he said In Prench,  “You have been
there?”
“Yes," rveplled the other, "1 was

there for o week walting for the first
gledge snow.”
! “It is my old home," snld Jan, trying
to keep his voice nataral, “I have
wondered If there are changes, You
aaw Cumming, the factor?”

“Yes, he was there”

“And—nnd Jean de Gravols, the !
chief man?®

“He was away."”

“The factor had a daughter, Me
linge™

“She left Lae Bain a long time ago

hefore he | stillness of the forest

( whispering

wnee

m'sleur.” suld the teapper.  “M'slenr
Cumminsg 1old me that he had pot seen
her in o long time I believe It was
nlmost o vear."”
Jan went to the ¢ompany's store
| e toolt hig pack to the sledge and
dogs In the edge of the sprice, and
Kizan legwyl redet ) t it the end
| of his hnt Inn
ir lo! for | ]
notiee | 1 [ | | |

| Dudlt i Hire
that these things |

all nights in his
Kuean close to

This night, as on
Hie, Jan
nim, and he shivered as the other dogs
sluok back from him susplelousty and
the e and the spruce tops broke the
He looked at
the ernekling tinmes, at the fitful shad
ows which they set dancing and grimac
ing about b, and it seemed to him

h|'.|1"|.\ l*l‘i'\\

pow that they were no longer friends,
Lbut were tannting him--gloating in Ka
win's degath and telling bim that he
wias glone, alone, alone. He let the

tire die down, stirriong it foto life only
when the eold stiffened him, and when
at Inst he fell into an unguiet slumber
it
to him that Kazan was
dead and that in dyving he had broken
the lnst froghle link between Jan Tho

Feenn and Melisse
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Farm for Sale.

135
LW,

aere farm, four miles from
between B ;|,T'||| 6540
i neres hay land, bal-

Running waler,
Reven-room house and other im-

neres
undaor plow,

pasiur

| provements

Inquire al
& Roberlson

olllee of Rawls
10404 -wkly

was still to hear the sproee tops |

Fwanl land tey me and sew,

Attention, Farmers! |

My Dear Farmer—Have you your
own farm or are you renting? 1
have land in Minnesola, eul over |
Limber, from 210 Lo 815 per acre,
One<third cash, balanee al 6 per
eent, 1 have good, smooth land
Stevens counly, Minnesola,
from 4L Lo 565 per acre, This
land is sold divect from Lhe own-
er of the land, No land company

in this deal, I also handle the | troubles. The genuine are in the
best lopd  in o eastern Oklanhoma, | vellow package, Refuse any sub-
Corn runs from sixty o seventy | stitule,  For sale by F, G, Fricke
bushels to the acre, Now if you | & Co.,

I deal |
If you eome with
an agenl vou muslt pay him your- |
Wrile or eall,
Heney Humimels,
1121 North 20th St
Lianealn, Neb

with no agent,

sall.

Wood Wanted.

lose of our whao
desire to pay their subseriplions
in wood are requested to bring it
before Lhe roads gel had,
wir desire to place it in the dry.
Come in with it, boys, right away.

subsepibers

In s

THE SECRET TERROR.

The haunting fear of sickness
and helplessness i Lhe seerel ler-
ror of the working man.  Health
is hig capital, Kidney diseases
sap a man's strength and vitality.
They lessen his carning capacity.
Foley Kidney Pills  bring back
health and strength by healing the
disense.  They are the best medi-
cine made for kidoney and bladder

Funeral Is Delayed.
From Wednesdny's Dully.

The funeral of the lale Washs
ington Delibay,  which was to
hoave oecurered Monday, was post-
poned until yesterday morning al
10 o'elock, owing to the failure of
the caskel to arvive from Omaha.
The Tuneral was lnrgely attonded
amd vecurreds from the home and
the interment  was made in the
Hosrming cemnpelary

e most useful gifts  in the

winrld al Eastwood's

-Fine Line of Christmas Goods-

at Prices that cannot be duplicated by any large city store!

-1 HAVE A ——

Chafing Dishes at $2.50 to......

Baking Dishes at

$150to.....

Casserols of all kinds and sizes from 85¢ to

A better and more complete line of Carvers will not be

found in any

e w

city at $1.50 to

Rosters at £1.00 to

A full line of Aluminum Ware; a complete line of Granit Ware, and every-
thing in our line to be found in an up-to-date city store.

You are invited to call and inspect my stock.

-G. P. EASTWOOD-

s BAUER’S OLD STAND mamn

12.50
.. 9.00
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