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This is a story of that grea:’
north country of which it has
been said, “'There's never a law
of God or man runs north of
Jifty-three ;" a tale of impetuous
emotion, of brute strength and
courage, of swift and passionate
love and hate ; a tule vigorous,'
Jorceful and absorbing, which
tells itself without fine words;'
t story of the hunger for gold
and the hunger of man jfor wom- |
un, brooking no interference mi

rivalry, going straight for its ub-i
Ject, as did the primifive man

before the time of laws and con-
ventionalities ; of civiléized man |
furned back to savagery and los- |
ing no manhood in the !urm’ng;.'
Tarry awhile, O rcader, wiih
these rugged men of Nome, and
vou shall be refreshed and |
strengthened in thewr company.
CHADPTER
LENINSTER gazsl ot over
thie hitrbior ngleam with the
lghts  of anchored  ships,
then up ot the crenchitted
mountains=, black agalnst the sky. He
drank the cool air bhordemsd with its
taints of the sea, while the blood of
his boyhood leaped within him,

“Oh, s tine—tine,” he murmured,
“and this is my country —-my country,
after all, Dex, It's In my veins, this
nger for the north, I grow., [ ex-
pand.” .

“Careful you doun't Dbust,” warnel
Dextry,  “I've seen wmen get plumb
drunk on meuntain atr.  Don't expiad
too strong in one spot.  Lle went
ek abruptly to his pipe, its villaino.
ous o fumes  prowmptly  averting  any
danger of the air's too tonle gquality, 1

SGad, what g smuadge!” suiffed the
vounger wan. “You ought to be in
trantine,” |

“I'd ruther smell like o man than
tlk like a kid, You desecerate the
hour of meditation with rhapsodies on
miture when your aesthetics nin't
houed up to the beauties of good to-
bacco.” ’

The other lanughed, inflating his deep
chest. In the gloom he stretehed his
muscles restlessly, as though an ex-
eerss of vigor filled him, !

They were lounging upon the dock,
while before them lay the Santa
Marin veady for her midnight sailing.
Heltind  slept Unalaska, quaint, an-
figue and Russiap, resting amid the |
fogs of Bering sea, Where a week
hefore mild eyed natives had dried
their cod among the old bronze ciaun-
uwoun now a frenzied horde of gold
soekers paused lo their rush to the
new El Dorado. They had come like
s locust cloud, thousands strong, set-|
tliug on the edge of the Smoky sea,
waitlng the going of the lce that
parred them from thelr golden fleece
—from Nome the new, where men
found fortune in a night.

The mossy hills back of the village
were ridged with graves of those who |
had died on the out trip the fall be-
fore, when a plague had gripped the
iand, but what of that? Gold glittered
in the sands, so said the survivors
Therefore men came In armies. Glen-
wtor and Dextry had left Nome the
autumn previous, the young man rav-
ing with fever. Now they returned to
their own land.

“This alr whets every animal lnstinet
tn me,” Glenister broke out agafn. |
"Awny from the cities 1 turn savage.
1 feel the old primitive passions, the
fret for fighting.”

“Mehbe you'll have a chance.”

‘“How s0?"

“Well, it's this way. 1 met Mexlco
Mullins this mornin’. You mind old
Mexico, don't you—the feller that re-
loeated Discovery claim on Anvil
creek last summer?”

“You don't mean that ‘tinhorn’ the
bhoys were going to lynch for clalm
Jumplng?"

“Identlea)! Remember me tellin’ you
about a good turn I done him once

bosive us Jmdees o oan® o conrts o oan®omm

down Guadalupe way?' |

s(ireaser shooting scrape, wasn't 1t?”
“Yep. Well, 1 noticed first off that
he's gettin' fat—high livin' fat, too, all
in one spot, lfke he was playin' both
ends agin the center. Also he wore

dl'mon’s fit to handle with lce tongs. |

“says 1, lookin® at his side elevation,
swhat's accented your middle syllable
po strong, Mexico?

wipposperity, polities an' the Wal-
dorf-Astorler,’ says he. 1t seems Mex
hadn't forgot old days. [le claws me
inte & corner an' says, ‘Bill, I'm goin’

to pay you back for that Moralez deal.’' |
't ain't comin' to me,' says I l

“ huat's a bygone,'

*Listen here! =ays he, an’, =ecin'® he
was o earpest, 1 let him ran on

“‘How much do vou value that elalm
o Yourn oY’

“clard tellin®,! savs I CIC ghe holids
out lHke she ron last fall, there'd onght
fo b oomdllion clear in her!”

“UHow much G you elean ape this
summer’

Taont fonr hnndeed thousamd, with
]l‘l'l\ T

CORHLY savs he, ‘there's hell a-pop
pin’, an' you've got to wateh  that
groumd like vou'd wateh a ratilesnake

Dot never leave ‘e get o greip on It
or you're down an® ont” !

“He was a0 plamb in earnest 0
senred e up, Ceanuse Mexieo aln't a
wnhiby i

“What do yvou wean? says |

U oean’t tell you nothin® more. 1'm
puttin® o steing on ey own neck sayin’
this meh. You're o sguare wan, I
an’ 'meoa ogombler, ot you savedd
Lt oneet, an® 1 wouldon't steer vyou
wrong,  Por chwl's sake, don’t let ‘e
junipr your growied, that's nll”

“rlet who jJump it Congress s

shals’ 1 bewlns

“Phat's juast it How yon goin® U
ek that band? "Them's thie hest eards
in the deck, "There's o et comin® by
the wame of MeNamara Wateh him
clost, 1 can't tell you no more, ut
don't never let "em zet a grip on youw
gromml.” That's all he'd say.”

“Bab!  He's erazy! 1 wish some
body would try to jump the Midas
We'll enjoy the exerclse™

The siren of the Santa Maria inter
rupted, its hoarse warning throbbing |
up the mountain,

“We'll have to get nboard,” sald Dex- |
try.

“®Bh-h! What's that?" the other whis-
pered, '

At first the only sound they heard
waus u stir from the deck of the steam
er. Then from the water bhelow llu-m!
came the rattle of rowlocks and a
volee eautionsly mutfed.

“Ntop!  Stop there!™”

A sRIT buarst from the darkness
grounding on the beach beneath. A
tigure scerambled out and up the lad
der leading to the wharf, Immediste
Iy a second boat, plainly in pursuit nl|
the first one, struck on the beach be-|
hind it, '

As the escaping figure mounted to
their level the watchers perceived with
amazement that it was a4 young womn-
an.  Breath sobbed from her lungs,
and, stumbling, she would have fallen
but for Glenister, who ran forward
aud helped her to her feet,

“Don’t let them get me,"” she panted.

e turned to bis partner in puzzled
inquiry, but found that the old muu
had crossed to the head of the landing
Indder up which the pursuers were
climbing.

“Just A minute, you there! Back up
or I'll kick your face in!" Dextry's
volce was sharp and unexpected, and
in the darkness he loomed tall and
menacing to those below.

“{3et out of the way. That woman's
a runaway,"” came from the one highest
on the ladder.

“So I Jedge.”

“S8he broke gu"-—

“Shut up!" broke in another. “Do
you want to advertise It? Get out of
the way, there, ye blame fool! Climb
up, Thorsen."” He spoke llke a bucko
mate, and his words stirred the blle of
Dextry.

Thorsen grasped the dock floor, try-
ing to climb up, but the old miner
stamped on his fingers, and the sailor
loosened his hold with a yell, carrying
the under men with him to the hench
in his rall.

“This way! Follow me!" shouted the
mate, making up the bank for the
shore end of the wharf,

“You'd better pull your freight, miss,”
Dextry remarked. “They'll be here in
A minute.”

“Yes, yes! Let us go! I must get
aboard the SBanta Maria, She's leaving
now. Come, come!"

Glenister laughed as though there
were a humorous touch In her remark,
but did not stir.

“I'm gettin' awful old an' stiff to
run,” sald Dextry, removing hls mack-
Inaw, “but I allow I aln't too old for
a little diversion In the way of n rough
house when it comes nosin' around.”
He moved lightly, though the girl could
gee In the half darkness that his halr
was sllvery.

“What do you mean?” she questioned
sharply.

“You hurry along, miss. We'll tay
with 'em till jou're aboard.” They
stepped across to the dockhouse, back-
lng agalnst it. The gir] followed,

e ———.

(Continued on Paye dix.}

all Goods Sale

at F. NEWHOUSE

Hosiery and Underwear

It's just the time for medium weights in Hosiery and Underwear,
and it's not too early to select your winter weights while our line
1S complele.

Children’s I XL rib hose, good grade at 10c¢; heavier at '5c’ '8c zsc
, »

Ladies’ Burson MHose

The only Hose knit without a seam, at
28c and 35c.
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Underwear

See those SEAMS

Children’s long sleeve gauze Vests, at 15¢, 20¢ and 25¢.
Childrens long pants, gauze . ... ... . ... .conne. 25¢C.

G

seams 1o

|.adies' long sleeve gauze Corset Covers at
4 : " Vests at. .

(1] L

PPants, gauze, at. ..

American Beauly
Corsets

What style of Corset do you wear?

We have the low bust, long on hips, at

50c¢ and $1.00
High bu&, long on hips, at 50c to $3.00.
Tape Girdles at 50c.

Every pair guaranteed to give satisfaction.

AMERICAN BEAUTY Styla 736
Kalamatoo Corsel Cn., Makor:

Dress Goods

While not the largest line, we have selected it with great care
and will save you money if you will look our stock over before
buying.

Suiting in half wool at 25¢ and 30c.
All wool Venetians and Serges at 50c a yard.
Chiffon Broadcloth, 44 inches wide, all wool, at 90c.

YARNS

Our line of yam is complete on all the following:
Imported Saxony-Germantown Zephyrs-Acme Knitting Worsted
Fleisher's Knitting Worsted-Fleisher's Spanis

l Fleisher's Shetland Floss

Outings
All grades of Qutings from 7c to 15c¢

-

Cotton Batts at 10c to 85c¢.
Crocheted Baby Jackets, Silk Hoods, Handbags, Collars
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