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As these
threateni words of the half-breed he
knew—ay, he felt with a sinking heart
h—h:atlumight.upm no mercy from

CHAPTER XXIII.

“l see you comprehend your
eaxactly,” retorted the half- “and
now I come to the point that brings
me to your tent. You can
freedom but in one way,

]

§

that is

that you tell us how the dwellings of
Hadley are built within, if anything
happened to cause the villagers to band
ﬁrkr,vlutplwwouldﬂuychoou,
and how are they fortified 1”

In an instant the horrible truth broke
upon Joe. were planning a raid
upon Hadley and a fearful mas-
sacre would follow. He thought of his
old mother watching and w:iti.n, for
his return to her, all heedless, of her
anger, and of Norine, the girl whom he
loved better than life itself, and again
his season tottered at the bare, agoniz-
ing thought of her being at the mercy
of these sgvages, and unconsciously he

breathed the very words that
from her grandfather's lips when he
discovered her- flight :

“Better death for Norine—ay, death
from wild beasts that roam the
ide for her than that she
should fall into the hands of the sav-

£
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you eomrly, well and good; if you re-
fuse—well, you know what you may ex-
peot at the hands of the Pawnees. I have
no mere to add than that worning.”
With these words he vanished quite
as deftly as he had appeared, and poor
Joe was left alone with his own agon-
izing thoughts, which were a thoustnd
times more excruciating than the pain
which racked his body so cruelly. He had
lived all his life on the plains of Wasn-
ington, and he knew the habits of the
dreaded Pawnee, the most ferocious of

" all the Indian tribes, but too well. He

realized that they would keep their
word, wring from his lips the intelli-
they desired, or torture him at the
stake, dancing with fiendieh glee around
him, enjoying his horrible suffering um-
til death shut them out from his gaze
and ended it all for him.
It mattered little enough to him
what became of his | after the soul
y tenement.
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money he carried had well-n
him.

Crawling to the door of the tent, he
saw that he was in the very midst of
the savage domain.

half-clad and gayly painted,
limbs, and the waving eagle feathers
that decorated their heada.

To these hardy barbarians the hor-
rors of winter seemed quite umknown,

Just where he was. Joe could not
quite comprehend, though he realized
that it must be upon some level spot
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He felt from the drift of the half-
breed’s remarks that the Pawnees in-
tended attacking the within a
very few nights. What if they had laid
their &l:ns to swoop down upon the vil-
lage t very night, ere he had the op-
rtunity to warn them of *heir impend-
Eg peril? God give him the strength to
save them.
He must make his escape and reach
Hadley, even his life phid the
forfeit of the effort. He would lose a
dogen lives if they were his to sacrifice
in such a cause.
The sun crept higher and higher in the
heavens, noon came, then the sun drop-
ped lower and lower, deneting the ap-
proach of the oncoming night, and the
fate awaiting him.
During all the long hours of the day
no one had been near him with food or
drink.
He knew but toc well the Indian mode
of warfare—whom they intend to-give to
the fire-god they serve with neither
meat nor drink.
He staggered back to his pallet of
skins, threw himself upon them and give
himself up to devising plans for his es-
cape.
He knew that it should not be at-
tempted until the shadows began to
darken; the mantle of darkness would
shield him, then he could trust to.God,
who rules and reigns over all to befriend
him in his peril.
As the long hours dragged their slow
lengths on he formulated his plans care-
fully and fully.
Once the half-breed who had spoken
with him before paused for a moment in
passing and peered into his tent.
Joe lay so still upon his pallet of skins
that the man was certain that he must
be sl He moved away muttering

Already the shadows began to gather
in the tent of deerskin. Joe lay with
upturned face, his eyes closed, his lips
drawn in a tense, straight line, which
was the only sign of the excitement
laboring within his breast. '
With bated breath he waiched and
waited for the shadows to deepen, and
at last he told himself that the auspi-
cious moment had arrived. Would it
mean life or death for him? Ah, who
could tell?
CHAPTER XXIV.

While Joe had been casting about for
some way which might lead him out of
his perilous surroundings, a way sudden-
ly opened itself. Ome of the Indian pon-
ies, which were permitted to roam about
the encampment at will, drew near his
tent—ay, within a couple of yards of
the spot where he was crouching. In
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chested and powerful fellows were,
looking warlike and pi:tummtyn en-
iugh; with their headdresses of gorgeous
feathers, their long, thick hair out be-
hind them like a mane.

Thus they swept on, pursued and
pursuers, mile after mile, and a ory of
“Thank God!” broke from Joe’s death-
white lips as he saw a dense forest lying
ahead of him. If he could but reach it
he might elude them. '
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bably both—had cleared of every vestige
of flesh or hair, indicated that he had
met a violent death.

Bits of straps and leather lying about
showed coneclusively that he had been a
mail carrier, who the vear before was

to death down the roeky gorge and into
the boiling chasm, where a body would
never again be found until the waters
of the earth gave up their dead.
A terrible sbrudder crept over Joe.
“Poor fellow, what was your fate may
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savage was never
known to give up until he is the victor,
or has been vanguished. No, he con-
ciuded, they must have resolved to pur-
'sue some other tactics.

that led to th¢ main road, and had
turned their ponies in that direction to
head him off.

This seemed the most probable to him.
“I must risk it. and if they surround
me at any point between here and the
village, I——Iwill sell my life as bravely
as I can for the sake of the sleeping,
innoeent villagers, who know net cf the
horrible danger that threatens them;
it:: my poor old mother, and—and Nor-

The fearless Indian pony bounded
along the narrow path as though famil-
iar with the road, but he had searcely
mm‘de e;lue tflllrsft half-dozen paces ere he
with fear, again standing stoek-
still, and had it not been for his rider
grasping him firmly by the mane, he
would have dashed back over the road
he had come. While Joe was mentally
wondering what the matter could be, a
gruff, guttural voice erying halt sound-
ed close beside him, and the cold muzzle
of a rifle was thrust close to his face.

CHAPTER XXV,

The attack was so sudden that for a
moment Joe was fairly paralyzed, and in
that moment half a dozen men, armed
to the teeth, sprang out of the bushes
to the side of the man who held the
rifle to our hero’a temple.

“We don’t want.our life, s r,”
exclaimed the man, drawing tmk
mask he wore closer down over his

bearded face; “but we want, and will
have, what money you have about you,
it you please, and your horse. If you
won’t give them up quietly, we will pre-
cious soon take both,” he added, with a
fierce impreeation.

While he had been making this threat,
Joe had been gathoring his acattered
wits together.

“Don’t ask for my money, for I haven’t
any. One of your villainous comrades
relieved me of it, as you ought to know,
last night, and in regard to taking my
life, you will have quite enough to do
in a very few moments to save your
own. I am flying from the Pawnees,
who are in hot pursuit of me. They are
close behind, so let me pass.”

“Indians!” they all cried, simuitaneous-
ly, in a breath.

Not much!” ecried the fellow, who ap-
peared t» be the leader of the ruffians.
“That’s a likely yarm, boys. Can’t you
see it’s a clever ruse to get clear of us!”

“None of your tricks, young fellow,”
he exclaimed, gruffly, ing to Joe.
“Dismount in a jiffy, or I will shoot you
as dead as a clam. We will stand no
chatf. I will give you until I count
three to obey orders.”

In a loud voice he began deliberately

. Two—"
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around the bend in the
road came the wild war-whoop of the

Fawnees. (To hAW)
ZAM-BUK AT THE RINK.

A box of Zam-Buk in your pocket at
the rink, or when i
ete, is the best form of insurance pol-
icy.” The pain and smarting of a cut, &
bruise or a sprain disappears with the
prumpt application of this famous heal-
er. Not only does Zam-Buk give relief,
but it insures you against such serious
after-effects as blood-poisoming, fester-
ing and inflammation.

Zam-Buk is so highly antiseptic that
disease germs are actually destroyel as
soon as they come in contact with. it.
It contains no rancid animal fats, no
mineral coloring matter, but, on the con-
trary, is made from pure herbal essenc-
es. Hockey players will find Zam-Buk
particularly useful.

Zam-Buk is also a sure cure for cold
sores, chaps, etc. Miss Molly Maloney,
of Scotch Hill, Margaree, Cape Breton,
N. 8, says: “I was very much troubled
with chapped hands and cold sores, and
thought I would try Zam-Buk. 1t sooth-
ed the pain, and in a very short time my
hancs were quite smooth and complete-
ly eured.” All druggists and stores, 50
cents box, or pest free from Zam-Buk
Co., Toronto, for price.

Rhymes Qut of Reason.
When the English tongue we speak
Why is “break” not rhymed
“freak™? :
Will you tell me why it’s true
We say “sew,” but likewise “few”?
And the maker of verse
Cannot eap his “horse” with “worse”?
“Beard” sounds not the same as “heard”;
“Cord” is different from “word”;
“Cow’ ’is cow, but “low” is low;
“Shoe” is never rhymed with “foe”;
“Think of “hose” and “dose” and “lose”;
And of “goose’ 'and of “choose.”
Think of “comb” and “tomb” and
“bomb”;
“Deoll” and “roll,” and
l‘some’!‘
. And since “pay” is rhymed with “say,”
Why not “paid” with “said,” I pray?
Ve have “blood” and “food” and “good,”
“Mould” is not pronounced like “could.”
Wherefore “done,” but “gone” and
“lone”?
Is there any reason knownl

with

“home” and

} And, in short, it seems to me,

| Sounds and letters disagree.

P

gngmuhednthtmyhaﬁnﬁh
leaving ome car in & western gity had
been run down
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ous to worry abeut anything.
(Signed) EMMA P. DAVENPORT,
Bismarck P. O.

—men —the sick—the weak —good for
us all; try it. 50c per hox, six for $2.50,
at all dealers, or The Catarrhozone Co.,
Kingston, Canada.
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“HOLD THE LINE.™

Then the Householder Hung Up the
Receiver and Went to Bed.

The night was still. Nights generally
are. The householder had built a fire
in the wood stove with a couple of old
newspapers, which warmed up the vi-
cinity suficiently to enable him to pre-
pare for bed without excessive suffer-
ing. Then he made a shivering run for
the bed and crawled beneath the eov-
ers with chattering teeth, and hooked
his knees over his ears in his effort to
keep warm. .

Then he swore. Afar down in the un-
lighted, eold-mattinged hallway the tele-
phone buzzed merrily. The house-
holder tried to persuade him that it
was a mistake. It waa just the tinkle
of broken icicles on the glasa of the
window, but the telephone objected
strcrgly to this and buzzed fariously.
The householder arose aud hurried
down the stairs. They were not “yarm.
The hall was cold and silent. The
telephone kept up its persistent clam-
or.
“'Ello!” said the householder, wrath-
fully. “Ello!?’

~ “Is that 3456?” inquired a masculine
vaice

“Yes,” said the householder;
d’ve want?”

“Does a family named Mullins live
next door to you”

“Yes,” said the householder;
of it?

“I wish,” said the voice, “you‘d send
over there and ask Miss Mullins to
eome to the ’phone.”

“Huh?” inquired the householder un-
believingly, visions of dressing in the
eold roem and parading out into the

ight flooding his brai g

“Get her as soon as you can’ said
the voice. “I'm in & hurry. Got to
catch & train” Then ‘he householder
came to a swift decision.

“Hold the line,” he said. Then he
:lmlbé hung up the receiver and went

“what

‘what

“Isn’t that our phone?” asked the
householder’s wife after a while; “I’ve
been hearing it for half an hour.”

“It ain’t for us,™ said the houséhold-
er, curling up comfortably. “They had
the wrong number—wanted some one
named Mullins.” —Galveston News.

. JOY OF REMEMBRANCES.

Homely Hints for Blessing Every
Day Living.
(Bebecca Harding Davis in Septem-
A ber St. Nicholas.)

There are probably to-day millions of
worthy young folks in this country who
are beginning their lives with the honest
intention to ‘‘get on’’ in business and in
society, to do the best they ecan for
themselves and the world. They are
earnest American boys and girls with
the American feal for progress, and the
honorable prineipies which make pro-
gress worth while.

But is this all that is necessary? Is
‘“getting on’’ to be the only object in
their training for this life, and the life
to come?

A devout old clergymas of New Eng-
land, in old age, said to his wife: “Ah,
my dear, the times in our life that I
like best to remember now are the days

when we went camping and fishing to-
E;zher in the woods. We to

w each other in those dear old frol-
'm‘ll

’, Whoever we may be, we cannot afford
to leave mh frolics out of our lives.

with us a new thought of happiness.
There are things, too, which should
belong to us, not as breadwinners, but
as human beings, which we are apt to
neglect in fitting up our homes and
designing

our lives.

it does not need a costly grand piano or
Stradivarius for its expression. The
girls and boys of a family never may be
great musicians, but they should have
their piano or violin. However tuneless,
it will give them relief from ill humor
and  wretchedness, and perhaps some-
times, as it did to Caryle, “lead them
to the edge of the Infinite, and bid them
look down into that.”

‘No home, too, should be withomt its

It is & comfortin gvthought to every

) man the he can always find some fel-
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for noisy surroundings, says the London
Mail, was mentioned by a famous
specialist in giving a medical explana-
tion of the case of little Horace Collins,
the heroic messenger boy. The lad, al-
though able to gratify every wish as the
guest of Lord Lansdowne, at Bowood
House, has a mastering ionging for the
bustle and light of the London streets.
“It is a very clear case of nostalgia,”
said the doetor. “A person suffering

like that has lost two everyday friends,
as it were—noise and light. It is entire-
ly due to the nerves. Our mervous sys-
tem gets into a pronounced groove im
accordance with the every day condition
under which we live. A sudden change
in living throws the nervous system out
of gear. Both light and noise are nerv-
ous stimuli to people who live amid
noise and light. Take away the com-
radeship of noise and light, and the
nervous system loses two stimulants
necessary to its well heing and suffers
in consequence.

“With the boy Collins the fact that
he does not see policemen troubles him,
because policemen to him have become
an important part of the natural scheme
of things.

“A very similar case occurred with a
London housekeeper of mine. She was
sent away to the country, and simply
could not endure to live there. She
missed the companionship of noise se
much that she had to bg brought back
to town again quickly, for her health
was beginning to suffer.”

WHY SALVES FAIL
T0 CURE ECZEMA

They Clog the Pores—Only a Liquid
Can Reach the Inner Skin.

Since the old-fashioned theory of cur-
ing eczema through the blood has been
given up by scientists, many different
salves has been tried for skin diseases.
But it has been found that these salves
only clog the pores and cannot penetrate
to the inner skin below the epidermis,
where the eczema germs are lodged.

This—the quality eof penetrating—
probably explains the tremendous suc-
cess of the only standard liquid eczema
cure, oil of wintergreen, thymol, giycer-
ine, ete., as compounded in D. D. D. Pre-
scription.

overturned idols of our

sacrifice of their fondest hopes and de-
sires.

Amateur street cleaning and other
brarehes of sociology have been taught
in some of the Chicago schools, we be-
lieve. Whatever interests the teachers,

fluous, whatever can arouse, distract
or befuddle the tender intelleet, what-
ever, imperfectly learned and mixed
multitudinously with other smatterings,
makes a curdled and indigestible mass
of flubdub, this is, and this, if we know
the passion of Americans for odna-
mental education, will ever be the dream
of boards of education and school com-
mittees.

To read, to write, to cipher; let us
not sacrifice to this Moloch of dead
schoolma’ams and preceptors. Let
children, if so much concession must
still be made to the prejudices of the
pat, let them learn to read doubtfully
and slowly, without intelligence and

a few asentences from a
book. Let them be able to write a let-
ter, muddily worded, spelled after the
manner of the Thane of Skibo, capital-
ized—but down with the capitals! Aas
for the multiplication table, long divi-
sion, fractions and so on, toward these,
in some sense symbols of capitalism,
there is &8 new attitude, as there is
toward property.

Mrs. Young will have to retreat.—
New York Sun.

TITE LASH.
(Toronto Telegram.)

Crimes of violence agrinst women and
children have oecMred with disgusting
of late, and the sentence im

animal inmates—cats, dogs or hirds. The
life of every girl and hoy is unconseions-
ly made deeper and broader by contact

posed In the Police Court the other dag,
which included lashing, is the nearesh
thing to-a cure yet devisel. y

whatever is nobly inutile and super- .




