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BEGIN HERE TO-DAY.

Ben Darby, a prisoner, is declared to

friemd,
Ezra Melville. Together they start on

a trip to the Yuga River, where
ssession of &

Ezra goes to take
rich claim left by h&o brother,

Hiram Melville, who recently had

died. Ben is to have a partnership
and a new lease of life. At Snowy
Gulch lives

Jeffery Neilson and his two partners,
Ray Brent and Chan Heminway.
Neilson, leader of the notorious
gang, has a beautiful daughter,

Beatrice, with whom Brent is in love.

When Ezra and Ben arrive at the
north woods Ben’s memory returns.
They meet a frontiersman and
learn that Neilson and his
have started toward Hiram’s claim.
Ezra suggests that Darby on to
Snowy Gulch, and he will travel
towardtheirdestination. At Snowy
Guich Ben finds that Fenris, the
late Ezra Melville’s pet wolf, has
broken loose and stands ready to
destroy a beautiful girl.

GO ON WITH THE STORY.

The fangs were bared, gleaming in
foam, the hair stood erect on the
powerful shoulders; ang instantly
Ben recognized its breed. It was a
magnificent specimen of that huge,
g#unt runner of the forests, the
Northern wolf.

He knew this breed—this savage,
blood-mad, fierce-eyed creature that
turned, snarling, at his approach.
Fenris was only a fellow wilderness
creature, a pack brother of the dark
forests, and he had no further cause
for fear.

“Fenris!” he ordered sharply.
L/"C«mo here!” His voice was com-
manding and clear above the animal’s
snarls. )

There followed a curious, long in-
stant of utter silence and infinite sus-
B s, Fucsis B
“Dow“vm, enris, gud again.

Then slowly, steadily, Ben moved
toward him. Watching unbelieving,
Morris saw the fierce eyes begin to
lose their fire. The stiff hair on the

gang ' found himself regarding Beatrice. He
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“Dewn, down,” he caution-
ed quietly. Suddenly the wolf crouch-
ed, cowering, at his feet.
Ben straightened to find himself
under a wondering scrutiny by beth
Morris and the girl. “Geod Lord,
Darby!” the former exclaimed. “How
did you do it—7?”
Suddenly Ben reached and toek the
wolf’s head between his hands. Slov.r-
ly he lifted the savage face till their
eyes met. The wolf growled, then,
whimpering, tried to avert its gaze.
Then a rough tongue lapped at the
man’s hand.
' And now, for the first time, Ben

could scarcely take his eyes from her
face. He knew perfectly that he was
staring rudely, but he was without

the power to turn his eyes. Her dark
eyes fell under his gaze.
“There’s nothing I can say—to

thark you,” the girl was murmuring.
“I never saw anything like it; it was
just as if the wolf understood every
word you said.”

“O'd Hiram had him - pretty well,
trained, I suspect.” The man’s eyes
fell to th¢ shaggy form at his feet.
“I'm glad I happened along, Miss—"

“Beatrice Neilson. I live here.”

Neilson! His mind seemed to leap
and catch at the name. Just that
day he had heard it from the lips of]
the merchant. ‘And this was the
house next door where dwelt his fel-
®w traveler for the morrow.

“Then it’s your father—or brother
—wheo’s going to the Yuga—'"

“No,” the girl answered deubtfully.

alone—" .

Then the gray eyes lighted and a
smile broke about Ben’s lips. Few|
times in his life had he smiled in quite
this vivid way.

“Then it’s you,” he exulted, “whe
is going to be my fellow traveler to-
morrow!”’

CHAPTER VL
HITTING THE TRAIL.

Ben found, rather as he had ex-
pected, that the girl was not at all
embarrassed by the lkmowledge that
they were to have a lonely all-day
ride together.

The frontier
judge men.

As daylight broke they started out
down the shadowed street of the
little town.. ‘
“The last we'll see of civilization
for a long, long time,” the girl re-
minded him.

The man thrilled deeply.
glad of it,” he answered.
ahead but the long trail!”

‘At the very headquarters of Poor
Man’s Creek, where the stream had
twindled to a silver thread between
mossy banks, Beatrice and Ben made
their noon camp.

But it was not to be that this jour-
ney should hold only delight for Ben.

had taught her to
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“A Stylish Dress
. for 15 ctsl”

R belps a Iot when & woman is wise |
to home dyeing OM, ma—-,’
“othtm.yuotunhur. Just

sould do it—if ounly you'll use real dye. |

It's easy to Diamond dye Gozens of
things, and do wonderfa! tinting of .
snderwear sud all dainty pleces. Using
true dye is the seeret. You can Dis
mougd dye all your curtains and covers, '
somrfs sud spreads; any material, and
uﬂxovvvrotl:;-'e.k:n'Sacn_uy,it‘v1
|
TREE: ssk the druggist for the

!

A half-mile down the river he sudden-
ly made a most momentous and dis-
turbing discovery. ;

He had stopped his horse to reread
the copy of Hiram Melville’s letter,
intending te verify his course. His
gaze came to rest upon a familigr
name. .

. Look out for Jeff Neilson and his
gang,” the letter read. “They seen
some of my dust.”

At first he did not glance at Bea-
trice. Slowly he folded the letter and
put it back into his peeket.

“I'm going all right,” he announced.
He urged his horse forward.

“It seems to me we must be head-
ing - into abeut the same country,”
Ben went on. “You see, Miss Neilson,
I'm going to make my first permanent
camp somewhere along this still
stretch.”

“My father has come to the con-
clusion that it’s really worth prospect-
ing. He's in this same country now.”

name was—"’

shoulders fell into place, tense muselef

‘be a victim of amnesia by & noted Ben stood beside him now, his hand
alienist, and is paroled to an old reaching.

“My father is already there. I’'m here{doubtfull

river.”

seeing him. It seems rather unlike} y.”

- == = t

“There’s nothing I can say—to
thank you,” the girl was murmur-
ing. ‘
ram. “lI may have a wrong steer,
Mr. Neilson,” he said, “but a man I

Snowy Gulch, advised me to come
m He said that he had seme sort
of a claim up here and that his bro-
thetleﬂ:him,andthough it was a]
pocket country, he thought there'd
soon be a great rush up this way.” |
“I hardly know whe it could have
been that you met,” Neilson began
y. “He didn’t tell you his
name—" .
“Melville. I believe that was it.
And if you’ll tell me hew to find him,
I'll try to go on to-night.”

“Melville, eh? I guess I know who
you mean now. But no—I den’t know
of any claim unless it’s over east, be-
yond here. Maybe further down the

Ben made no reply at once; but his
mind sped like lightning. Of eourse
Neilson was lying about the claim:
he knew perfectly that at that mo-
ment he was occupying one of Hiram
Meiville’s cabins.

“He hasn’t come up this way?” Ben
asbed casually. ;
“He hasn’t come through here that
I know of. Of course I'm working at
my claim—with my partners—and he
might have gone through without our

“He told me, in the few minutes

met down on the river-trail, out of].

When the night had come down in
full, and as he sat about the glowing
coals of his supper fire, he had time
to devote serious thought to the fate
of Ezram.

Impelled by an urge within himself,
Ben suddenly knelt beside his lupine
friend. He could not understand the
flood of emotion, the vague sense of
impending and dramatic events that
stirred him to the quick. He only'
knew, with a knowledge akin to in-
spiration, that in Fenris lay the an-
swer to his problem.

“Fenris old boy,” the man whisper-
ed “Can you find him for me, Fen-
ris? He’s out there somewhere—”
the man motioned toward the dark—

“and I want him. Can you take me to
him?”

(To be continued.)
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potentialities of Canada and to get some vision
which fortune has undoubtedly
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to appreciate hetter the tre-

The Prizes will be ae follows:

ment may enter the contest.
not exceed 1,000 words in length.

of comtestant,
st
guandian, or school teacher:

land; visualize her future. Then decide from what
angle you will deal with your subject and write your
essay in 1,000 words or less. “‘
April 16, 1927). |
RULES OF CONTEST I

AR scholars not ever seventesm (17) Yeara of age whose parents
or guardians submertbe for one of the papers casrying this announce-

Hasaye may deal with the subject from any point of view, but muet %?
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"thcmmatmmummmu (name of
(he or she) is not over seventeen (17) years of age.”
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For Example
A man of 30 may obtain our
“EXCEL” Policy, payable after
a fixed time, for $2,500, at an
annual premium of only
$44.90

RPSsatapsests 190 1Paa 0ot pPaping
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Select Male Risks, ages 15 to 45, may obtain insurance
' up to $2,500 without Medical Examination.

) Medl This Conpon To-day
r LIFE INSURANCE CO. §
lncmsxonunmmmz "
Please send me pasticulars of your EXCEL K
'HI'Q.
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that I talked to him, that his cabin |
was somewhere close to this one—J
thcught he said up this creek.” |
“There is a cabin up the creek g
way,” Neilson admitted, “but it ism’t
the one he meant. It’s on my claim, |
and my two partners are living in it. |
But when he said near to this one, |
he might have meant ten miles. Tht’s}
the way we northern men speak of
distance.” ; i
He said his farewells to the girl,
refused an invitation to pass the'
night in the cabin, and made his way
to the green bank of the stveam. Four '
hundred yards from the cabin—ob. |
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A NEW BLOOMER DRESS. |
Charmingly simple is the attractive |
bloomer dress pictured here and a

) Faith.
Dark are the pines’ long shadowa cast
By the droeping flame of day,
Icebound  the meadow and the marsh
Which mark my homeward way,
Yet in the faith of other years
I am assured that soon
Springtime will strew my path with
flowers .
And I shall tryst with June.
—Anabel Barber.
“....Q_ﬁ___-__
DON'T BE DECEIVED.
A bargain, eo called, in cheap bulk
tea, isu’t worth what you pay for it.
R N ;

Success.

The secret of success is often in-
quired for, and here it is: it is not in

style very easily fashioned. The front

gifts, or human learning, or exception-

The old-fashioned mother’s method
of soothing her fretful child to sleep
by softiy singing to it has given mod-
ern scientists a new notion for deal-
ing with insomnia. They have decided
that a low crooning or humming sound
is the best cure for this troublesome
modern malady.

So a “sleep box" has been perfected,
fitted with an electrical device which
reproduces the low humming noise
made by a sevarm of bees.

The machine continuwes to produce
these sounds for a little over half an
hour, after which it gradually becomes
silent. It is claimed that the moet
| stubborn case will have succumbed to
the spell of slumber long before the
half hour is up.

R

and back are gathered to a fitted yoke al opportunities, or in earthly advant- Kill warts with.Minard’s Liniment.

and 8 years. Size 4 years requires 25
yards 36-inch material, or 1% yards
64-inch, and 3 yard 36-inch contrast-'
ing.for yoke and belt. Price 20 cents’
the pattern. |

Our new Fashion Book contains
many styles showing how to dress boys |
and girls. Simplieity is the rule for
well-dressed children.  Clothes of |

| charmcter and individuality for the!
 junior follks are hard to buy, but easy !

to make with our patterns. A small
amount of money spent on good ma-
terials, cut on simple lines, will give
children the privilege of wearing ador-
able things. Price of the beok 10e
the copy. -

‘BOW TO ORDER PATTERNS.

Write your name and address plain.
ly, giving number and size of such
patterns as you want. Enclose 20e in
stamps or coin (coin preferred; wrap
it carefully) for each number and
address your order to Pattern Dept,
Wilson Publishing Co., 73 Weat Ade-
laide St., Toronto. Patterns sent )y
return mail.
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jopening on the kimona shoulders,{ ages, but in a heart consumed wtth:
while @ trim belt fastens in front. The the flame of ardent, holy, heavenly ;
bloomers have elastic run through a: !ove.—Gen. William Boeth, queted in |
| top casing and at the lower edge of | “Echoes and Memories,”
| the legs. No. 1492 is in sizes 2, 4, 6 Wweil Booth.

by Bram-

[RE— ,ﬁ_-%_._. TORETe
Parrat Wha Loves Liberty.
An Australian parrot in the London
}‘Zoo has gnawed his way out of eigh-
i teen cages in three years.
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