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By EDISON MARSHALL

)| Even in the shadow of death she| America against

=}

n the bank the tvro men saw it as
in a dream. They called out in theiy
impotenee, and they gazed with horror-.
widened eyes. The waters swept the{
str ing figures down the stream
and out of their sight.

Mulvauey, riderless, was battling;
toward them through the torrent.
The storm recommencéd, the wind
wailed in the ‘Pruce tops, and the
snow sifted down into -he gray waters.

s

II.

Bill Bronson had no realization of
tke full might of the stream until he
felt it around his bedy.
He swam with his eyes open, full
in the currenc, and with a really in-

credible speed. And by the mercy of Look for “;’ mark o
the forest gods almost at once he ::? ::',‘ fo::,, o
caught a glimpse of Virginia’s dark Slum or any cther harmgul

tresses in the water.
The man. seemed simply to leap
through the. vate . And in an instant
more his arm went about hes.
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3 £ Canadian housewsves > who bake at
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wdilf furnish yzutu with dozens of attractive baking
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1 tablespoon butter 3 teaspoons Magic
2 tablespoons sugar ] Baking Powder
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.in a quick oven.

This fact was revealed in a recent Deominion-wide investigation.
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“Give yourself to the current,” he

shouted. “And hang on to me.” ' l.hm T‘

B kitew this river. They were just Tb ‘ m
entering upon a stretch of water

dreaded of old by the rivermen that

had sometimes plied down the streara| of the Naval Confer

ence were ng

jagged rocks and crags and bowlders. | lished in the Hearst
Mr. Ramsay Mac

»

Was aware of the strong wrench of | Donald.
his muscles as he swam, the saving

knew that he was not afraid for him- Conference as
self, but only for her.
Up to now she had not entered into | be described as
comradeship with this man, She had | farcical.” Not eve
keld herself on a different plane.

MY DEAR MR. BRONSON:

I am informed by the head of your
provincial game commission that you

can be employed as guide for hunting | Bronson had erected as part of the
parties wishing to hunt in the Clear-|chain he used when trapping. The

water, north of Bradleyburg. I do not
wish to hunt game, but I do wish to

penetrate that country in search of

my flance, Mr. Harold Louasbury, of
whom doubtless you have heard, and
who disappeared in the Clearwater
district six years ago. I will be ae-
companied by Mr. Lounsbury’s uncle,
Kenly Lounsbury, and I wish you to
secure the outfit and a man to cook
at once. You will be paid the usual
outfitter’s rates for thirty days. We
will arrive in Bradleyburg September
twentieth by stage.

Yours sincercly,

VIRGINIA TREMONT.

This was the note that brought Bill
Bronson to the brink of Grizzly River
on a snow-driven day of October. In
his party were Kenly Lounsbury, his
nephew’s flaniee, Virginia, and Bron-
son’s cook, Vosper,

The weather, promising fair when
they had riddei.. out of -Bradleyburg
into the forest, had turned cold. A
heavy snow blanketed the forest;

0 ! .1 i Teéady the sound of the waters had ob-
snow that might have induced Bill' ¢ \ired the vo.:e¥ on the shnre, Again
Bronson to turn back, except for two !

things.

One was the promise that he had
given Virginia Tremont to find her |
lost lover—a man whtom he dimly re-
collected as having met several years
previously. The other was that this
trip into the wilderness gave him one
more chance to look for his father’s
lost mine, somewhere beyond Grizzly
River,

Bronson’s father and a v 1 named '
Rutherford had discovered ths mine;‘
they worked it together for a season
—and then no more could be learned
of them or their whereabouts till it
was  verified that Rutherford had
crossed from Canada into the States
with the whole season’s gleanings of
gold, amounting to a vast sum. Be-
vond the border he disappeared com-
pletely—and the only possible deduec- !
tion was that he had murdered the
elder Bronson and stolen the gold.
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of the current.
Was battling for its life.

i some of his rider’s strength went into
(his thew and sustained him. Slow’y'could
}the water dropped lower, He was y
‘almost to safety,

Iintending to warn his party not to at-

tempt the crossing. He saw the dim
’shape of Virginia close behind him, |
riding into the full strength of the
current.

i his face, leaving it gray and ashen as
the twilight itself.

not that of Mulvaney’s and he couldn’t
the river that lay before her.
horse, Virginia—euy as you can.”

own horse back into the ful] fury of
the torrent.

his feet. Mulvaney pushed un, clear to
the deepest, wildest portion of the
stream. And then Virginia’s horse
pitched forward into the wild waters.

even for Bill to follow the lightning
events of the next second. He saw the
horse struggle, flounder, then roj] on
his back from the force of the current.

- It swept him down as the wind sweeps
ISSUE Ne. 20—'30 18 straw. And he sav Virginia strug.

zly River had been an arduous one.
On the other side was a cabin which

river, flowing wild, threatened death.
But beyond was comfort.

Kenly Lounsbury, fresh from the
office where he had amassed wealth
by his wits, wanted that comfort,

“Can’t you try the ford?” he de-
manded of Bill,

“Sure, if you want” answered the
ywoodsman, tali, straight, square-
shouldered, not a daredevil, but not
la_king in courage.

As Bill rode into those gray and
terrible waters on Mulvan:y, a horse
whose mettle equalled his rider’s, Vir-
ginia Tremont’s first instinet was to
ci I him back, but for a single second
she hesitated. - ,
Then ske pressed forward to the
water’s bring on Buster, a mount with
heart of steel but lacking in the stam-
ina that had given Mulvaney a name
througtout the Clearwater. .
i “Oh, come back!” she finally found
,words.  “Bronson—Bill—eome back,
Oh, why did I ever let.you go!”
For Bill did not look around. Al-

she called, uniieard. Then she lashed
her Lorse with the bridle yein.

The animal strode down into the
water. Vosper, his craven soul whim-
pering within him, had fallen to the
last place in the line, but Lounsbury
tried to seize her bridle as she pushed
forward.

“Where are you going, you little
fool?” he cried. “Come back.”

The girl turned her head. Her face
was white. “You told him to go in,”
she replied. “Now—it’s the sporting
thing—to follow him.”

The water splashed about her
horse’s knees.

Ahead of her, a dim ghost in the
half-light, Bill sti|] rode on toward the
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The trip from Bradleyburg to Griz-|of their trail, this relationship cou!d

But he was a comrade OW; no mat-| with equal fervor,
ter the outcome, even if they should | of Mr. Hearst or his

henchmen plunges
find only inhospitable Death at the end | beyond reasonable ¢

esque. Americans have always had a
diplomatic inferiority-complex, but to
see in Mr. MacDonald—jg man patient-
on to my shoulder?” he asked her, ly sincere about Disﬁrmament—what-
“Yes—" ever else he may be—a cunning rascal
“Then put your nand on my shoul-! in league with disreputable journal-
der. Il try to work in to the near-| ists to “do down” America is too fan-
est shore.” tastic to merit serious attention. Mr,
Her fingers locked in the cloth of Hearst has sadly overdone it. “The
his shirt. And he began, a little at a| slyest, smoothest, anq trickiest diplo-
time, to cross the Sixty weet of wild mat since Arthur Balfour’—this is
water between them and the shore, eharming language! Mr. MacDonald
He had never been put to a greater| hag his eritics here on other issues,
test. Every ounce of his strength was but in his unwearying effort to bring
needed. He was heavily clothed and| the Conference to a successful result
shod, and the girl, exhausted, was he hcs the backing of the nation. The
scarcely able to give aid at all. More
than once he felt himself weakening.
But the river gods were merciful,
after al’. A jack pine had fallen on|-
the shore, and its green spire, still
clothed with needles, lay half-suh-
merged, forty feet out into the stream,
Bill's arm encountered it, than
snatched at it in a final, spasmodic
impulse of his muscles. And his grip
held fast.

“Hang on,” he breathed. Only a;
moment more."”
He drew himself and the girl up
on the slender trunk, then crawled
along it toward the shore. Now they
were half out of the water. And in 3
moment later they both felt the river
bottom against their knees.
He drew her to the bank, staggered
and fell, and for 3 moment both of
them lay lifeless to the soft caress of
the snow. But Bil] did not dare lose
consciousness. He was fully aware
that the fight was only_half won.
“Getoff your clothes,” he command-

never be destroyed.
“If I let go of you, can you hang

The attempis at artificial respigation Opinion.

in their fur-laden canoes—a Place of | helped bythe remarkable outburst pub-

The attack is quite venomous. [n
might of his powerful frame. She/its opening passages it describes the

“farcial if jt were not
tragic.” The attack itselt might wel]
“tragic if it were not

Tryone can love the
Chairman of the Naval Conference

but the language

riticism into burl-

o

British people will agree wjth Mr‘ Speaking of the good old days, do
Price Bell; Mr. Hearst’s attack is just! you remember the old-fashioned

reckless and blackguardly. — Public | who used to make ash receivers out
of cigar bands? ' Well, she now has a

t daughter who makes one out of the

Young lady ( justv operated on for ap-

B i1l th parlor rug. d
newspapers in | Pendicitis)—“Oh, doctor, wi e scar :
i .| show?” Doctor—“Not it vyou are
careful.” Campers Carry Minard’s.
- —— ——— - -

a5 /” You can’t imagine more
X i . . . .

delicious Cookies than
Christie’s Cookies . . . so
crisp and crunchy . . . such
enticing flavors . . . keep a
| supply on hand always . . .
| ‘ for *tween-meal and meal-
" time appetites. 45 delicious
- Cookies'in each package.
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ed; “you’re soaked through—and P11
wring ‘em out. If | don’t you can’t
live to get to the cabin. Your stoek-
ings first.”

The thought of disobedience did not
éven come to her.

“Rub your skin swiftly with your
Lands,” he went on. ‘“‘Above al] things
keep the blood going in your veins,

opposite shore. And now—ful] hal-[RUD a8 hard ag you can.

Way across—he was in the full force
It was all toc plain that his horse

But Mulvaney was true. Perhaps

(Richardson

an-hour runabout with
dependable 110-H.P. Gray
Marine motor. The 17*
cockpit {s ample for any

. Py barty.  The smail bow
] ) cabin has toflet and lotg
19 0 rm:q of hanging space fop

clothes, bathing suits,

Bolf bags ang fishing
tackle,
Sales and Service by This

T. B. F. BENSON, N.A.
371 Bay Street

i Day Crulsabouty
(priced at $3.685 at fac-
tory) and her sister -hips

TOl’OIltO Ont are f{llustrated in our
s -

Already she had tossed him her
drenches* stockings, and he was wring-
ing them in hig strong hands. She
rubbed her legs dry with her palms..r
ard put the stockings back on. Then !

At that instant Bil] glanced around, |

All color swept in an instant from’

He knew that Buster’s strength was

ive in the deepest, swiftest part of
“Turn back,” he said. “Turn your

At the same instant he turned his

Buster wheeled, struggling to keep

In the half-light it was impossible

| . . %
’{the cabin. We're across the river, you
know.”

she threw off Ler coats and outing |
suit and he Wrung them as dry as he !

Then quickly she dressed |
again. |

“Now—fast as you can walk toway |

(To be continyed.)
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