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' SYNOPSIS OF
PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.'

CHAPTER 1.—Philiy Stecle. son o
Chicago miltionaire. lover of adventure and
outdoor. life, enlists at Regina in the Cana-

an Northwest Mounted ~Police,  Tn his
cabin atation far up in the north he gets
orders to o to_the Hudson Bay Company
goit 3t Lac Bain, to join Bucky Nome. 3
eliow police officer.

CHAPTER
Bain the company’s
ders him to go on
Hudson's Ray, to . meet
Becker, & high official in the company™
vice, who is on his way to visit
Bai on ® toue al investigation.
finds the colonel,_and_ with him unexpectedly.
Trobel The ‘fondness between them

11.—On Steele’s arcival at Lac

convinces Steele they are husban:
CHAPTER 1JT

vasin i

Mre S mecher after suoper at Dreed's. much
to the indignation of Stecle, who krows him
well. When Stecle and Neme return 1o
their cabin at st Steele angers Nome
y charging him murder, and  with
kaving_designs on ker. Stecle or-

o quit

ders. lhe  seevice and b
country, to become what he knows he will
be an outlaw. Nome leaves, withthreats
of ultimate vengeance. Then. later. Stecle

Shoulders his pack and be, too, quity Lac

ain.
CHAPTER IV.—Steele visity the cabin of
Jacque Pierrot, a half breed. with the idea of
im crpanion_on hix patrol in-
There he is shown 2 silken
at Chuschill to
1i-imown_od:

“fection lor Mrs.

R V.—Inspector MacGregor sum- | of the barrens, which swept away

and tends him

APTE
wmoos Stecle to Prince Albert X
Cekusko to brivg

on a dangerous mission to W

back a man named Thorpe. o had at-
tempied to murder Chiel Constructor Hodges.
CHAPTER VI—Stecle ls kidnapped at
Wekusko, through the decoy of a beautiful
oman, and gagged and nailed up
Vght in a box, which is carried to the wo
man's eabin. This woman is the wile of
Thorpe.  ~
_CHAPTER_VIL—While imprisoned in the
box in the Thorpe home, Hodges visita the

Mrs,
Mrs.
ng

horpe, _which
Thorpe bitterly .
her husband and pursaing her
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playing the chump, Phil ~Steel
Here you go up to Blg Chief Ma:

| Gregor, throw out your chest, and
4isay to him, ‘I can get that man’

{and. when the big chief
< eant, sou call him a four-pl
‘amus ln your mind, ‘and Bet
| mission to go after lm auyw
ijust because yowre in

dred miles or o—and
consequence?

vour. fault after

at et

grub, nurse a hrokex

home,

But yowve learned somethini 1w
You've learned there’s never a i

like Mr. William DeBar.”

| fle lighted.his, pipe and wont t

| the door. For the first time in daxs
o' the sun was ehining in a cold blaze

You
follow your man up here—four hun-

what's the
Yeu lose all hope of
finding her, and yon ‘man’ goes just
what the big chief said be Would do,
and lays you out-—though it wasn't
0, Then you take
1:| possession of another man's shack
!when he isn't his
head, and, won-
der why the devil yeu ever joined

20 good but there’s a beiter one some
where—even if he is a mau-killer

“So I am,” said the other. “Ed-
.|| .ward Wallace Boftin, M. D. 900

North Wabash Avenue, Chicago.”

-

( CHAPTER XIIL
1! The Great Love Experiment.
OR a foll balf minute after

the other’s words Phliiy

stared in  ustonlshment

Then, with a joyful shout,
he suddenly reached ont his hand
|.across the stove.

“By thunder,” he erled, “you're
from home:”

“Home!” exclaimed the other.
There was a startled note in his
volce. “Youre—youre' & Chicago
man?" he asked, staring strangely
at Philip and gripping . bis band at
the same time. .

“Ever hear of Stecle—Philip Eg-
bert ‘Steele? I'm his son.”

“Good Heaven: drawled the
doctors gazing stilt harder at bim
and pinching the ice from his beard,
“shat care you doing up here?”

“Prodigal son,” grinned Phillp.
“Waiting for the calf to get good
and fat. What are you doing?”

“Making a fool of myself,” re
plied the doctor. looking at the
top of the stove and rubbing his
hands until his fingers snapped.

At the North Pole, if they Lad

e.
o

‘the glorlous Royol Mouated when | met there, Phitip would have known
vowve got money to burn. You're | him for a profes ional man. His
a wise one, you are, Phil Stecle— | howey Soolen suit was tailor made.

¢ wore a coliar and a fashionable
A lodge signet dangled at his
My chain, He was clean.shaven
and his blond Van Dyke beard was
irimacutately  trimmed.  Everything
abont him, from: the top of his
head td the bottom ‘of his laced

1
boots, shouted profession, eveh in

0y i

we

o

of fire over the toutheastern edge | the Argtic snow.

He.was a man of about forty.

in‘a lmitless waste of snow-dune | with a thin sensitive face, strong
and rock and stunted Eerub ameng ! rather than handsome. and remark-
I\\'hi\}l oceasional Indian and -half- | able eyes. They were not large
breed trappers sct their dead-fulls | nor far apart, but® were like twin
and poison Dbaits for the northern | dynames. reflecting the life of the
fox. i man within, They were the sort

Sixtv miles to the west was Fort | of eres which Philip had -always

Smith. A hundred miles to th
south lay the Hudsen's Bay

pany’s post at Chippewayan; &

Com- |

hun- | bing his hands, and, unbuttoning
Jdred and fifty miles to the couth
i

e | assaciated with great mental power.

The doctor had now finished rub-

his wnder coat. he drew a smal!

i when he assaults her. - N !

ik i el B s B fund east was the post ai Pond du | eibver cigaretie cuse from his

knows the. entire._siors .of the wicked coni” lac. and to the north—nothing. A | coat pocket.

ey agsins, Thorre,  HE [P olir i (housund miles o S0 1P there one | “They're mot poison,” he smiled.
3 tis wiie to Ch Tving them a_would have struck the polar sea and | opening it and.offering the cigarettes

d hicago,
check for $1,000 with whiclh to begin lile
over again. )

CHAPTER ViIL—Back in

MocGregor's
Deliaz, anoth

tewit dar uwp north o
office again, Steele gets a lelter b 3
Teatns for the Rest time that Isobel Becker
fo¥he duughier amd wot the young wife of

3 : the

wnd DeRar, another

ther offcers sent qreviously
cr rewrned.

c bunt of DeBar,

ER X1.—Dellar gnd Steele
there 38 a good deal in the character of
That the other likes. The outlaw'is not so
bad as painted. .

CHAPTER XIL.—Steele and DeBar, alone
together in the midst of the. vast snows.
agree to Bght to the death with guns.
he struggle Steele fally and his head strikes
3 ‘spone: he esomes uppconscious, DeBar
carties lim to e catind dresses his wourd,

fim ard then flecs.

As quickly as possible DeBar car-
ried Philip into the cabin and placed
Lim on one of the cots. Then he
gathered certaln articles of fond
from Pierre's stock and put them in
his' pack. FHe had carried the pack
half way to the door when he
stopped, dropped his load gently to

the floor, and ‘thrust a band inside
]‘ Afjer a litile he heard the shrill
{creaking of - sledge on the crust
volce

From it he drew
forth a letter. ' 1t Was ‘= ‘woman's
letter—and he read it mnow
bowed head, a letter of infinite faith.
and hope, and love, and when once
more he turned toward Phillp bis
face was filled with the flush of a
great happlness. =

“Mebby you don't understand,
Phil” he whispered. as it the other
were listening to him. “Im golng
fo leave this.” .

With the stud of a pencil he scrib-
bled a few words at the bottom of
the crumpled letter.

He wrote in a orode, awkward
hand:

“You'd won {f it hada’t been for
the rock. But 1 guess mebby that
1t was God who put the rock there,
Thil. While you was asleep I took
the bullets out of your cartridges

his coat pocket.

.and put in damp paper, for 1 didn't | diminutive drum-mejor, and Philip
pipe stfll fa
visitor

want to see any harm done with the
guns, 1 dido’t shoot to hit you
and after all. I'm glad it was the
rock that hurt you Instead of me."”

He leaned over the cot to nssure
himself that Philip's breath was
coming steadler and stronger, and
then laid the letter on the young
man's breast. .

Five minutes later he (was plod-
ding steadily abead of his big
Mackenzie hound {mto the people-
less barrens to the south and west.

And stlll later Phillp opened bis
eyes and saw what DeBar had left
for him. He strugsled into a sitting
posture and read the tew lines which
the, outlaw. had written.

“Here's to you. Mr. Felix Mac-
Gregor,” he chuckled feebly, bal.
ancing himseit on the edge of the
bunk.

“You'ré right. Il take two-men

. to lay out Mr Willlam DeBar—it

you ever get him at allt”

Three days later, still in the cabin,
he ralsed a hand 'to hls bandage”
head with an odd grimace, half
pein, half of leughter.

“Yowre a good one, you-pre!’h
sald to himeelf, lmping back and
forth across the NArroy space ©
the rcabin. “Ynw've eot them a'
beaten lo a rag when It eomes t

with .

‘tne Eskimo, and it was with this
thought .of the lifelessness and mys-
tery of a dead and empty world that A
. Philip turned his eves from the sun
into the gray desolation that reached

to Philip. 1 have them
especially for mysell.”
sound outside the door made
him pavse -with a lighted match be-
tween his fingers.

made

{irom Pierre Thoreaw's door to the |, “How about dogs and Indian?”
end of he earth. H he asked.
© off to the mnorth he saw a
; speck movinz in the chaos | doo
It ‘might have been a fox | “So exciting to meet a man from
over a swow-dune, a rifle- | homn rhat I forgot all about ‘em.” he

distznces are elusiv

for

or a caribou at a ‘greater
tence. but the longer he looked th

i more convinced he became that it
. t
% moved slowly, disappeared for a few

was none of these—bnt a mai.

, re the gky and the earth seem
" to meot in a cold gray Tim about

ne: or it might have heen a musk.
dis-

e

with
the doctor overtook him and caught

d.
three or four quick steps

him by the arm.

“Just a moment.” he eaid quickly.
“How far is Fort Smith from here?”

“About sixty miles.”

“Do vou suppose | could get there
out his ascistance?”

e

. minutes In one of the dips of the “it youre willifg to bunk here
|plaln, and came into vlew again | for a few days—yes,” said Philip.
much nearer. This time he mada | “I'm voing on to Fort Smith myseif
out & man. and behind, a sledze and | as soon as 1 am able 1o walk.”

ing the door and coming back to th
stove. "1 wonder what the deuc
the breed will say when he finds
stranger here and his
gome.”

outside and then a man's

The sounds stopped clcse to th

1's Pierre,” he shivered. cloa.

grub  balt

| An expression of deep relfet
came into the doctor’s eyes.

{hat's just what 1 want, Steele,”
ke evchimed. unfeignedly detighted
at Philip's suggestion. -

“I'm not well, and 1 require a
little rest. Call him in.”

No sooner had the Indian en.
tered than to Philip's astonishment
the iittle doctor began talking rapld.
e { 1y to bim in Cree. The gulde's eyes

o

a

cabin and were, followed by @ | lighted up Intellizently, and at the
knaok‘n}u the door. “| end he replied with a singlé word.

~Come in1® cried Philtp, and: In | noddcd. and grinned. ' PhAUIG noticed
the same breath it fiashed unen him | that as be talked a slight flush gath-
that could nou be the breed, | ered in the doctor's smooth checks.
and that it must be a mighty par- | and that not only by his voice bu-
teular and unusual personage to| by the nse of lis hands as well

knock at all.
The door opened
came in. He was

and
a

a

overcoat and a huge beaver cal

{that concealed all of his face but
jhis eyes. the tip of his nose, and
the frozen end of a beard which

|stuck ont between .the laps of: hi
{turned-np coller like a horn.
all the world ne looked like
yrose speechless. ‘his
his mouth, as his stramge
closed the door behind him an
approached.

“Beg pardon,” sald the strangér,
walking 88
though heé were ice to the marrow
“Its
8o beastiy cold that I have taken
the liberty of dropping in to gat
wprm.” i

in a smothered voice,

and afrald-bi breaking himself.

It 1s cold—benstly cold." replle
Phillp, emphacizing the word.
was down to sixty last night.
oft your things.”

“Devil

“1'd rather roast of the fever tha
freeze to death. :
Philip mped
him, and the stranger
sharply for &' moment.
“Limp mot natural

he

collar. “Bandage a little red, eyes
“averish, lips too pale. Slex, or
urt?”

Phitip laughed as the little man
opped to the stove and began rub-

ing his-hands.
“Huct,” he sald.

man
little man,
and was bundled in a great beaver

For

e
‘Take

of a country—this,” shiv.
ered the man, unbuttcning his coat.

forward to nsslst
eved him

said
quickly, bis voice freeing Itmelt at
last from the depths of his coat

3 "It you weren't
sur hundred , miles from nowhere
’d say that you were & doctor.”

he seemod anxlous fo improes upon
hie listener the.jmportance of what
he was saying.

“He'll start back for Chippewayan
this afternoon.” he. explained- to
Philip a moment loter. "The dogs
and sledge are mine, and he says
that he can make itieastly on anow-
s | shoes.” ~Then he Mghted his’clgar-
ette and added susgestively, “He
can’t understand Enghsh.”

The Indian had caught a glimpse
of-Philip's bélt and holster, and now
muttered & few low words, as though
he were grumbling at the stove. The
doctor poised his cigarette midway
to his lips and lookedquickly across
at Philip.

“Possibly you: belong to the North-
west Mounted Police,” he suggested.

“Yes”.,

“Heavéns,” drawled - the doctor
again, “and you the sdn of a mil
Honatre hanker! What you doing it
tor?” !

aFup," answered Phillp, halt laugh-
{ng. “And I'm not getting it in sugar-
coated peilet form either, Doctor. I
came up here to xet a man, found
him, and was gloriously walloped for
my trouble. I'm not particularly sor-
1y, either. Rather zind he got away.”

“Why?" asked the doctor.

Tn spite of thetr short -acquafnt-
agce Philip began to feel a sort of
comradeship for the man opposite

?

a

d.

D
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.
uyell” he sald hesitatingly, “you
gee, he was one of those criminals
who are made ‘crimlnals. Some one
elge was respousible—sa case of one
man suffering because of another
. man’s sins.” .

1t the doctor had: received the
thrust of a pin he could not have
jumped from his chbair with more

.| ginning to pace

startling suddenness thao he did at
Philip’s .- words. - -+

“That's i¢!” he cried excitedly, be-
back eamd forth
across the cabin floor. “It's more
than & theory—its a truth—that
people suffer more because of other
people than on accoust of them-
selves. We're born to it and we
keep it up, inflicting a thousand
pricks and a thousand SOrFOWS to
galo one selfish end and it Isn't
once in a hundred times that the
boomerang comes home and strikes
the right one down. But when it
does—when it does. eir—"

As suddenly as he had begum, the
doctor stopped, and he laughed 3 1t
tle upnatu-ally.

“Bosh!” he exclaimed. "l.et's see
that head of yours, Steele. Speaking
of pains and pricks‘reminds me that,
belng a surgeon. 1 may be of some
assistance to you."

Phillp knew that he had checked
himself with an effort, and as his
new acquaintance begon to loosen
the bandage he found himselt won-
dering what, mysterious migsion
could have sent a Chicago surgeon
up to Fort Smith. The doctor Inter-
rupted his thoughts.

“Queer place for a blow.” he said
briskly. “Nothing serious — slight
abrasion—trifie feverish. We'll set
you to rights immediately.” He bus-
tlud to his greatcoat and from ome
of the deep pockets drew forth a
leather medicine case. H

“Queer place, queer place”
chuckled, returning with a vmhm
his hind

Philip fhughed whth him, and
the time the doctor had finished |he
had giveniihim an account of his af-
falr with ‘DeBar. Not until hours

by

Jater, when the Cree had leit on jbls
return trip and they sat smoking pe-
fore a roaring fire after supper, did

it occur to him how confidentiat| he
had become. Seldom had Philip met
4 man who impressed him as didgthe
little surgeon. He liked him "im.
mansely. | He felt that he had known
him for years fnstead of hours, and
chatted: frecly of his adventures and
asked a thousand questions about
home. The doctor said nothing about
himscll or his own personal affairs,
md cleverly changed the conversa-
jon whenever it threatened to drift
in that direction.

ft was late when Phllip rose from
his chair, suggesting that they go to
bed. Ile laughed frankly across into
the other's face.

“Eoffin—Bofin—Bofin,” he mused.
“Strapge, D've.never heard of xou
d couth, Docter. New what the
deuce can you be dolng np here?”
There was a point-bionk challenge

i 5. The doctor leancd 8
toward him as if about to
speak. bnt caught himself. .

I know your father.” he said at
last, a low, restrained voice. “I
know him well, and of ccurse T read
what the papers said when you broke

away from sodiety ta g0 roughing it
down in South America. 1 believe
you're honest—on e square.”

Philip stared at him in amazement.

“f 1 didn’t”.he went on, rubbing
his hands agaln over the stove. 'T'd
follow your suggestion. and go° to
bed. As it is. I'm zoing to tell you
why I'm up here. on your word of
honer to maintain seerecy.
a selfish end in vinw for you may be
able to assist me. Bt mothing must
go beyond yourse  What do you
say to the conditinn?”

“I will not break vour confidence—
unless you have murdered some one,”
laughed Phillp, stooping to light a
fresh pipe. “In that event you'd bet.
ter keep quiet, as ['d have to haul
you back to headauarters.”

He did net Bee the deepening of
the flush in the other's face.

“Good” said the doctor. “Slt
down, Steele. I take it for granted
‘that you will help me—if you can.
ipirst 1 suppose 1 pught to confess
{fhat my name is nat Boffin, but Me-

5ill—Dudley MGl professor of
heurology and discases of  the
brato—"

! Phillp almost dropped his pipe.
i“Great Scott, and it was you Who
{vrote—" He stopped, striog in
iamazement.

“Yes, It was I who wrote ‘Freda,’
It that's what you refer to.” finished
the doctor, “It caused a little sensa-
tion, as you may know,wand nesrly
got me ousted trom the college. But
it gold up to two nundred thousand
coples, 50 it wasn't a bad turn,” he

.added. "1 belleved eversthing that 1
wrote—end more. It was my theory
‘ot lite

He sprang from ais chair and be-
gan walking back and forth in his
quick, exclted way. The flush had
gone from his face now and was Te-
placed by & strange paleness. Hia
lips were temse, the fingers of his
hands tightly clenched, his volce was
quick, sharp, inclsive when he spoke.
. “It was my theory of life" he re-
peated almost flercely, “and that ‘is
the ‘begirming of wny I am up here.
My theory wae that there existed no
guch thing as ‘the divine spark of
love' between mem and women not
related by blood, ~o Teaching out of
one soul for another—no faith, no
purity, no umion between msn and
woman but that could be broken by
low passions. My theory was that
man and woman were but machines,
and that passion, and mot the love
which we dream and read of, unlted
these mochines; and that every ma-
chine, whether it was & man or/a
woman, could be broken and de-
stroyed in a moral sense by some
other machine of the opposite sex—
1t conditions wese right, Do’you un-

derstand me? My theory was de

‘went on bitterly,

T've got)

tructive of homes, ot happiness, of
moral purity. It was bad. I argued
my polnt in medical journals, and I
wrote a book, based on fit. Bat I
lacked proof, the actual proof of ex-
perience. So: T set out ‘to axperi-
ment.” .

He seemed to huve forgotten now
that Philip was In the room, and
as {f arraiguing
himself for something which hg_ had
not yet disclosed.

“It made me a—a—almost a erim-
{nal,” be continued. “I had no good
thoughts for humanity, beyond my
smail endeavors in my little field of
science: 1 was a machine myselt,
cold, passlonless, carlng little for
women—thus proving, it I had stop-
ped to consider myself, the unrea-
sonableness of my own theors. Cool
1y and without a thought ot the con-
sequences, [ set out to prove myself
right. When I think of it now my
action appals me. 1 was not cramped
for money. So I determined ‘to ex-
periment with the six machloes—
three young men and three young
women,

T planned that each person should
be unconsclous of the part he or she
was playlng, and that each pair
should be thrown constantly together
—not in Society, mind you, for my
theory was that conditlons must be
right. Tbrough a trusted and high-
iy pald agent I hired my people—
the men.- Through another, who was
a woman, I Ti%red those of the oppo-
site sex. One of the young women
was sent to an obecure little place a
hundred miles back {rom the Bra-
zilian .coast, ostensibly to .act as
governess for the childran of an
American family which did not exist.
To this same place, through the other
agent, was sent a man, whose duty
was to get information about the
country for a party of capitalists.
Do you begin to understand now?”

“Yes, I begin to understand,” sald
Philip.

“This place to which they went
was made up of a dozen or 5o ho-
vels,” continued the doctor, resum-
ing his nervous walk. “There was
no one there who could talk or un-
derstand their language but these
two, The consequence—conditions
were right. They would be constant-
Iy together. They would cither prove
or disprove my theory that men and
women were but machines of pas-
sion. 1 knew that they would stay
at this place during the three months
1 had allotted for my experiment, for
1 pald them a high price. Toe girh
when she found no American family,
wns told to wait untll they arrived.
The man, of course, had plenty of
supposed work to keep him there”
o] understand.” repeated Phillp.

“The second couple,” continued the
doctor, forcing himself into a chair
opposite Philip, "were in a similar
way sent up hére—to an obscur
porthern post which I .have reaso™
for not naming. And the third cou.
ple went to a feverish district down
in Central America.”

He rose from his chalr agaln, and
Philip was. silent, while the ' doetor
went to his great-coat and (rom
sofiewhere within its depths brought
out fresh cigarettes. His ~hand
trembled stightly as he lighted one
and the flare of the match, plaving
for an Instant.on his face, empha-
sized the nervous tension which he
was under.

4] suppose vou think it alt verv
strange—and idlotic,” he sald, after
a few moments.

“f got six months' leave of ab-
sence,” he resumed, “and set out to
see the results of my experiments.
First 1 went to Rio, and from there
to the place where the .first couple
had gome. As a consequence, five
weeks passed between the date of
the last letters of my experimenters
and the day T joincd them. Heavens,
men! When 1 mede it known that
1 wanted them. where do vou think
they took me?”

He dropped his half-burned cigar-
ette and his voice was husky as he
turned on Philip.

“WWhere—where do you think they
took me?” he demanded.

“God knows exclaimed
tremulously. “Where?”

"To two freshly made graves just
outside the village,”.groaned the doc-
tor. “1 learned thelr story after a
little. The glrl, finding hersell use-
less there, bad begun to teach the
little children. Fm—I'm—going to
skip quickly over this.”

His voice broke to a whisper.

“She was an angel. The poor helf-
naked women told me that through
my interpreter. The children cried
for her when she died. The men had
brought flowering trees from miles
away to shade her .grave—and the
other. - They had met, as I bad
planned-—the man and the girl, but
it didn't turn out—my way. It was
a beautiful love, I belleve, a8 pure
and sweet as any 1o the whole world.
They say that they made the whole
village happy and that each Sunday
the girl and the man would sing to
them beautiful songs which they
couwdd not understand, but which
made even the sick smile with hap-
piness. 1t was a low. vllainous
place for a8 village, halt encircled by
a swampy river, and the terrible heat
of the summer sun brought with it
o deadly, fatal sickness, Many died,
and always there were tha men and
the girl, working and singing and
striving to do’ good through all the
hours of day and night. . What need
18 there of saying more?” the doctor
cried, bis voice choking him. *What
need to say more—except that the

Phiiip,

man went first, and that the gir
dled & week Jater, and that the

wire buried side by side under the
maogum trees? What need—uniess
it is to say that ! am their mur-
derer?”

“There have been many mistzkes
made in the name of sciehce,” said
Philip, cledring his throat. “This was
one. Your theory was wrong.”

“Yes, it was wrong,” said the doc.
tor, more geatly. I saved mysell
by killing them. My, theory died
with them, and as fast as. I could
travel 1 hurried to that other place
in Central Amerlca.”

A soft glow entered into his eyes
now, and he came around the stove
and took onme of Philip's hands be-
tween his own, and looked steadily
down into his face, while there came
a curious twitching about: the mus-
cles of his throat.

“Nothing bad happemed” he selé.
barely above a whisper.- “I fouad
her,. and I thank God for that. I
loved her, and my theory Was doub-
Iy shattered, a thousand times
cursed. She is my wife, imd 1 am
the bappiest of men—except for
these hounting memorles. - { Before I
married her T told her alf, and fo-
gether we have tried to make resti-
tution for my crime, for I shail al-
ways deem it such. .

“l found that the man l\\‘ho dled
was supporting a mother, jand that
the girl's parents lived on & Httle
mortgaged farm ia Michigan. We
sent the mother ten thousand collers,
and the parents the same. ‘We have
“built a little chureh in tha viitage
where they died. The third couple.”
finished the doetor, dropping Philip's
hand, “came up here. When I got
back from the south I found that sev-
eral of my checks had been returned.
U wrotc letter after letter, but conld
find no trace of these last of my ax-
perimenters, 1 sent 'an agent into
the North and he -returned without
news of them. Ther had never 3p-
peared at Fort Smith. And now—1
have come up to hunt for them my-
self. Perbaps. in vour future wan-
derings. you may be of assislance to
me. That fs why I have told you
this—with the hope that -vou will
help rae, if you can.”

WIth a flash of his old, quick cool-
ness the doctor turned to one of
Plerre Thorean's bunks.

“Now,” he saiG, with & strained
laugh. “Ull, follow your suggestion
and go to bed. Goodnight” T

CHAPTER XIV.
What Came of the Great Love
Experiment.

OR an hour after he had gone
10 bed Philip, lay awake
thinking  of ¥
story. «llp dreamed

When he fell astecp. In a W

which he could not account. the story

had a poeuilar effect upcn lym. and
developed 4n him a desire to know
tife end. He awoke In the morning
ansious to resume the snbiect with

MeGill. but the .doctor disappointed

him. giving him to understand. with-

out seying so. that the matter was

a closed incident betwren them. only

to be reopened when he was able to

give some help in the search.

They passed honrs plaving ecrfd.
hage with a worn nack of Plerre’s
cards, and ‘he third nicht seng ofd
college songs Which hath had neartr
‘forgotten. it was on (his evening
fnot they olanmed tn remaln oma
more day in Plerre's cabin and then
leave for Fort Smith.

“You have hope—there." ‘said Phillp
in a casual way, us they were um-
dressing.

“Little hope, but the search will
hegin trom there,” replied the doctor.
I have more hopd at Chippewsyan
here we struck a clew. [ sent back
my Indian to follow it up.”

They went to bed. How long be
had slept Philip had no idea. when

of

he was pwakened by a sllght nok:
{n a sub-conscious sort of way. with
his eyes still closed. he lay without
moving and listened. The sound
come agaln, like the soft. cautlous
tread of feet near him. Still without
moving he opened his eves. The ofl
lamp which he had put out 6n re
tirlng was burning low. Ta fts dim
Tight stood the doctor, ‘half dressed,
in a tense attitude’ot Mstening.
“What's the matter?” asked Philip.
The professor started, and turned
towsrd the stave.
“Nervousness, | gness” he sald
gloomlly. = 1 was afratd 1 would
awaken you. I've been'up ,lyhrl!n
times durlng the last hnur—ll!!elnlnx
tor a volce."
“A volce?” )
“Yes, back there In the bunk T
"could have sworn that I heard It call-
ing somewhere out in the night. But
when ‘1 get up I.cant hear it T'va
stood at the doop untll I'm trozen."
“lys the “wind,” said Philip.
has troubled me meny times out on
the snow plairs. Tve heard it wall
Iike children crying among the dunee.
and again Hke women screaming, and
men shouting. You'd better go to
bed.”
“Listen!”
The doeter stiffened, his white face
turned to the door.
“Geod Heavens.

was that the

wind>" he asked after & moment.

- Phillp had rolled from his bunk

and waos pulling on his clothes.
(TO BE. CONTINUED.)

. Clocks are wiser than some men.
They stop to Test when they feel rua
down, |

‘The average height ol_Englllhmn
- 1 6t 7 1-2 in.; Scotsmen, 5 ft. 8 13
In.; Irishmen, 5 (t 8 in. and Welah.

‘men, § ft. 6 12 1. _

“It -



