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“Teep them as lo

Above the cracking and suapping me 'n’ Jed 1 fix the boats ! ¥ aommanded.
of the ice-bound timber outside and the the girl, S ' ST
thunder of the sea as it packed the Httle The men who were daring one last trip -
ice-devils cloger ‘about’ the sinking across Superier 2t double P2y gripped
vessel, the voice of the girl rose firm, al- their axes. As they burled themselves
mosi triumphant, in the ears of the.-kag-  out into the blackness of the bitter
gard, white-faced men who stood grip-  storm, with gray-teaded Ramsay leadjng
ping their axes and ice-hooks under the them, the boy. from Duluth eaught one
glow of the swinging cabin licht. Their of Jean’s. slim_ hands for a moment be-

walery ey
of tae sheet under whi
Beside it stood Dy
fallen hair glistened
Her face was death-like, with a red spot
on one cheek where a oh
bitier it. But h
tiful, fearless,
of the men,..
Instinetively old Ramsay.
frezén hand to his gray head,
off his stiffened cap. Even 1
moment he cherished
the Lakes, :
“Tm glad. Jean gir],” he said.
easier for a dea
a live un! ™
Outside there was a
ancther dozen tong of
loozened its hold of
Duggan. One by one th
- erew bared their hea
uniil only the
from Duluth;
fore in his lif

gegan’s  girl.  Her
in frozea strands.

¢r eyes were hig, beau~
as she scanmed the faces

put a half
and pulled
n this last
the old custom of

o It’s
d man to go down than

terrific crash, as
ice-bound cedar
the Christopher
e members of the
ds’ with Ramgay,
yourgest of them, the hoy
“who had never shipped be-
&, stood thers with his head
covered, staring straight into the eyeg of
the girl. Big tears rolled down his
cheeks, his purple lips seemed to form g
word; ther he drepped his head with the
others. L
“Father’s gone!” oried Duggen’s girl,

her voica half drowned in the thundering -
rush of water and ice cutside. * But he
dids’t know he was going -down, an’ he
said for me to take the ship, me *n’
Ramsey., There's nothing o keep. ug
from the boats now, if the cedars don’t
hold.” C : =

“If they do hold
from ’ere fo the So
But  they won’s,
shouted Remsay,

A rumbling shudder passed through
the Christopher Duggan, and a roar a3
of distant thunder cama to the ears of
the men as zpother

: avalanche of cedar
pesis pitched. over her side.

. Jear, all the devils
o can’t pull us down!
girl—'sar  that?”

es caught the indistinet white
ch the captain laxy.

unk of ice had-

tween both his own big bony omnes, -

“Tou dassen’t do it—7 mean you
mustn’t, \Jean!” he said. “ You stay
here: T fix the boats, an’ then—then
Il come back for you! ™ e T

“Jed, you do as I tell you!” reforied
the gizl, high above the tumult of the
crunching jee and fumbling cedar. % I'm
CEP'N Now, an’ you're too much afraid to
do it alone. I ain’g forgot you was. a
coward yesterday|” T

4T warn®t a coward, Jean. AR

The bay’s expostulation died away in g
-sudden furious gust that sent the cabin
door erashing inward, The girl steadied
herself agsinst the gale, her long hair
whipping back for an instant into the
young man’s face. Then she Torged
ahead  into the datkness, out of which
came the stentorian voice of Ramsay,

“who saw her figure swaying onward he-—
tween him and the light in the cabin,

“Oune of the boats is

other’s elear!” he shouted.

“1 Then keep to the ice!? returned the -
girl, e o

The barge- rode smoothly now.
seemed to cut the waves like an
wedge, and the way she hung in the seas,
a dead weight without a tremor, put a
thrill of hope into the heart of the
boy from Duluth. - Bug Duggan’
krew what that steadiness meant.

" Ordinarily a dying man is quiet in hig
last’ momenis. A. schooner alwaysy” is
when the little ice-devils have almost
goi it down. For sixteen hours they had
been freezing to the sides of the Chris-
topher Duggan.. "They hung in selid tons
from her deck-houses and rudder. They
had erept up her sides until they smoth-
ered ber outlines of wood, and when now
and then g part of the cedar CATZO
pitched over into the sea, it was like g
mass of broken ice that went. Every-
where the ice-devils had got their held,
and the Duggan continued to seitle inch

irom’

green
g gizl

She -

gone, Jean—.>. "
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by inch. Above the 1'egulav_' swish of the
waves came the sounds of hacking axes,
like the beats of a death-watch a2t one's
bed-head.

The gir! joined the men. Oune of them
slipped and fell at her feet, but it was
too late to turn Samaritan now. The
frozen sailor struggled to his feet again
and g Tpped hlb ax, bui his b].O"Fa ware
wank and ineffectual. In the glimmer of
the lanterns tied to the deck Jean saw
Ramsay fall helplessly down from the
cedars, a ceoil of rope tangled about his
arm. His gray head was bare, his beard
and hair frozen stiff, and his face was
filled with an awful agony. Tis fingers
refused o respond a3 he tried to grip the
girl’s arm. :

“1 can’t tie 'em any more’ he cried.
“¥We ain’t goin’ to nold the ced ars much
ionver s

How 1ono-7 ”

The girl dTopppd her 2x. Her voice
was ﬂmo st metallie 1n its Srmness.

“Ten wminutes; mebby less,” said
Ramsaz. '

# Then hustie the men into the cabm
and thaw ‘em out. Welve drified close
in to the Michigan shore, an’ we'll make
it in the boat!”

Duggan's girl came in hat Never h&d

the lad from Dulutk seen her eyes so big
and dark; never had he seen her face so
white, Somebhow he did not feel afraid
at all when near Jean. If the boat went
down, and he knew that it would go soon,
he had determined to do -a desperate
thing, Duggan’s girl should go down in

his arms. It would be betier lving down

there in one of the deep pits of Supe-
rior’s botiom if such a thing as Tean
were near him.

__He~Aound- himsalf wonderin'* in that
moment if all the Women of tha. Lakes
were as splendid as she; and then his
dream was inierrupted by that same cold.
passionless volcg telling Ramsay that i

was time to go to the boat. At that mo-

ment it was a disappoiatment. He
wouid rather have met his end there,
with Jean, than oui in the cold and
alone. Looking straight at Duggan’s
girl, he said so.

“1'd rather stay here, Jean!”

“ Are you afraid to go, or is 1t because
you ain't afraid to stay?”

There was something in Jean's voice
that sounded queer. Just a flash of sofi-
ness came into her eyes, and gquickly
disappeared again, Then she pushed old
Ramsay through the door, and followed.
Two of the sailors had axea, and the girl
brouoht another,

Under the broad stern of the barge the -
wates beat mercilessiy ngainst the iee-
hung uuider Now and then there was a
lull; and in one of these the boat swung
down, and two sailors were in it betore
another of the heavier waves came o
beat its ribs against the des. Then
Ramsay seized Jean's arm, this time
‘erlv '

“ You next, Jean mrl’” -

“ Not now, R.lm:ay! she cried, ]etk-—' h
ing her arm free. “IHave you forgot
that father’s in there? Ain't it wy ncrb.r.
to be the last to leave the boat?

“You'd betier go, Jean” urned the
boy from Duluth, close up to her ear, -
“Tll be the lastt?

“ You won't!” shrieked the girl. “Jed,
git into that boat, and you, too, Rama.w
Air’t this my boat now, aad ain’t 1t my
right to leave father lasp?”

W’;thout a word old Bamsay clambered
over thevside, and the boy followed.

“You ready?” called down the girl

“QOunly a second, Jean. . There—
ow- 7 N

In the uﬂ'ht of the lanterns Jean’s ax
fashed above her head. Once; twice, it
rose - and fell, and the crew of the
Christopher Dugoan disappearsd in the
blackneas of the sea.

“Jeanl Jean!” came a despairmg

ory. .
“T'm goin’ to stay +with father!?”

shouted the girl through the trumpet of

her hands. “ 8ood-by—good-hy!”

The crash of another mass of cedar as
it slipped off the barge drowned the”
voices from the small bozt. Fearing that
the end was very near, DU"‘”‘J.I_I:: airl
hurried back and sai down be:;ule the
white-sheeted cot in the cobin., Her
eyes were soiter now, and with her chin
in her hands she Iis ‘,ened unfearingly for
that last gurgling swish of W":t‘:'rh which
would tell her that the nose of the Chris-
topher Duggan was goinge under.

The water duppeu from bher long,

“beautiful hair, and ence or tmcp a

phantom smile seemed to soften her lips,

as she thought of the clumsy deck-hand

from Duluth. The seconds passed—they

seemed like minutes to the waiting girl

—and ouly the recurring scunds of slip-

ping cedar posts came where there
should have been that last triwmphart

gurgle of the little ice-devils. Then there

came another sound, a great, human ory
of “ Jean, Jean!” .

The door burst oper, and in it stood
the boy from Duluth, d"ippinv with ice.
and water, and with a face thai was as
white as death could make it
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“Jear, Jean!” he cried again, “Tve the
come back!” : )
Witk a wild cry the girl sprane to her

ice-smothered rail of the barge.
The Christopher Duggar was up four
feet out of the water :

Teet and held oyt her arme blindly. . No word came from the lips of the
“Jed, you went out in the boat—" @il Spe seemed limp and heipless now,
“ A%’ T jumped back, Jean{” and eaught hold of her companion for
Through the open door there came an Support. In turn, the lad from Duluth

avwiul sound. Tt was a soothing, rustling Dut an arm zhout her, and half carried

sound, like that mode by the swish of ler back into the eabin, Then he took
crunched iee against the sides of a cop- tha arm away, aund Dluggan’s givl fell
ber vessel, only long-continued, The girl  upon hLer knees beside the dead man
stood as if transfixed, and unconsciously  under the sheet, o
she lified her eyes upward, - Adter that Jed went out and chopped
“Jean, is it coming?” asked the boy apd chopped, and tied the cedars down,
ir a low, thrilling voice. The zirl nod- and hong lights as high up the slippery
ded. “ Then listen, Jean! T come back masis as he could elimb. Wher ke eame
to die with ¥ou; for I'd rather die with back, a sickly gray was climbing inte
Tou here than live out there! But I want  the skr. and by straining his eyes hLe
You i0 go-down in my arms, Jean—will  eould make out the white crests of the
youi® . waves a fow fathoms out. The girl still
"The soft licht came again into Jean’s knelt beside ihe cot—asieep, the hoy
beantiful ceyes as she put her arms thought—so he want
around the boy’s shoulders.
“I couldn’t die in braver ones, Jed,”
said she, .
The boy from Duluih held her closely.
e could feel her hear: beating against
his own, and a [itile fearfully he brought
his rough check down until it pressed
against the girl's. Somehow he forgot
. to listen to the ominous sound outside, There ias a good fire in the stove, and
and kissed her, very gently. the room was warm and exceedingly
Oune, two, three minutes passed, and comfortabie. Wloreover, the Christopher
the girl lifted her head There was.a Duggan seemed io be riding squarely in
pink glow in either cheek now, as she the sea. Ag the girl jumped to her feet,
gently pushed the boy baek, and brushed the thick hair back from her
“ded, I guess T was wrong, The time face, the boy dropped.- his pipe to the
ain’t come yeil” © foor and caught her gently by the arm,
As if to argue for the young lover, “Come here, Jaan!” He Ied her to
there ecame a tremendous shock that the door, and opened it A hundred
seemed to rend the barge from end to fathoms ahead the steel freighter was
end. For a minuvte the Christopher Dug- burrying on her last +rip to the Sao.
fan tossed in the seas as if g charge of ¥ Wae in tow,” he explained. oo
droamite had lifted her out of the water. The wind caught Jean’s hair and
Her stern shot up with a suddeuness that whivped it about his face. The bey from
Pitched Jean and her companion vio- Duluth half put his hands up to it, then
fenily against the wall of the cabin. Lesitated, and caught Duggan’s girl in
Then she settled again, and the vessel his arms. o : .
rolled violentls, ag if caught in another “Jean, Jean!? he aried passionately..
and fiercer gale, - “You didn't g0 down in my arms, an’ -
#Jed, Jed!™ shricked the girl. “The. we'll be at the Soo tonighi! T love yeu
dce has broke!? o - " so I.almost wish we'd died togetherif
Tke landsman. caught the meaning of you're going to send me away. What gre
the words. Tn a flash he was out. ot the rou going to do, Jean?” .
door and op the deck. The wind blew For answer the girl turned about and
flercely over his head. He counld hear the drew her arms tightly around the bog.
cedars slipping, but it was only g thin Ahead. the whistle of the big steel
spray of the wave-crests that dashed into freighter blew three screeching blasts to
his face now. Tfe found difficulty in fomething that looked Iike a ship in the
keeping his {eet, snd out of his threat mist of the morning,
came a yell of joy. Witn the cabin “Look out—T'm coming with a tow——
laniern in her-hand, Jean stumbled ont  T'm coming with a tow—I'm coming
to him, and together they held it over with a tow!® they said.

watched the coming of the day frém the
sheltered side of the cedars. His vision
grew wider and wider, until half gz mile
away, deep down, and pounding steadily
toward the Soo, he caught: the outliges
of a huge steel freighter. - .
When Jean awoke, the landsman -was
seated near her, calmly smoking a pipe.

out again, and-—




