GRAY GOOSE,

rang the changes upon her heart—
why does ke not spenk ?’?
ul's chivalry, muttersd to himself ;—

toyear of untrammeled: girlhood; so

J!nd lest his heart grow weak in its gore

¢ that year,

4 young hearc had been made’ old by

}en he wus gone it wondered, grieving

/

jwasproudly erect, and the sweet lipe
I'ns weeping. '

{= by.

Tith words of softest waoing, and the
uelly ber pride had beer hurt—and

tiory erushed, until-—she thought it
-]
imt other had no patience for longer

e, the first lover was preparing to
b singing in its passionate joy i—
youth hag had its fullneas of girl-
daim my own,'

‘t. Ho wag calm, even to coldness,
| hia grave featurea,
npse the olden power-—only slum-

re with its days of relentlesg, end-
wefore her. ‘ ;
faee crushed despairingly amidst
iy 8he lay whilst the hours ticked

of & few worde epoken in time——q
»m gight forever. o

|
|

| inner voice striving vainly to be

jler in jts resistless grasp. Alas, -

L}
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: A WHISPER FROM THE KLONDIKE. .

BY J. OLIVIER CURWOOD.

HIS claim is mine! Beware! Yon yellow pateh of
molo_nllighb mnrks the dend-line; and the man who
dares to easp his shadow across it dies AL ;

' The:only,"r‘epiy to the stern voice of the girl with
the Winchester was a disdainfal laugh echoing down the slope
from the contignous mountain bush: .

A spiteful tongue of vivid fire flashed nchware the blockness
under the hili, and & bullet flattened iteelf nimlessly ngninst fhe
fiseured rocks. . S _ R

“Omce again I warh ypu——the elaim is mire, Bud Dawson'!
I have taken not a foot n we the Hoit of the law, nor have |
stinted an inch.” - : . . -

The oppressive silence was anything bl_h reassuring. With
trembling, beating heart Lolo sought the durk threshold of her
cabin door, watching with ready Winchester the golden path of
the moonlight till it extended fur aergss the glimmering Klon-
dike, and the cold, gray light of another (lré-nry dawn broke in

_tha south-eastern skios, : o ‘
Soon the first faint stragpling beame of the rising sun be-

gan to thread themselves through the frn}:ty solitude of the
early morn, precursing the advent of another eultry period of
twonty-one hours--—c0ntinumge sunshine, thil and heome-sick-
ness. - : ;1

Lolo stond in the open dovr-way . a moment und breathed
another mute prayer to Heaven, a benuti:ful contrast to the
wildness of the verdure-clad mountain and the untamed pano-
rama of river, rock and gulch that environed her, A wenlth of
dark, rippling hair was wreathed in queenldy tuste high ion her
heed and parted in silken waves low over & brow thit vied in
‘beruty with the soft, brown eyey bcﬁcnth. Her well built form

wna nlnd in w hnaleelrin elriee 4-_"'7 '
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and walkeq .slow]y to the edge ofithe cabip expoaea_to bh-e"'i'iaing‘ .
sun.| Kneeling beside 5 long, Erasg-grown mound shé laid her -

weeﬁing eyes at the foot of o rough board alab ang witng hey
hands in agony, ' ro ‘. . ‘

‘ |5 S
0 Ned! Ned! Can 1 ever téur myself away from thig

desolntion and leave your poor, ci‘eacl‘ body Iying here? O that - ..

my father had never forced you tp battle for riches to olaim hig'
] N . e !
daughter's handt They told ua you/were foully murdered’ for’

oF the paltry sack of yellow gold yoh hiig grasped from the frozen-

gravel, ang I ﬁedu—ﬂecl hither, Negd‘,l aving behind friendg and—

nay,inot friends, Ned—my father| was no frienq of minel!"

Who drove the cursed steel home‘, loved one? 0O God, tell me,"
,I

two months, ang only now eawe the Jow whisperings of a fearfyl -

win.te,r. on the northern Klondike. - The FR¥enous pests of early
Sprin!g haq unconseioualy heep ajvoi“cled by the Bbrangé, beaut].
ful being who had &0 bravely sought her lpver's body thousandg’

.:Jf inltfes from the sunny South; and now no one gave her warns B

1 . PR + . : i :
claap her within 1ts.clinging embrace ere enother month passed |

by. | Ho! Wlmt eared the ‘roﬁgh:, . 8eger men of . Dawson

City ;J |
he hot i shone fervidly ddwn upon & typical placer elajm

i

on $he brink of the Klondike, ‘out, sluicewnys ang tailings, the

heap of gravelly pay dirt, and thel i :

> OF gravelly pay ) ‘plles of worthless drippin 8
At every joint of the slujge, ‘Fhe primitive rifes wore' cﬂpggégd
with yéatqfday’lu weighted lumpa, lnndl bhe yollow metal gleamed
a8 it ly where' last, brought ‘dow by the mingled esrth ang

water. : A few mora pails of the Kfonidike’s water and the golden . -

hqrvest would be ready for the trei\mu'red buckskin gasl,

were they 80 white ang worn?

Lolo Eppoaredat lnst, The' piph ' . o

. : . ‘richness of the- white-wory-.

riflee | held i ' . . dile!
eld: but Metle interest ‘to; hr \r.: t({-‘c‘_iay,-‘ and yot- wby'i :

_throngh the latoh-hole. - *I've 0o

A WHISPER FROM, THE ‘KLONDIKE. g5

“They will come again to-night,'” she sbbbed. “4nd to-

. morrow I will be laid to reat besidd poor' Ned.”

The sun beat down unremittingly t.hriyugh the long, bard day..

" & reeking atmosphere beginning to'rise for the first time from
L off the dank earth. Toward noon the malaria] fog had dried
1 away, but Lolo had smelled and tasted it, and s strange, chil-

s lij]g sensation orept through her limbs, Involuntarily her foor-
steps led her to the eummit of the neighboring peank, and with

tired, tear-dimmed eyes she gazed longingly upon the distant

“Dawson City, -

- At last the redious siege of daylight drew toward a close.

:  About sleven o’tleck—an hour of midnight—the eoppery
" orb began to sink below the hill tope.” A eold wind sprangd up
" in the north, fresh from the ice-bound polar regions, moaning

" dlsmally as it came, as :&ough chanting the funeral hymn of

fools who had sought a athly winter in the new Eldorado of
iee and.snow. Lolo shuddered, and barred the frajl door of

. her eabin.

Pale darkness cropt rapidly over the mountain peuks. Lolo
turned up the greasy wick of the little tin lamp on the mantle-’
plece, and lit it half reproachfully.  She watched it as the tiny
flame flared up, watched it burn—the Iastidrop of oil she had,
and no more in the Klondike! S ‘

“O God, I ¢annot -live without light,~—without food?
But whjr not to-night, and bo-morrow—-dié!‘ Hork! I fancied }
I heard footsteps, or was it only a stone lq‘oaened by the rising ™
wind rattling down the sluice? /.

' A moment's awful silence followed, bquen only by the sput-
ter of the dimly burning lamp on the mantle-peice. Then o
sharp, emphatic knock sounded on the doo 2

The girl started, and clutched a white, trembling hand to
her bosom. Suddénty ber aspeot changed, .and a wiqkod fire
glowed threateningly in her dark eyes. | L

“Who's there!"" ahe oried, S .

u - “It's me, leddy, Bud Daws " anewered a deep voice
u% to buy the claim,* -
.+ Lolo quelled the defiant retort pon her lipa for an instant.
It wag the firet time her tormentor had ever mentioned the pur-
ohase of the rich placer..\_ - _ R -
.+, ""To buy the claim P she echoed, i . e
"L HYes leddy,” repested the voice. : “A. legal’ gentleman of
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S opine it's rather an unnatural héur to oall Hupon you, bt yéu’'ll

the erick.”’

R ey : 3 J i Vi . . I
;" But the price!’ demanded Lola, bending eagerly toward
the door, - o | : i

aixtged dollars to the cunce—would about foot the bill, seein?
a8 haow the claim ’s been putty much worked." : B

:{ N 1]
“‘4 - weoller you, an’ of the terrible brinfer so close at Wand.»» o7

) | "That will never do! O if you bhave a heart retain Iyo‘uf
. gold, and carry my poor Ned to L},ae conat " ;

f

business.’’

|
‘_(1001:“ Bwung slowly open,

.-anqther .individual, whose hoary-béarded countenanes wag &l-

‘most entirely hidden henenth u heavy, broad-brimmed felt  hat,

- Dawson motioned his aged eompanion to a geknt § :
1

and then bowed awkwardly to the Heautiful gl¥
ence he stool. o T -,

N 4 ‘. » i ) -
“Jufieny ig o long ways off, !my‘ dear Miss, and

. ‘ | your request -
18 really too sbsurd to beay Considerntion. ~ Think |of the ‘prize’

fcthd Dawson, you ghall ;eotihzwa the olaifm un&egs yoﬁ

carry my Ned's body to the const |’

ter than wordsg, -
. - P ) &

TFrom the lips of the beardedj stranger a
muttered sentences, and a hang beneath tha-tnt

. nervously fingered the eold tube ;ofﬁ tevolver,. i K . 0"
1 I}"Hiat!" The-miner raised aiwarning hand.- I Dpar
Graydon, the witriegseg have arrived, Admwis them.” \:

toward him, but the girl’a brigh:t; eyes marked his every move:
Then, in an instant, cecurred 'suoh a4 ma

S

THE GRAY GOOSE. o
Davérson ig with me,;un’. we k‘:in é‘lgn the_papérs'to-night. I

P excuse ug, leddy, for it’s been ai‘mck-‘oottom day wi’ we-uns up -
: . . | o . o P

[ ““I reckoned as haow about ‘b. eouple hundréd o’ gold-dust—-i,

.| “Let us in out of the wina land cold, Miss, an’ E‘We’lll talke "

iWith steady hands Lolg shot!; tHe hardwood"bf\)]t., aﬁd tb.e' o
N : e e . |

: ' J\A cold gust of mountain airgwept in,'iﬂstahﬂy fbllb':\#'ed by! ‘
the tall, powerful forni of a: miner. Close 'in' . his wake came

4t beside the table, .. . .|

g Lolo’s r_i nging voice echoed hroilugh the clﬁn and oﬁt.;- int{; :

3 the frosty air. She stood ereot {n an attitude of. deflance in the -
face of the miner, her ayes ﬂnslzﬂhg ﬁbuck det¢rmination far bot.
5 i S

2 j’l?he aged 8tranger rose with;a {vhi‘epered -imprecnt qH, . and :
E grasping a heavy cane shuffied to the door. - Dawson’s baclewag .

rvelous- trans-

G+ “What is it demanded the miner ﬁrhce.l'i‘n.g a.bpuf. *W"?"hat!

_ meanwhile the old lawyer' whispered a few hurried instrustion

* © who still remained standing with one arm thrown ocareleasly over

. like & contaminated drapery of disguise. “Sign those apers.—

ttable, s

- he gestionlated” excitedly. .. A glenming knife was raised aloft,
" the fluotuating light of the oil lamp ecintillating in a thousand

~ yer's servant coneluded his mysterious Pgantomime by deliber-
" ately turning in his shair and pointing digectly toward the wall
. that eeparated him from Ned ftanzam's grave!

© to their feet with muttered oatha.

~ward and reachimg into his shirt bosom
_cenled there,

knife from his belt, atrode menacingly to

" A WHISPER EFROM THE KLONDIKE, “ay
- formation that Lelo oaught her breath with n guick ory of
| amazement, o : : I

- A cureed Chinaman® ... . . PR

The door had opened and thres men entered. .- _ :

O “My s-a-rrr-v-a-n-t, if you plense, sir, with pen and ink!"

_snurle‘d'lthe lawyer retreating to his corner, oclosely pursued by
.the yellow-faced Oriental. s T e L

Dawson converssd apart wi‘th hig men /for & minute, aund

o

"in the ear of his servant, who drew back into an obsoure oorne

»of the room. o
The trio then separated, and Dawson appronghed the girl,

~

the mantle-piece, L
#*Come," he gaid Foughly, former courteay falling from him

i hievs s the gold !’ He tossed a soiled buokskin sack upon the

Lolo laughed, sweetly lnginuating, disdainful. She puck-
ered her pretty lips into a rosebud, nnd glanced sidewise at the
miner’s two companions. In the sct the Chinaman attracted
her attention, his loose sack fluttering in the shadowy corngr as

points upon its polished mateel, and .then slowly lowered till it
rested acroes the yallow thioat of the Mongolian. The old law-

‘! He makee 'Melican man volly much damn dead !
Dawson turned like a flash, and his t‘%o confedersates leaped

“What's that?"! he thundered, takigl!g s furious step for-
for some woapon con-

i g

- “Hillipi Ki-Y1, 'Melican John, kille | bee gal—no selle!"’
0. *Yea I'll kill her, you thievish rat-enter! Sign that paper
or you diel"’ : . i .
Dawson turned like an infuriated t&ger, and snatching o
ard the heroie girl,
i
]
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Quic]c}ar than thought T.olo drew.! 8
scornful smile eurling her lips,

“;Yoﬁ . murderer {1 -
killed{ my’[Ned——-I
life shall atone for the dast

ST a Hé!" ghrieked 'Da\g.v.\rso?‘x,
face Atp!u"ning the color of

“JW!]'ich is true, the
thief 1t

E‘_ ery eye.turned in the direction
two confederates drew their pistols,
“My God I" cried the minar,

wreath of gmoke flonted over the table,

“Savee!" whooped the Chinar‘nnn
hold-up man velly much damn sieklt™

Another shot left the Chinam
rasping ery for ’mercy followed, |
. thud. | : ‘
S | R

The sickening smell of gun-pojwdé.
by a cold, ehivering blasg from thelope
the logee robes of “Melican John'* g hy
tima in the center of the floor. Fopr o
Iovely,head from the :

stalwart brenst I
soughfé the eyes of her loved one, {

“0 Ned, diq Yyou rise from y[)ur]r
wag that al] some terrible 'mistake?’.’:
He bent down and kigseq hér.’{ :

" * ¥

I

!

she hissed, |
8ea it written Ppozi
ardly deed 1

gray ohalk in the pallid lampligh, |
ugh 1.:_nknc‘{wn ‘to you, villain,
T o :

feden—s = L0 ]
-A!shot echoed through the room, and a

Bn's:unerring révolver and o
i hollow groan—a deadened

moment T.olg raiged her

grave to-night, Or—or—

008k, v

plstol from '_her bosom, a

|
|
. . J B
| Yoy murderer! Yoy ) /

FJour cursed brow! Your

|
Staggering backward, hig [

murderer, i

|
bt the old lawyer, and the, - . ;‘
: . [ o . |

P

‘Bulphurqﬁa; va[;ory I

;‘Bnﬁg! Bang! Makee

:

% - L

was quickly dissipated |
eabin door, It rustled
stood guard over his vig-

t
i

pon which iy rested, and ‘

o

¢ .- ".zhould not be depict i

- gerved, ‘he public will deelare our

" .can ses very little in the pictu

"

) oviling his parent,

D ‘without feeling. The congeption is

THIS THY FATHER.
. 1 R

HOWARD MARCU% BTRONG,

HE committee of awards spent mueh time before Mor-
rell’s picture, «“The Rag-Gatherer.” It was a life-
size figure of an old man leaning wearily againet g
barrow. The surroundings were wratchedly squalid.
A starving dog lay stretched in the gutter. Oune
the tenements ang
In drawing and col-

iluminated the noble face of the old man.
oring the work wag teohnioally perfect,

“If we award it the gold metal,” one of the committes ob-

“Judgment warpsd by¥the

' fame of the artist. Bug 88 8 matter of fact I can find no fault

o i6r? '

‘ - “There ig ons, nevertﬂ]eleas,” said Heorr Crantz,
:tells no story. It-must ever eall for a number angd a-

cnﬁalogae.
‘What then?—'The Rag-Gatherer,’

That ié art without depth,

commonplace, but the exe-
---oution is superh,?’ :

“Furthermora, it is inoonsiatent, "y 9uggt:33ted a third.

“The
_face is noble-—one of beauty and refinemen

Whay should it be

- 'iintelligence. .
"I believe I can throw a 1j
Jmen,'? gajd Dinaux, who was
only rival. - «Thig knowledge

ttle light on fhe subjeot, gontle.
Morrell’s avotred enemy, and hig
hag so far prejudiced me that )

re worthy of gbmmendation, The
- face of the rag-gatherer ig a striking pbrtrni; of Morrell's sainteq

fathar, - An ‘estrangement existed between" father’ and son for

- many years, and the artist never overlooked .im Opportupity for
The old man was very rioh; and i paint. .

Ang him #5 8 ecavenger, Morrell doubltlesa had & deeper meaning

[




