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been claitned. When tLheso were
doue they planned (o return for |
their families.

On Saturday moerulng Charles
and young Ogle resolved Lo go on an
exploring expedition a llte further
over toward the Nequnlly than
thsey had hecretofore gone.” After
eating u light breakfast, lLhey started
out a3 soon as it wae light caocugh to
see, pusghed ou up the Tilton, which
had here dwindled Lo a mere brook.
Afier a time they left the gtream
and struck into the taugled woods,
bearing off townrd the lefi, and, as
they supposed, toward the larger
river. They were well up the base
of Mount Tacoma, prebably 8000 or
4000 feet above the sea level. The.
ground was hilly, and they wound |
ahout among the hills sometimes to;
save climbing their rugged sides.
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itup ns wc.! as he eould. It wns a
tedious wall; he was web 1o the
skin, and the rain, from which he
could nol protect himself, coutinued
to fali. The log afforded oniy & par-
tial shelter from the wet, aud nvne
from ihe wimd, Tle was socn
chilled §) the murrow. There was
no way to make a fire. Hours went
by and still no relief carue. A ehip-
munk sgampered along a dead limb
penr him, insearch of food, stoppecd
and looked at him curlously. It
disappeared, returned, and scemed
to wonder who he was, and why be
remained ihere. Al last he fanecied
it seemed to pity him. He and it
seemed to be the only living crea-
tures on the earth, and each was
powerless to help or hurt the other.

Ncoun came and afternoon began
to wear away,and still no help came.

Finslly about 9 o’clock they climbed { He began to wonder if Ogle had

a fallen tree to get a betier view of
their surroundings. As they were|
weltine down Ogle slipped and fell.
His Winchester in some way hit the
log so as to discharge it, and the ball
crashed throngh AMcKean’s right
leg half way between the knee
and ankle, shattering bothi honea
Into splinters. Though the pain of
the wound was great McI{ean at
once renlized that pain was the
least of his troubles. He Was many
winiles away from a surgeon. If he
ever reached one he muss be earried
to him. He weighed over 200
pounds, and there probably were
not men enough within thirty
miles to cirry him. But wiether!
there were or not, and whether they
could be found or nnt, another mat-
ter of even greater importanre Lnd
to be attended to at once. His leg
was 50 badly shattered that it hung
limp if he aitempted to move it.
Pleces of the shivered hone protrud-
ed through the flesh. He was some
miles, hcw many he did not know,
from his -abin, where his brother
was, whele temporary help was,
and to whicw [ie must send werd as
soon as possible. How he was to
do ithisseemed doubtful. Ogle was
nearly frantic with what he had
done, although he had done it acci-
dentally. He didn’t believe he eould
find the eabin, MeKean for a time
thought it very Joubtful if he could.
Butthe effort miust be made, and it
must be made gooun.

1t wns raining and the only shel-
ter that could be found was the lox
on which the accident had occurred.
He had Ogle move him jnlo its
cheerless shelter. Then be told hlin
how to cui away hia boot and his
clothing so they might in some way
bandage the wound temporarily.
This was done and then he took the
woodsman’s compass and gave Ogle
the direction of the river, finding
which he would be able to follow it
to the shack and bring relief. Not
at 2]l confident that he would be
able (o find it. QOgle started out and
MclKenn was left alone, Had he
known how long he was o wateh
and wait before help could come,
his heart would possibly have failed
hini, but happity he didn’t.

For the first hour or two he bas-
ied himself {rying to drese his
wound. Bome spiinters of bone

rotruded, and with his pocket knife
Ee picked them out. Then he ted

lost bis way. Then he began to
study his situation more earefully,
and its thoroughly desperale nature
gradually unfolded itself. Ogle
might find the shack. He could
not miss it after he struck the river,
But how was he to find him again?
He was 8 mere speck in the vast
wilderness, There was no river to
follow to where he lay. He had
taken the direction from him to the
river, but he had negiected to sug-
gest to him that he mark the way so
he could follow, it baek. 1Ip his
stale of mind he had every reason
fo believe Ogle had not done
0. How wouid he and his
father and George cver be able

to find the precigse spat of wilder-

ness on Which he lay, which must
be found hefore hecould be reseued?
His rifle lay near. He might per-
haps use it to attract their attention.
Any way, he would try, and be did;
but his shols brought no response,
Night comes on, aad  his situation
becomes even more miserable. He
was so cold that he could hardiy use
his rifle, yet he knew the search for
him was going on, if Ogle had not
himself got lost, and thatbhelp might
now pass within a few yards of him
at sny moment snd miss him unless

and, he fancied, pitied hir: in his
almost hopeless misery.

At 9 o’clock be had lnin there
heipless for tweuliy-four hours. He
toolk his pun and fired aa occasion-
ul shot, but his ammunilion begnn
torun low, and he was reminded
that (he time was near when e
could do nothing to attract his
brother, whom he knew must now
be anxiously searching for him. 1f
ever a man’s situation was thorough-
iy desperale his was. It was then,
hie gays, that he remembered that
he had been married just two years
aud six months to a day, and he
resolved to live to see his wife and
baby once more Jii such a thing
was pessible. A3 the day ad-
vanced he got a little warmer, Lut
his situation was cheerless. It atill
rained. He was wet ae when he
fell, Not a sourd broke tbe eternal
stillnessof the forest eave the patler
of the rain on the sodden ground.
The chipmuil was kis only com-
panion. .

Finally, after ail {hese seemingly
npendurable hours of wailing,
night began fo close in again, and
with the gathering gloom his spirits
began to fril him. He was starving,
chilled, and dying by inches. Only
a few, a very few, cartridges re-
mained to eall help with or Jefend
himi against a pogseible altack of
wild animais. When they were
gone, what then? Only oue grim
respurce remained. He placed two
cartridges in the breast of his shirt
to be used last. When theze were
reached one of Lbem would put an
end o pain, to hope, and to despair.

The second day of his misery had
vone by ind the second night had
well started. Cartridges were run-
ning low, and yet they must be
used. About 9:30 o’cloek le fired
one of tho few remaining, and it
brought an avswering shot. Nobody
who has not been to the very boltom
of the depths of despair will ever
know the music of that answering
shot ts Charles McKean’s ear, He
fired again, and again the answer
came, and in a few minutes his

be did something to attract itto him. | brotber stood before him in lime,
B0, through the long watches of the | yet none too snon to save the litlle
night, he kept up his fusilade, with- | {ife that remained.

ont result.

The meeting of the brothers under

Morning came at last, and he still | such circumstances was doubtless
lived. Hia leg now pained him | touching cuough, but no time wns

terribly. If he moved he could feel
the shaitered endsof Lthe bones grate
againg each other. His fool was
gwollen and was black {rom the cold.
In spite of paln and apxicty he Le-
gar to be hungry. bhe had shota
grouse the day before just before he

was wounded, but he had dropfxed it |
tlay | too welcome for Charles’ ehilled and
He bLegan to|now ihoroughly numbed

when he fell from the log.
beyond his reach.

wasted in  congratulations. A fire
was made and a leg of the grouse
was ronsted, the first foad Charles
had tasted si@ce he had left toe
cabin at daylight the day hefore.
The rest of the bird was set to cook
for George’s supper, bui he never
got it. The welcoine fire soon grew

limbs.

wonder if he could reach it or if he| His clothes took fite, and in {he

could manage to mahe a fire|
and covk a part of it ifl
he could get it, or

could eat it raw, if he could not.
Homeof the bushes around him were
covered with berries, xow in that
altitude beginning to have a
shrivelled look. Ifurlher down a
few days ago he had noticed that
the huckieberry hushes were still
loaded with excellent {ruit, aud he
beganp to wish he ¢ould reach some

flurry of saving him from Lurning,
after rescuing him from perishing

if . he| with cold, the sugper wasg left to burn

toeindera.

Warmed and fed, Charles Mc
Kenn and his brother began to real-
ize that a great problem sl con-
fronted them. The wounded leg,
now swolien fo immense gize an
intensely palnful, more than ever
prevented Charles from doing the
least thing to help himself. ]t was

of those aboupt him, but he could |zeventy miles {0 Tacoma, whither
not. The chippunk eame ngnin,.he must be carried in Fome way to



