
( Reid withouthaste, the above diulogue, if timed, would be
found to take twoaada half minutes. In tact, however, it barely
occupied two.)

Fiveshort minutes later the wolves arrived upon the spot where
c snow is tramplol and Skien's footmarks cease. Now they are
ciiifr, f»r the quarry shows up black and clear against the snow,
;tle more than amile ahead.

Letus oncemore hunt with the hunters and watch with them
as

— their feet falling like thepattering rustle of rain— thay came on,
onehustling against another. Their mouths are open, the hair upen
theirjbacks is beginning tostiffenjandstand onend, their phosphores-
cent eyesare fixed upon the flying sledge. A longsterncnase it ha9been, andseems like to meet with a grand reward, if all goes well.
So yard by yard they g?t upon better terms wita the vehicle. True,
theblack horizon gradually changes into irregular outlinas of a pine
forest ; true, also, beneath the trens, gleam sparks of redand yellow
fire that suggest humanhabitations ;but Joksdal is distant a taile
yet, whereas three hundred yards alona separate wolves and men.
Now,a longpull,a strong pull,a pull together,and then— supper I

Like the bellows of a forge sob the horses andneed not theheavy
whip, though thatnow andagain hisses in the air over their heads.
Great jetsof steam burst from their gapingnostrils, and they show
thebloodshot whites of their eyes. Since Skien got uponthe sleige
notanother wordhas beenspoken. Svantsen driveswith magnificent
nerveand judgment, keeping the horses steady, but getting every
inch out of themhe can. Ifeither comes down it must mean certain
death for all. Skiensits crouched upat theback of the sledge with
his face to the one>ming mukitulc andapistol ineach hand. Nearer
get the wolves and nearer. They are now going about twenty yards
ina hundred quicker than their prey. The bigsleige rug manufac-
tured from skins of their defunct kindred is thrown to them;but
whatare dead wolves'coats aa an article of food comparedwith the

shining sides of those galloping animals, now only fifty yards in
front? Ithardly stays them for am'ment.

Joksdal is still nearly a qutrter ot a mile off. Svantsen jodels,
and the clear notesgo echoing forward to the villags and back to the
wolves. They give to'igue again in answer and strive each to bo
alongside the horses before the other. That last long-drawn howl
may save tie sledge, for ithas told those at home everything. Svant-
sen see* lights Hashing in the distance and knows that doors arebeing
opened, dogs let loose, and guns hastily snatched fiom their places.
Twenty-live yarls ouly now between the sledge and the foremost
wolf. Hkien cocks his pistols and keeps cdol aa a statue. Graaben
No. lis a grand, determined fellow, believeme. They look at one
another, thr man and brute, and t iere is more expression now in the
wolf's face th.m in theman's. Oae, reckoning without his host, his
Bnark's eyes glitter,ng like stars, is divided between anattack upon
Eric or the horses Tne human being feels a pistol trigger under
each forefingt and waits, for ie will not ao to miss. Twenty yards,
eighteen, fifteen— then Svantsen shouts to his comrad::

■"Tne do^s are coming!"
Skie i do s not answer andkeepshis eyesupon the foremost wolf.

Ten yarK off he isnow. The deep baying ot big ilo^s and the shouts
ff men mingle, wnh fie cry of t rie wolves, the snort (f the horses,
and the b.dls ii"g ng on over everything, lhen Skien ft-els the
sU'dge slacken speed and raises his arm Hot a moment too soon.
G aabe i No. 1s 'es a streim of fire rart towardhim, feels a terrible
blow in the c'h st aid fa X wiithnii?, bleeding,aad erna^hiug his
teeth in the cold ni;W, Some among his companionsstup to do the
l,asts honours to their old leader, butmore than half kepon. Skiea
fl'ionts another, a 'dhurling his p'stols with tiemendous force among
them, bjeaks the leg of a third. Svantsen gives the horses their
heads nna s'ukes at ihe longgrey brutes now stieaming upon either
side, H recome the dogs at la^t, fre-ih and full of fighting. Twenty
there are, ifnot mor ■, a'1 eager for a tussle with theuniversalenemy.
Tiiey rush into the wolvep.andat the same moment one of ttie horses
comes down with a crisb, siru^ges upon bis knees, falls again,
sviruk3. tins invain to lise, androlls over beaten upon bis sice. Thu
ot er, breaku g las trac -s and lashing out,comes near braining hi)
driver, but instead catches a wi.lt winch bus jumped at Svantseo fair
in ttie chts ,a-d bur.is him back five yams, bkieu has woundhia
coat lonnd his It ft arm an.i uses a knite. with his light. The freed
li ii-e witb a doz>n w ;lves leapintr at its head, luns straight into the
rescuu g parly. 'lhen torchts gUam andmeu yelland hghthand-tc-
hand b.nt'es with traunt, draggledbrutt s that snap at Uuir throati-,
fill the air with the. strong vulpn c smell of their kind,and when a
blow gets home howl andkick out their lives in the riddeuingsnow.

Itwas anotable and terrific battlewhile it lasted, and forms topic
for cjnveisation to this day inJoksdal. Half thedjgs werekillsd. and
more than one brave man whorushed to the rescue will cairy dtep
tokens ci" the fight to the grave. Svantsencame woist off. His left
arm was badly torn, and one bite in his throat must have been fatal
had thebrute who made it jumpedalittle stionger. Skienfought like a
demon,and escaped marvellously,withscarcemore thanauuglyscratch
orU\o. One hoi»e died w heie it fell, the oiher iscaped with iis life,
but was luinei for all practical purposes. Svantseu's wife, however,
looked to it that the excellentbeast should live the remainder of bis
da} s in honoured idleness

And the wolves, though decisively beaten, cannot be disgraced.
Upon the field they left four-and-twenty slain andsomeeight or nine

beginning to lay back and theirnecks tostretch out. Jangle, janglt,
jangle, thud thai, thud, go hoofs and bells. A hot steam streams
away from theanimals, and the bright" red ray of a little lamp in
frontof the altdga cists a glow upon their sweating flank?. The
driver is Ending up now and unwinds the lash of his long whip.
His hat is off and he looks with a frown behind him. To us horge
and msnand vehicle seem but the incarnation of flying terror; to
kirnon foot a charriot sent straight from God.

And thus they meet, these men, thin whom all Norway conld
not show two enemies more bitter. They are dwellers in the little
village of JcLsdal, inFinmark, themost northern division ft' Trormso,
or Northern Norway, Tbere had their fathers lived before them,
and there had Svantsen, rich, proud, and the autocrat ot his hirth-
plao«, cruelly wronged Eric Skiea. a young herdsman, and a poor
oae.

An oIJ, stalestory it was, of two men loving the same woman
Young Eric had been everything to her until the other camecreeping
into her heart, ousting the ol 1 love and replacing it withone ten
times as powerful. She dared not tell her betrothed,and upon the
very cv© of their marriage Svantsen hadstolen the girl away with
her ownconsent,married htr ina distant hamlet, and then, return-
ing, bravedtheblack stormof rage that swept over him. Allbelieved
this step to be one of themost lawless abduction upon theman'spart,
andhe, only thinking for his wife ana her reputation, was content
that insuGh a belief Joksdal should remain. Eric Skien, however,
waß wiser. He had longnoted the change inhis sweetheart, and the
blow did not fall so heavily upon him, therefore, as his friends sup-
posed. He wasa good-hearted, easy-going, loutish fellow,not over-
quick ot comprehension,but a popularmanamong his comrades,and
one withakind soul in him. That he would nursehis revenge until
itgrew into something strong and terrible andcould walk alone was
the generalopinion in Joksdal. But Skien breathedno word of his
future intentions to anyboly,and wentonliving and workingtamely
e»ough, though withmost of the laughter and rough frolic blotted
out ot his life. Itis improbable that be would ever have seriously
set about retaliation or gone far out of his way to get it. Dwellers
in northern lands, all things beingequal,arenot so fruitful of violence
and theknife ashot-oloo'ied men of the south. Nor have they quite
such keenness and capability for either suffering or joy. Their
eensibi ities are somewhat more blunt and there is more prose and
less poetry in their lives, less sunshine and more hard work. Ispeak,
of course,of the lowestsocial classes ;Skien wasa shepherd;Svantsen
thekeeper of a small inn.

And now
—

a year after the catastrophe
—

they meet, the one
flushed and hot, and nearly spent with his hard running, the other
cold and white, and withall his wits about him. Skien, thinking to
see a friend, looks up at the manin the sledge. As he doesso anxiety
changes to incredulous and savage jjy; the howl of wolves falls
unheededupon his ear ; he clutches hard at somethinghidden in his
belt and shows his teeth. The other, with an iron hand upon the
reins, checks for an instant the Hying sle Ige and keeps pace with his
old enemy. One of the struggling horses, arrested in his ft ;ht fcr
life, neighs andplunges to bo tiea. The bells clash and jangle;for
a moment the hungry thro its behind aresilent ;over all the moon
Bhines biight and cold, bringing out everydetailof the sameas clearly
as daylight could.

Kollo Bvanlsenspe>kß first:
"'Ah, friend bkien,'" thuu wilt have to go at greater pace than

thy present jogif Joksdal is to see thee again. Graabeea trave's a
wond faster, and isno nearer to thpe than thou art to home. Wilt
deign toaccept a teat I It so, it is at thy service.'""'

At last we meet, then,'" gasped the other. "I had rather see
tbeethan t^e truest frieni and strongest horse in Norway. At last
thouart in my band, Kol.o Svantsen. Nay, stay thine horse", or I
\\ ill do it for thee.

'
'■ Fcol! Thou do it ? CouLlst tbou stop me a year ago 1 Then

think not toholdback thosemad brutes here by any act of thine."
For answer Skienlevelled apistolat the healof the horse nevest

him. The barrelHashed in themoonbgnt like aknife, and Svantsen
choking m his throat the cry ot honor that iose mto it,pulled at the
reins,and nearly overturn'd 'he vehicle he drovp."1his is nu time fn j stm.j, man,"' ho cued." "Leap by ma,
and do itquickly, or we shall both he lost."

"'And whynot? Thou has loftme nothing to live for. Every-
thing that was good tome m theworld his been t.iken by thee ;now
it is my turn, andIcould si *y the ', but that Iha1 rath:r le iveit tj
thosebehind."

While th.3 horses w^re neiily dibloca'ing his shoulder joints,
Svantsen made answer ""Think not Iftar death any more than tbee. If thou wiliest
that but one ot us si all leach his home 1 care not. Iplead not fjr
my safety, lfast ol all at tny hauds,but otheis plead for it. Tne past
is past, the wrongsIhave done to thte are pas', and past atjnmg.
Slay me if thou wilt, it is but justice, but be generous in thine hour
ol triumph, tvive ihjs If, i-vkie >,Iimploreit, anl s c that what is
now in the sledge lr irive.ii to :hw Ileive bp'uiid. Dcjl.iro, when
que^tiintd, that Ife 1 from my place and thou couldst not s

-
ay th:

hoises to save me.
'

So hr» spoke, nnd a lt>^ wave of feeing passrd thr >ugb the
ottiei's mind. Ne\(>r had his hi avy bmns been so stirred, never
before ta1 the possibility of noble and heroic actions entered them,
Like a dream pictuie, ashis emraj's wo-ds fell upon h s ear,be saw
the girl at humc nurpimrher bab,', saw the sledge dash through the
village street, savv the husband reel in(o the strong outstretched
arms of his fuends, andheard the wite'd cry of thankfulness to God.
'ihat wasall ; no visionoi his oa'ii figure in the story obtruded itse'f.

Jfa flasyof light ing could not be quicker thaT the thought, as it
Ntilled »jis brain, ami transformed every ambition, passion, desire." Irue," he wii 1

"
Ihave no quirrel with those in thine home.

Thou art ahusband and a father— lhad forgotten. Get you gone,
Svantsen ;my eyesare opened now and Iste fir frhead. Fly, man,
while there is yet time : take these pistole with thee, too, and
remember in the days to come there was no evilbetween us at the
end. Go,Isay, the horses are killing themselve?.''
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He held up his weiping,anl fiading that the driver was too

occupied to taka themfrom him placed Doth pistolsat his feet in the
sladge, as Svantsen answered:"Say*st thou this?" h-3 criel. "By lleaveas, Skiea, such an
enemy aa thoumakest is worth a thousand friends. Laave theamaa T
Never! Mount;Icommand it ;else Iwill shoot these frantic beasts
myself. God willing, wa shall yet sleep in our homes to-night ;if
not, then to^e'herhere," Krii hesitated for a brief moment. The
thought of a great sacrifice was strong withinhim, but his old enemy
wouldnotbe denied. Hi* will was as powerful as the other's, and
most assuredly b:>th mau mast have perisledhadnat Skien relented.
At las", therefore, yielding to BvantS3n's entreity, he crawled
exhaustedupon the hinder saat of the sledga, aad not a moment too
soon, themen were whirled awayt aether.
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