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beginuiag to lay back and their necka tostretch ont. Jangle, jangls,
jsogle, thud thmi, thud, go hoofs and bells. A hot steam streams
away from the animals, and the bright” red ray of & little lamp in
_front of the sledga casts a glow upon their sweating flanke. The
« driver is Jmndiog up now and uawinds the lash of his long whip.
His bat is off and he looks with a frown behind him. To uns horse
a20d man and vehicle seem but the incaroation of flying terror; to
him on foot a charriot sent straight from God.

And thus they mee!, thess mep, than whom all Norway coald
not show two euemies more bitter, They are dwellers in the littls
village of Juksdal, in Finmark, the most northern divisdon cf Tromo,
or Nortbern Norway, There had their fathers lived before them,
und there had Svantsen, rich, proud, and the antocrat of hia birth-
plaoe, croelly wronged Eric Skien, a young berdsman, and a poor
one,

Am ol], stale ptory it was, of two men loving the same woman
Young Eifc had been everythung to her until the otber came creeping
into her heart, onsting the oli love and replacing it with cne ten
times as powerful. She dared not tell her beirothed, and upon the
very eve of their marrage Bvantsen had stolen the girl away with
her own consent, married ber in a distant hamlet, and tken, returz-
ing, braved the black storm of rage that swept over bim. All believed
this step to he one of the most lawless abduction upon the man’s part,
and he, only thisking for his wife ana her reputation, was conteat
that in such a belief Joksdal should remain. Eric Skien, however,
was wiser. He had long noted the change in his sweetheart, and the
blow did not fall so heavily upon him, therefove. as his friends sup-
posed, He was a good-hearted, easy-going, loutish fellow, not over-
quick ot comprehension, but a popular man among his comrades, and
one with a kind soul in him, That he would nurse hia revenge until
it grew into something strone and terrible and conld walk alone was
the general opinion 10 Foksdal, But Skien breathed no word of his
future intentions to anybo ty,and went on living and working tamely
emough, though with most of tbe Janghter and rough frolic blotted
out ot hia life, It is improbable that be would ever have sarionsly
set about retaliation or gone far out of bhiz way to gat it. Dwellers
in northero lands, a1l things being equal, are not so frmitful of vicleacs
and the knife as hot-pblooded men of the south. Nor have they quite
such keenness and capability for either suffarmng or joy, Therr
sensibi ities are somewhat more blant and there is more prose and
less poetry in their lives, less sunsbine and more hard work. I speak,
of course, of thelowest eocial classes ; Skien was a shepherd ; Bvantsen
the keeper of a small inn,

Apnd pnow—a year after the catastrophe—they meet, the one
flusheu and hot, and nearly speat with his hard running, the other
cold and white, and with all his wits about Lim. B8kien, thinking to
see 4 friend, looks up at the man in the sledge. Ashe doesso anxiety
changes to incredulons and savage joy; the howl of wolves falla
uuheeded upon his car ; he clutches hard at sometbing hidden in his
belt and shows his tceth, The other, with an iron hand upon the
reing, checks for an instant the flying slelge and kezps pace with his
old enemy. One of the struggling horses, arrested 1n his fl ¢ht for
life, neighs and planges to be tree. The bells elash and jangle; for
a moment the bungry throitg behind are eilent ; over all the moon

shines bright and cold, bringiog cut every detail of the snme as elenrly
as daylhght could,

Rollo Bvantsen spe ks first :

** Ab, friend Skisn,” thou wilt have to go at greater pace than
thy present jog if Juksdal 19 10 see thee again. Graabeea travels a
world faster, and 18 po nearer 1o thee than thou srt to home., Wit
dexgn to accept & seat ! 11 so, 1t 18 at thy service.”

* At lagt we meet, then,” gasped the other. “1 had rather see
tbee than the troe<t frieni and srronpest horse in Norway. At last
thou art 10 my band, Kolio 8vantsen. Nay, stay thine horses, or 1
wiil do it for thee,’

“ Feol! Thouwdoit! Coulldst thon stop me a year agc t Then
think not 1o bold back those mad brutes here by any act of thine,”

For answer skicn levelled a pistolat the healof the horgs neviest
him, The barrel flashed 10 the moonlignt Like a knife, and Hvantsen
chokiog 10 bis throat the ery ot horior that rose 1nto 1t, pulled at the
reine. and neariy overturn d e vehiete he drove,

“Thisas ne time Lo § sting, man.” he cried,”
and dor guickly, or we shall both be lest.”

And whynot?  Lbou bas left me nothing to Live for. Eiery-
thing (hat wad good to me 10 the world his bren teken by thee ; now
1018 my tirn, and I coald slay the:, but that 1 halrath:r le.ve it t)
those b-hind.”

While ths horses wore nearly disloea'ing his shoulder joints,
Svanteen made answer -

' Think not I foar death «ny more than thee, Tt thon willest
that but one of us st all 1each hus home 1 care not, I piead not fur
my safety, least of all at tnv baods, bt others plead for it.  Toe pass
is past, the wiongs L have done to thie are past, and past at)ning.
Blay e 3f thuw wilt, 1218 but justice, hat be gencrous in thine hoor
of tniumph.  dave thys If, ~krer, umplore 1t, and s e that what 1s
now in the sledre te iven to those 1 lesve betund. Declure, when
questmed, that I e | from my place and thou couldst not s'ay th:
noreesio save me, !

8o ho kpoke, and A creat wave of fesling pasard thr mgh the
other's mind, Never had his hcavy brarns been so stirred, never
before t ai the possibiinty of noble and heroie actions entered them,
Like a dream pictate, as his enemsy’s wo'ds fell upon b s car, he saw
the girl at bome naremng her baby, saw the sledge dash through the
village street, saw the husband reel into the strong out.tretched
arms of ms friends, and beard the wite's ery of tharkinlness to God.
Ihat was all ; no vivwon of his own figure in the story obtruded itse'f.

flashy of light 10g cmld not be quicker than the thought, as it
“illed wis brain, and transformed every ambition, passion, desire.

“True,” hesiil® I have no quirrel with those in thine home.
Thou art a husband and a father—I had forgotten. Get you goue,
Bvanteen ; my eyes are opened now and I see far shead, Fly, man,
while there 18 yet time : take these pistols with thee, too, and
remember io the days to come there was no evil between us at the
end. Go, I say, the horses are killing themselves.”

fiLicap by me,

He held up his weipons, ani finding that the driver was too
oecupied to take them from him placed poth pistols at his feet in the
sladze, ng Bvantsen angwered :

“ Bavest thou thia?” ha criei. * By Heavens, Skien, such an
enemy as thoun makest is worth & taousand friends. Lzave thesman?
Never! Mouont ; [ commapd it ; else T will shoot these frantic beasts
myself. od willing, wa shall yet sleap in our bomes to-night ; if
not, then toze her here,” MKris hesitated for a brief moment. The
thought of a great sacrifice was strong within him, but his old enemy
would got be denied. Hiy will was ag powerful ns the otlher's, and
most asinredly bath man muaat have peristed had not Skien relented,
At las', therefore, yieldinz to Bvantean's entreity, he crawled
exhausted upon Lhe hinder szat of the sladge, and not & mcment too
aoon, the men were whirled away trgether,

{ Read without haste, the above duslogne, if timed, would be
found to take two aad a Lalf minutes. I[n tachk, however, i$ barely
accupied two.)

Five short minutes later the wolves arrived upon the spot where
the suow is tramplel and Bkien’s footmark s csase. Now they are
racing, fer the quarry shows up black and clear againet the snow,
little more than & mile ahead,

Lst us oace more hunt with the hunters and watch with them
as—their feet falling like the pattering rustle of rain—they came on,
one hustling against another. Their mouths are open, the hair upen
theirjbacks is beginuoing to stiffenjand stand on end, their phosphores-
cent eyes are fixed upon the flying sledge, A long atern chasc it has
beep, and seemsy like to meast with a grand reward, 1f all goes well.
8o yard by yard they g3t upon betier terms with the vehicle. True,
the black korizon gradeally changes iuto ircezalar outlinas of a pine
forest ; true, also, beneath the tress, gleam sparks of red and yellow
fire that sugeest human hahitations ; but Joksdal is distant a aile
yet, whereas three huedrel yards alone separate wolvea and men,
Now, a long pull, a atrong puil, a pull together , and then—supper 1

Liks the bellowas of a forga sob the horses and need not the heavy
whip, thouzh that now and agaia hissesin the air over their heads,
Great jets of steam burst from their gaping nostrils, and they show
the bloodshot whites of theireyes, Bince Skien got upon tha sleigs
not ancther word bas been spoken. Bvantsen drives with mgnificent
nerve and judgment, keeping the horses steady, but getting every
inch oat of them he can. If either comes down it must mean certain
death for all. Bkien sits crouched up at the back of the sledge with
his fzce to the one )ming multitu le and a pistol 1n each hand. Nearer
get the wolves and nearer. They are now going about twenty yards
1n & baodred quick er than their prey. The bigslelge rug manufac-
tured from sking of their defuoct kindred 18 thrown to them ; bat
what are dead wolves' coats as an article of {fcod compared with the
shiotne sues of those galloping animals, now only fifty yards in
front? It hardly stays them for a m-ment.

Joksdal is st1ll nearly a quarter of a mile off, Svantsen jodels,
and the clear notes g7 echoing forward to the villagz and back to the
wolves. They give tongne again io answer and strive each to ba
alongside the horses before the other, That last Joop-drawn howl
may save tae gledge, for 1t has told those at home everything, Svant-
sen sees Jighta flastang in the distance and knows that doors are being
opened, doge vt loose. and guns hastily enatehed fiom their places,
Twenty-ive 34ris oniy now between the sledge and the foremost
wull,  Bkien cocks hig pistels and keeps cool as a statue, Grasben
No. 18 a grand, determined fellow, believe me, They look at ona
aaolber, the man and brute, aed tiere 18 more expression now n the
wolf’s face than in the man's, Qae, reckoning without hia bost, his
santk’s cyes glitter.ng Like stare, 18 divided between an attack upon
Erie or the borszs  Tne homan being feels a pisiol trigger under
each forcfing v and walts, for 1t will not ao to miss. Twenty yards,
etgbteen, fifleen—then Svaotsen shouts to his comrad : :

* The dozs are coming |’

Skie: do s not answer and keepshis eyes upon the foremost wolf,
Ten yaris off he 1y now, The deep bayinz ot ig dozs and the shouts
ff men mingle wil Lhe ery of tne wolves, the soort «f the horees,
andd the bells 1ing ng on over everythung, Then 8kien {e¢ls tha
aledae slackss speed wnd rases bis arm Bot & moment too Room.
G aaber No, L sws a etreum of fire cart toward him, feels a terrible
blow in the chegt ard fa le, withing, bleeding, a2d egoashing his
teeth 10 the cold enow,  Some among his compauniona stup to do the
lasts hunoury to thewr old leader, but more than balf ke*p on.  SBkien
atonta another, od harling his p'stols with t1iemendous force among
them, breaks the leg ol a third. Svantsen gives the horses their
lewls ana s'tikes at the Jong grey brutes now stieaming upon either
side. H recome the doga as lust, fresh and full of fighting. ‘I'wenty
there are, 1f not mor+, all eager for a tussle with the universsl enemy,
Taey rush into the wolves, and at the same moment one of the horses
comes dewn with a crasb, struze es upon his knoees, falls again,
ghirnks, trues in vamn to rige, and rotls over beaten upoa hissice, The
ot er, breaks g b13 trac s and Jashing out, comes near brainiag his
driver, but instead catehes a woll waoleh hus jumped at Bvantsea fair
i tue ches . ard buras bim back five yares. bkien has wound his
coat, tonnd s hfr arm ang uses a kmte with b night. The freed
bore with a dozre wolves leaping st its hund, 1ons straight into the
rescutr g pacty. Then torches gloam and men yell and hght band-1c-
haud batles with yaunt, draggled bruuws that soap at theie throat:,
fifl the air with the struag vulpt ¢ smell of their kind, and when u
biow gots home bow! and kick cut their lives in the r.ddesiog snow.

It waga notable and ternitic battle while it lasted, nnd forms sopic
for conversation to thiaday inJukedsl, Half the dops were killad, and
more than one brave mao who rushed to the rescue will catry deep
tohens <i the fight to the grave, Svantsen came woist off. His left
arm was badly torn, and one biie in bis throat must have been fatal
had the brote who mude it jumped a little stronger, Skien fought likes
demon,and cscaped marveilously, with searce more than au ngly scrateh
or two, One horse died wheie 1t fell, the oiber «scaped with itg life,
but was ruiue i fur all practical furposes. Bvantsen’s wife, however,
lnoked to 10 that the excellent beast sbould live the remsinder of bis
daja 10 honoured 1dleness,

And the wolves, though decigively beaten, cannot be ditgraced,
Upon the field they left four-and-twenty slain and some eigut or nine



